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Nbvbr a careworn wife but shows, 

If a joy suffuse her, 
Something beautiful to those 

Patient to peruse her. 
Some one charm the world unknows 

Precious to a muser, 
Haply what, ere years were foes 

Moved her mate to choose her. 
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JOSEPH IN JEOPARDY 



CHAPTER I 

FROM the tower of St. Chrysostom on the Hill the 
wedding bells pealed gaily. It was a squat stone 
church, of early Victorian architecture, admirably suited to 
the congregation from Fitzjohn's Avenue and its vicinity, 
that was just now converging from every point of the com- 
pass to the interesting ceremony the bells proclaimed. The 
porch that was neither Gothic nor Norman, but had a re- 
miniscence of either, was somewhat concealed by an awning. 
A strip of carpet, hke the coat of a soldier who has never been 
under fire, seemed redly expectant of the coming fusillade of 
rice. Two constables now guarded its immaculate surface; 
busying themselves in keeping back half a dozen stragglers, 
women with babies, errand boys, and other typical idlers to 
whom the spectacle of the streets presents itself as a per- 
petual free entertainment, an irresistible beguilement from 
labour. 

Soon after the bells had begun to peal and the foot 
passengers to arrive, carriage after carriage pulled up before 
the strip of red carpet, and from yellow-wheeled coupes, private 
carriages with hired horses, hansoms and taxi-cabs, issued 
fashionable young ladies from Maida Vale and Carlton Hill, 
from Hamilton Terrace and Abbey Road. The young ladies 
were accompanied by portly mammas, in suitable bonnets 
and lavender gloves ; by papas who had either hurried back 
from the city under urgent entreaty, or had missed the office 
altogether for this one eventful occasion; by uncles whose 
I 
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2 JOSEPH IN JEOPARDY 

frockcoats and buttonholes were as prominent as their alder- 
manic paunches. 

It was all to do honour to that great man, Amos Juxton, 
who this day was giving his only daughter in marriage to 
young Dennis Passiful, the parson's adopted son, the orphaned 
youngster for whom he, and so many of the worshippers at 
St. Chrysostom, had put their hands into their pockets nearly 
two-and-twenty years ago. 

Amos Juxton was easily the richest man in the district. 
He was also the most important; not because he had the 
largest, grandest, most extensive and expensive of the bloated 
overgrown villas that have procured for Fitzjohn's Avenue the 
designation of the " Fifth Avenue " of North West London ; 
not because he owned more motors, had a bigger garden, 
and a more elaborate establishment than any other London 
plutocrat who was content outside Mayfair; but because he 
was a man with a striking personality, of whom any neighbour- 
hood might well be proud ; a self-made man, whose business 
was philanthropy and whose philanthropy was business* 

Amos Juxton was the author of the " Away With House- 
keeping " advertisements, " No More Use For Kitchen Stoves," 
"The Emancipation of Women At Last," and other legends 
equally intoxicating to the feminine middle-class mind. These 
legends are familiar to us all ; their great author is hardly less 
well known. Every hoarding that proclaims the advantages 
of "Juxton's Limited" exhibits the features of its founder. 
Through full pages, heavily leaded, in all the great dailies, 
through reiterated pictorial insistence in all the Illustrated 
Weeklies, through Sky Signs, Transparencies and Floating 
Balloons, we have learnt to appreciate the universal blessings 
conferred by "Juxton's Limited." **Pure Cooked Food Hot 
and Hot. Three Daily Meals For Small Annual Subscription." 

But it is as superfluous now to dwell on what Juxton's has 
done for women, as it would be to point out the value of the 
railway system. In essentials, of course, it is but the principle 
of the New Journalism applied to gastronomy. Breakfast, 
lunch, and dinner, tea, tiffin, and supper, hot and strong and 
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frequent, as many editions, in fact, per day as one liked to 
pay for, are delivered at the front door with the punctuality of the 
post. The viands, varied and appetising, arrive in the well- 
known Juxton Brown Ware. Personal tastes are consulted. 
Some, as it were, are supplied with the gastronomic equivalent 
of " The Times " ; substantial and expensive, with dessert extra, 
like the Book Club. Others content themselves with " Daily 
Mail " or " Express " meals, spicy, but only sufficient for the 
appetite, without unnecessary garnish, or * literary leader 
writing ' as Amos Juxton's circulars put it 

For Amos is really a man of imagination. He has not only 
made the nebulous schemes of a Communal Kitchen, long 
floating in the air, into a practical factor of daily life, but has 
so enlarged and extended its scope, that now the Communal 
kitchens, to quote again from his advertisements, include a 
complete Communal establishment. For the Agency that 
Amos has brought into being will clean the house, engage 
servants or relieve one from the necessity of keeping any ; 
wet-nurse or bottle-feed the babies, wheel them out in per- 
ambulators or trot them in the Park, educate and clothe them. 
It was really Amos Juxton who made Female Suffrage prac- 
ticable. It is even now one of his proudest boasts that all 
the leaders of the movement were among the first customers 
of " Juxton's." 

The marriage of the only daughter of a man so distinguished 
was naturally an event of almost national importance. And it 
was not surprising, therefore, to find the air vibrating with 
expectancy, the crowd constantly increasing, eager heads 
craning, and eyes straining to see the entry into the church of 
the bride leaning on her father's arm. 

Amos would be sure to make his entry effective. Mean- 
while the bells continued to peal, and in the pews 
one heard the buzzing talk concentre on bride and bride 
groom. The bridegroom was already in evidence, very nervous 
apparently, as is the way with bridegrooms, and paler than 
his habit. He was walking about restlessly, now conversing 
with young Ted Juxton, his brother-in-law that was to 
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be, the only son of the great man ; now coming forward to 
welcome one or the other of his friends ; finally settling down 
in the front pew beside the two old maids, dressed alike in 
grey satin, sisters of the Vicar, the Misses Paighton. It was 
they who had mothered his orphaned babyhood, and 
shepherded all his youth. 

Dennis Passiful, the bridegroom of the day, was the son 
of their love, the child of their many prayers. He knew what 
he owed them, but no sense of obligation weighed upon him. 
If they loved him, he loved them little less, matching their 
simplicity with his own. 

And now at a word from Agatha, in sight of those gaily- 
dressed and curious wedding-guests, they all three knelt down, 
hiding their faces. In a few minutes Dennis was to meet his 
bride; he was nervous and excited, and the two old maids 
in deep sympathy with him. To spend those few intervening 
minutes in prayer seemed natural and fitting, and Ursula as 
well as Agatha, as he knelt between them, put up an earnest 
supplication for his happiness. But if he prayed, it was not 
for his own happiness, or Mabel's, only for strength to meet 
whatever came. Since the morning some misgivings had 
shaken him. 

A little thrill ran through the church at the sight of those 
three on their knees. Who was it that had said this was only 
a marriage of convenience, that Amos Juxton's money was 
needed in Dennis Passiful's business ? Whoever said it might 
well feel ashamed. Not so do bridegrooms act when they are 
consummating a business transaction, nor are their faces as 
the face of young Passiful when he rose from his knees, nor 
have their eyes the same light in them. 

This young bridegroom was worthy to be looked at, and when 
the old maids moved tremulously to let him pass, every girl, 
wife, and widow took advantage of the opportunity. In stature 
something over six feet, perfectly proportioned, as those who had 
so often seen him in flannels at the Cricket Club could testify, 
his square chin showed strength, his ears lay flat to his well- 
poised head, the close cut hair that no amount of brushing could 
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deprive of its tendency to curl, was golden above his broad 
brow, above the expectant eyes. He was barely four-and- 
twenty, little more than a boy in years, and really only a boy 
at heart, in his ignorance of the world, and unsophisticated 
way of thought. 

The bells pealed out more loudly and joyously, heralding 
the tardy arrival of the bride. The Reverend Stewart Paighton, 
surpliced, with his attendant curate, took their places at the altar 
rail. Young Ted Juxton, a natural bungler, but one of good 
intention, first told Dennis he must go down the aisle to meet 
Mabel, and then hurriedly recalled his instructions and said he 
must wait where he was. The bells ceased, and the solemn 
notes of the organ seemed a fitting accompaniment for Amos^ 
Juxton, as he. came through the church door, with his daughter 
on his arm. 

Mabel was veiled in Brussels lace, her downcast head 
crowned in orange blossoms. Amos, short and immensely 
stout, his benignant expression accentuated by his double 
chin, was almost a procession in himself. He strutted 
up the aisle with full knowledge of the impression he was 
producing — he almost forgot Mabel, who could scarcely keep 
up with him. He held his head well up, thinking the organ 
accompaniment to his progress eminently fitting ; remember- 
ing his banking account and all his benefactions to humanity. 
His fair scant hair was parted in the middle, and the blue 
eyes beamed with portly self-satisfaction. Poor Mabel, 
bewildered at her position, glad of her veil, uncertain of her 
conduct, was a mere appendage to his consequence. In 
truth she did not look the bride for the magnificent speci- 
men of young English manhood awaiting her at the altar. 

Even in her wedding-dress, and through the filmy lace that 
softened and enshrouded her, one could see that she was lean, 
and her back a little rounded ; that her face and hair matched 
in a dead level of dun; that she had neither style, nor 
presence, nor beauty ; that she looked every day of her six- 
and-twenty years, and had no grace nor compensating charm. 
But she was Amos Juxton's only daughter, and Amos Juxton 
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was worth a million if he was worth a penny. No one who 
saw him walk up the aisle could doubt it. It was said in the 
pews, but it also exuded from his complacent countenance. No 
man who had made less than a million could wear such a look. 
The bells were silent and the deep notes of the organ 
welcomed Amos Juxton fittingly as he took his stand beside 
his daughter at the altar. On the other side his son gave the 
bridegroom the support of his presence. Many people com- 
mented on the strangeness of young Ted being best man, for 
young Ted was married. But then Amos Juxton was a law 
in himself, and this was not the moment to quarrel with his 
decrees. 

The Reverend Stewart Paighton began the Service. Dennis 
Passiful was his adopted son. Orphaned and without means, 
the Vicar had laboured to collect a fund for his education, 
completing the good work by giving him a home. There was 
hardly a man in that congregation who had failed to respond 
to an appeal for which each had seen the occasion. They 
had all been repaid, not only in money, but in satisfaction ; 
this marriage was the coping stone to their effort. 

" Dearly beloved^ we are gathered together here in the 

^^ sight of God and in the face of this congregation to join to- 

^^ gether this Man and this Woman in holy Matrimony . . ." 
Dennis's father and mother had died within a week of each 
other of diphtheria ; their lovely little romance had its quick 
climax. For Dennis, then an infant, there had been no 
inheritance but the wisdom of the love in which he had been 
conceived. And into this he had not yet come, although it 
was his own wedding day. 

The Vicar's low, impressive voice went on intoning : 

" And therefore is not by any to be enterprised, nor taken 

" in hand^ unadvisedly^ lightly^ or wantonly^ to satisfy men^s 

" carnal lusts and appetites, . . ." 
Dennis was ready with his responses, not lightly, but 
solemnly, as his adopted father had behoved him that morn- 
ing, and with an ever increasing fear of the responsibilities 
he was undertaking. 
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The Vicar was celibate, but he had a deep sense of what 
was required of a married man. He was not given to ex- 
hortation in private life, but the talk he had had with Dennis 
that morning was in the nature of an exhortation, and as 
Dennis said his responses he was full of what had been so 
gravely said to him. 

" Wt'lt thou love hery comfort her^ honour^ and keep her, 
" in sickness and in health ; and, forsaking all other, keep 
" thee only unto her, so long as ye both shall live f " 
He almost wished that Mr. Paighton had not left it until 
his wedding morning; this solemn, earnest talk. He could 
not shake ofif the impression it had made upon him, the insti- 
tution of marriage seemed like an enveloping cloud in which 
the bride was a Httle lost, her personality a Httle shnmk. 

" With this Ring I thee wed, with my body I thee 
" worship, and with all my worldly goods I thee endow ; 
^^ In the name of the Father, and of the Son, and of the 
''HolyGhostr 
The organ crashed out its " Amen." 

He would cherish her ; he never before had possessed any- 
thing entirely of his own. Adopted relations were, after all, 
not the same as real ones. Yet her father had cared for her 
less, and less well than the family at the Vicarage had cared 
for him. Now it was his turn to do something for somebody, 
to prove his active Christianity. Mabel had been unhappy, 
lonely, a Httle neglected. He would make up to her for it all ; 
he was sure he could make her happy. 

" Let us Pray. O Eternal God, Creator and Preserver 
" of all mankind. Giver of all spiritual grace, the Author 
^^of everlasting life ; Send thy blessing upon these thy 
" servants, this man and this woman, whom we bless in thy 
^^ Name ; that, as Isaac and Rebecca lived faithfully to- 
^^ gether, so these persons may surely perform and keep the 
" vow and covenant betwixt them made, {whereof this Ring 
^^ given and received is a token and pledge) and may ever 
" remain in perfect love and peace together, and live accord- 
"ing to thy laws, through Jesus Christ our Lord:' 
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It was all over. They were man and wife. It was rather 
bewildering, but the melody of the Wedding March as it 
swelled full-toned from the organ, made it exhilarating; so 
did the congratulations of the friends who went with them 
into the vestry to sign the marriage register. Amos Juxton 
was not only a procession, he was almost a crowd, filling 
the small room. Dennis was merely an individual beside 
him, notwithstanding his six feet and the width of his 
shoulders. But Amos weighed sixteen stone, at least so he 
affirmed ; it might have been eighteen. 

" Went off without a hitch," Amos said, not addressing any- 
one in particular, but the company in general. " No one can 
touch Juxton's at this sort of thing. Now you'll all come 
back to the house and see what sort of a spread we've got 
for you." He kissed his daughter, but that was rather per- 
functory. His son and he were not on kissing terms. Ted 
was a fool, and in a general way Amos had little toleration 
for fools. But he nodded affably to him, for the occasion 
was one on which to eschew criticism. 

" You'd best drive back with me," he said to him. 

" And Fanny ? " asked Ted, whose young wife was also in 
the vestry. 

" Fanny ! Oh, I didn't see Fanny ! " Amos saw her now ; 
she made a pretty little moue at him. 

"Well, you ought to have seen me," she pouted, moving 
nearer to him, very conscious of her wedding finery ; asking 
for admiration. 

Amos was not averse from giving it. He thought Fanny a 
very pretty and attractive young woman. He had opposed 
Ted's marriage, now nearly a year old, but Fanny herself, 
although she had neither money nor position, had reconciled 
him to it. She paid him numberless little attentions, and 
deferred to his opinions. Amos seemed to preen all his 
feathers when Fanny was with him, as a peacock spreads his 
tail in the sun. Amos had no doubt Fanny admired him 
immensely. Fanny had the same impression about her father- 
in-law. They were to know each other better one day. Mean 
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while it was almost a flirtation between them. Ted and Mabel, 
who were never quite at ease with their father, marvelled at 
the lightness with which Fanny treated him. Ted thought 
it was part of the general wonder of her. Mabel often wished 
that she had the same gift or knack of interesting and pleasing 
him. She would have loved her father had she found a 
chink in his complacency where love might lodge. Fanny 
played the spoilt little daughter to him quite bewitchingly. 
Now she was pretending to sulk because he had not noticed 
her. And it was Fanny who hung on his arm when they left 
the vestry. 

In the vestry also was the Honourable Cosmo Merritt, 
younger son of the well known Liberal peer. Lord Lough- 
borough. Cosmo, whose allowance of three hundred 
a year was usually in arrears, and who supplemented it in 
various ways, had been Ted's coach in his ill-fated days at 
Cambridge. He knew how little his father could do for him, 
and indeed it was impossible to be for any length of time in 
Lord Loughborough^s company without hearing him bewail 
his poverty, and the expensiveness of his family. Cosmo now 
was wooing journalism, Hterature, Fleet Street generally, and 
Amos spoke quite affably to him, although there had been a 
time when he thought his fees exorbitant, and the results 
inadequate. 

" I daresay youll be giving quite a fine account of this affair 
in your paper?" Amos said to Cosmo, over his shoulder, as 
he was signing the register. "Women like reading about 
weddings." Amos was a great believer in a fair and liberal 
press. "You're coming on to the house, I hope," he said. 
" We'll show you how we do things." 

"I've no doubt the public interest will be enormous," 
answered Cosmo with seriousness. He was a critic and not 
a reporter, but the great advertiser knew of only one use for 
newspaper men. 

Amos had a moment's pause over that seriousness ; he looked 
to see if the face agreed with the words. But the face of 
Cosmo Merritt was quite expressionless, and Amos went on : 
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" There's room for you in the carriage. We'd best be going 
before we get a crowd in front of us. Come along, Ted, 
hurry up." For Ted was now somewhat laboriously adding 
his signature below his father's. " See you later, Paighton, I 
hope," he threw behind him to the clergyman, as he began to 
work his way out. 

" Is it not customary to let the bride and bridegroom go 
first ? " Cosmo queried blandly. 

Cosmo Merritt, ever since he had been engaged to coach 
Ted for his " Little go " had been interested in Amos Juxton ; 
and now the interest was deepening. If the world was 
Cosmo Merritt's oyster, he had begun to think it possible 
that Juxton's was the pearl; only the necessary mode of 
extraction was not yet quite clear. Ted had conceived for 
him a violent friendship, a species of hero-worship. He was 
conscious of having been extraordinarily tolerant of Ted. 
Ted's marriage had been a surprise to him, but Fanny, with 
whom his acquaintance was but recent, certainly added some 
zest to the position. 

It was not without difficulty that the bride and bridegroom 
were permitted to precede Amos. But there is an etiquette 
about these things, and the Master of the Ceremonies, from 
Juxton's, was at the door of the Church to order it. First on 
the line was the carriage for the bride and bridegroom. 

Dennis handed Mabel in, and followed quickly ; the strains 
of the Wedding March, being played now for the second time, 
were still ringing in his ears, stunning him a little ; that was 
all he heard as the carriage started. Mr. Amos Juxton, 
his son, and daughter-in-law were slow and impressive on 
the steps of the Church, and in their progress down the red 
carpet. Cosmo Merritt was rather puzzling to the Master of 
the Ceremonies, but with a wave of his hand, and the magic 
word " Press " Amos explained, and secured him. After the 
family, the guests could get away in any order they pleased ; 
the reception in Fitzjohn's Avenue should not rightly begin 
until half an hour later. The procedure was very much the 
same as Juxton's pursued at funerals. 
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CHAPTER II 

"\X 7ENT off without a hitch," said Amos to Cosmo 

VV Merritt when they were seated in the carriage. 
" You noticed that ? " 

"Did you expect any impediment would arise?" Cosmo 
enquired with apparent curiosity. 

"Impediment? You mean confusion. Well there often is 
confusion and muddlement at an affair of this sort. Ted now, 
he mightn't have been able to find the ring; it would have 
been like Ted to have lost the ring. But we thought of that ; 
my man handed it to him when he came into the Church, and 
saw that he put it in his right-hand waistcoat pocket." 

" I shouldn't have forgotten it," said Ted sullenly. There 
were times when Ted Juxton resented his father's attitude 
towards him. Ever since his marriage to Fanny he had 
resented it. That was a year ago. When his father had 
at last consented to his marriage it was on the grounds that 
Fanny was * clever ' and would * push him on.' If she was 
clever there seemed no reason why his father should always be 
rubbing it in that he was not. She was quite ready enough to 
see it for herself, Ted thought. 

Fanny talked to Amos all the way from St Chrysostom's to 
Fitzjohn's Hall, Fitzjohn's Avenue ; * prattled ' would perhaps 
be a better word, although it was anything but artless. Fanny 
was quite young, and, being the daughter of a publican, prided 
herself, above everything, upon being 'ladylike.' She was 
lady-///^tf, but it was only a distant resemblance. She was not 
tall, and Ted thought she had a springy walk ; that was her 
own description, and he accepted it ; but it was rather jerky 
than springy, owing to her spine being a Uttle out of the 
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perpendicular. It had to be admitted that Fanny's spine was 
not quite straight, and that in many particulars she resembled 
her spine. In the carriage she praised all Amos's arrange- 
ments, thought the screen of lilies charming, the mass of 
palms wonderfully effective, the bride's bouquet a marvel of 
bloom. She thanked him prettily for her own flowers, and 
said how well they matched her dress. 

Fanny was in pink, vieux rose^ she called it, and it made her 
complexion look yellowish. The corsage was trimmed with 
coral beads, and as she talked she played with a string of them 
that depended from her throat At this period of her career 
she had no colour in her cheeks, they had the pallor that goes 
with red hair, the colour of her eyes was indefinite, her nose too 
wide at the root and the mouth fiat and ill tempered. But 
when Fanny smiled, and she smiled often, it was wonderful to 
see how her face lit up and altered ; how gleams of malice or 
humour irradiated her eyes, and the prettiest possible set of 
teeth redeemed the fiat mouth. To-day the red hair had 
evidently been carefully waved under the pink hat, over- 
feathered, very large, but not large enough to conceal that 
Fanny still wore the hall mark of Suburbia, a hair net ! 
Fanny had developed very much since her marriage, and 
had begun to talk of " keeping up her position," but she still 
dung to her hair net, and her fondness for feathers and beads. 

When Fanny had praised the decoration of the Church and 
Amos's arrangements, she began to discuss the guests and 
their clothes. And there it seemed nothing had completely 
pleased her. This one was gaudy, and the other one dowdy ; 
pretty girls excited her dislike, popular ones her utmost 
contempt. Ted thought she was rather hard on Miss Jones, 
for instance, who dressed from Paris, and was by way of being 
the beauty of Hampstead. But Miss Jones was Fanny's pet 
aversion — had not Ted once admired her fine skin, bright 
eyes and gaiety? Fanny had not finished half she had to 
say in dispraise of Miss Jones when the carriage arrived at 
Fitzjohn's Hall. 

Here there were more palms and lilies, a band played on 



Digitized by 



Google 



JOSEPH IN JEOPARDY 13 

the landing, Amos called it the mezzanine floor, but no one 
knew why. On the right of the hall was the dining-room, 
where a buffet along the whole length of the floor — and every 
one who knew Amos knew that it was thirty-four feet — was 
set out with good things, the immense wedding-cake making 
an appropriate centre. On the left of the hall was the 
drawing-room, and there Mabel was already seated, under a 
canopy of flowers, with Dennis, still a little unlike himself, 
standing beside her. It had been arranged that so they 
should receive the wedding guests. But Amos soon relieved 
them of the trouble. He had taken up his position at the 
door, under the great white bell of wedding flowers with the 
orange for clapper, and there he welcomed old friends and 
new, acquaintances, strangers, and intimates. 

" Very pleased to see you, Pm sure ; very good of you to 
come. Have you had anything to take ? Well, there's plenty 
there. Juxton's don't stint. If I expect three hundred people 
I don't order for two hundred and eighty, and take the odds 
of some of them not turning up. That's good enough for 
our customers, but it's not good enough for me. And some 
of you'll have brought your friends, I daresay. Quite right, 
Mrs. Gwatkin, glad to know your niece, any relation of yours 
is welcome. She'll like to see the house, I've no doubt. The 
presents are in the billiard room. Ted will show you where 
the billiard room is — that is if you can find him. He'll be 
near the champagne by now, that's his mark. And how do 
you do ? . . . 

It was seldom Juxton's gave anything away except in the 
way of advertisement, or in the cause of philanthropy, where 
advertisement followed as a matter of course. Amos made 
the most of this occasion. 

By the time the guests had escaped to the spot where 
Mabel was awaiting their congratulations, his expansiveness 
had almost overwhelmed their capacity of expression. Still 
the women kissed Mabel, the men shook hands with Dennis, 
and said the same thing over and over again ; the stream of 
it seemed unending. 
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" Don't you wish it was over ? " the boy said to his bride. 

"Oh, Vm sure it's very kind of them all. Some of them 
have come quite a long way. There are the Summers now, 
from Clapham, I do wish I could remember whether they sent 
the lamp shades or the tea cosy." 

Mabel was really enjoying herself; she had never been the 
centre of attraction before. She tried to say the right thing 
to everybody. 

Cosmo, with his expressionless face and his monocle, stood 
listening to Amos for some time, when the enjoyment palled 
he moved leisurely over to Fanny's side. 

There had been passages, although passages is perhaps 
hardly the right word, between Ted's wife and Mabel's new 
husband. Fanny had shown that handsome young cricketer 
a certain amount of favour, and had betrayed a disposition to 
show him more. But Dennis was slow to appreciate it, he 
had in fact rather resented her amiability. Ever since he had 
been grown up, if anything a little before, he had known that 
women and girls had a * beastly habit of making themselves 
cheap.' From Ted's fiancee the beastliness of it was accentu- 
ated, and he had been unable to conceal his feelings. Fanny 
would not easily forget what happened when she " tried to be 
nice " to Dennis Passiful. Fanny had always her own way of 
phrasing her own conduct. 

"The bridegroom does not look exactly exhilarated. I 
trust your father-in-law has not failed in liberality?" Cosmo 
began, with the easy insolence that characterized him. Fanny 
had perched herself on the edge of the fender seat, and in her 
attitude one could notice the little error in her spine, that her 
shoulders were certainly rounded, and that the expression of 
her face was unamiable. 

Fanny, although she was supposed to be very fond of 
Mabel, whom she habitually spoke of either as " Poor Mabel " 
or " Poor old Mabel," was nevertheless jealous of seeing her 
surrounded, at hearing more comments on the white satin 
wedding dress and the real Brussels veil, than on her own vieux 
rose costume, "Juxton's" kept this Brussels veil to lend to 
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all their most expensive brides ; Fanny knew it, but it failed 

to solace her. 

" Mr. Juxton has been very liberal," she said in the detached 
and off-hand way she thought was good form. She was not 
quite definite as to what her behaviour should be towards 
Mr. Merritt. He had been Ted's tutor, which is of course 
a degrading occupation; and Fanny was not quite sure of 
the social position of a journalist She did not yet know 
more than this about him, and, although she saw that he 
was already attracted by her, she had not by any means 
made up her mind as to what measure of encouragement 
she would give him. Notwithstanding that incident with 
Dennis, Fanny had no doubt she was practically irresistible, 
and she did not care to waste her favours. Her natural 
irritation at Miss Jones' toilette and at the attention Mabel 
was receiving, made her inclined to snub this imperturbable 
gentleman with the familiar manners. Her attitude amused 
Cosmo Merritt so much that he sat down on the fender stool 
beside her, and went on talking. 

" Tell me something about the bride and bridegroom," he 
persisted, " there is an interesting incongruity of age and type. 

Who is he?" 

" His father was an artist," Fanny answered in an off-hand 

manner. 

"So I should have suspected." 

Cosmo surveyed Dennis's proportions, from the distance, 

with admiration not unmixed with envy. He himself was less 

than five feet ten, and the charm of his pallor was somewhat 

diminished by his tendency to embonpoint, 

"Praxiteles himself could have fashioned nothing better. 

I want to know more about the bridegroom's father. Did 

he work only in human clay, did the gods of Hampstead 

bow down and worship ? Where did the Vicar come in ? I 

understood Ted to say that the bridegroom was his adopted 

son." 

Fanny had never heard of Praxiteles. And she did not like 

too much consequence being attributed to Mabel's husband. 
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16 JOSEPH IN JEOPARDY 

" They lived in quite a small way," she said hastily. 

"Splendid," he answered inconsequently. He began to 
think Fanny might prove as amusing as her father-in-law. 
Had not the Vicar come up to them at the moment there 
is no saying how Fanny would have decided to treat Cosmo 
Merritt. But the Vicar came into the drawing-room at this 
moment, and straight to where they were sitting. 

"I thought I saw you in Church," he said to Cosmo, 
holding out a cordial hand, "but I was not sure. How is 
your Mother, your dear Mother? I know I have been 
remiss in my enquiries. And Mervyn, tell me about Mervyn, 
and Van. Van is still at Denham, I suppose ? " 

Quite a number of questions and intimate answers followed, 
Fanny thus becoming aware of several things that altered her 
mental attitude towards her companion. 

Before the Vicar moved off again, claimed by some 
exuberant parishioner, Fanny, for instance, knew that Cosmo 
Merritt's mother was Lady Loughborough, and that she had 
been injured in a hunting accident. Fanny's acquaintance 
with the Peerage was limited, and all she knew of hunting 
was through skipped pages of Mrs. Kennard's novels. She 
looked at Cosmo Merritt now with new eyes, the eyes she 
kept for Amos, and for other men she wished to captivate. 

" You want to know all about the bride and bridegroom," 
she said, smiling at him, " I was just going to tell you when 
Mr. Paighton interrupted us. Mabel is . . . well, just Mabel. 
I don't suppose you want to know anything more about her ? 
Dennis is a sort of parish orphan. Nobody knows anything 
about his people, where they came from, or why they came 
here. The Vicar called upon them when they first came 
into their little house, and he heard that Mr. Passiful painted 
pictures, and wanted to give drawing lessons. Somebody 
said his wife had been his pupil, and that he had run 
away with her, and changed his name. But nobody knew for 
certain, because the very day after the Vicar called, Mr. 
Passiful was taken ill; he died within the week. He asked 
Mr. Paighton to look after his wife and child." 
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Fanny had the story quite pat, it was common property 
in Hampstead. 

" But it was diphtheria he had, and it was before the days 
of anti-toxin, and the wife died too. There was no one left 
but the baby; no papers, no letters, nor anything. Mr. 
Paighton advertised, but nothing happened. Of course in 
the ordinary way the baby might have been sent to the 
Workhouse." Fanny liked saying that, it belittled Mabel's 
marriage, and made the fuss they were all making about her 
ridiculous, " But the Vicar had taken an extraordinary fancy 
to the people, and wouldn't hear of it. He made a house to 
house collection; and then he preached a charity sermon." 
She paused for breath. 

"Inasmuch as ye do it unto the least of these?" queried 
Cosmo, with a whimsical smile ; he had an attractive smile, 
and since Fanny had heard who he was she found his eyes 
were rather nice, and she did not mind the wrinkles round 
them. He had beautiful white hands; Ted's hands were 
horribly rough and coarse. His attention to her this after- 
noon was really a feather in her cap. 

"There was nearly a thousand pounds collected," she 
finished, putting her coral beads into her mouth, and looking 
at him as if she were a child who had just finished saying 
her piece, and expected to be patted on the head and praised 
for her performance. 

" A thousand pounds ! " said Cosmo. " Mr. Paighton 
must indeed have been very eloquent. And then what 
happened? Did a millionaire relative turn up?" 

He seemed to be regarding her with admiration. She 
had always been told she had a lively manner. Fanny 
felt that she was really becoming quite attracted by the 
Hon. Cosmo Merritt. She wondered if he would be Lord 
Loughborough when his father died — afid how old his father 
was. It was all so exciting she nearly lost her self-pos- 
session, but remembered in time that she must continue to 
be ladylike. 

" Go on telling me about it. I like the way. you relate the 
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story, it makes me suspect you have literary talent You 
must be very careful not to use it" 

" Not use it ? " Fanny smiled in surprise. 

Cosmo was b^inning to think she was quite pretty. Of 
course she was an underbred little thing, but her teeth and 
hair and spiteful tongue redeemed her. The wooing of 
women being an art upon which he prided himself, Fanny 
became every instant more sure of the effect she was producing. 

"Certainly you must not use it Women who write, or 
even read seriously, are mere contortionists, strained and 
twisted out of their natural and becoming ignorance. You 
are much too pretty to pose for being intelligent, if it be 
true, look upon it as a misfortune, hide it as you would 
any other deformity. Now tell me the end of the story." 

"There isn't exactly an end, unless you call this wedding 
the end. The money was meant to keep and educate him. 
But the two old maids, the Vicar's sisters, had taken, the 
baby into the Vicarage when the parents died, before the 
money was collected, and they couldn't make up their minds 
to part with him. I believe by that time they had come to 
believe he was their baby." 

Fanny smiled again, and Cosmo looked at her appreciatively. 
That very nearly made her blush, she did not know why. ** So 
it was decided it was all to go on his education, and the 
Vicarage was to be his home. He became quite the son 
of the house. He got into the Eleven at Harrow, and made 
a hundred at Lord's twice in the match." 

" So he is that Passiful," exclaimed Cosmo. He remembered 
the match, and the sensational batting. 

"He was to have gone on to Oxford. But until he was 
eighteen he had never heard he was brought up by charity. 
When the Vicar told him all about himself, he wouldn't go ; 
he was mad to begin to make money, be self-supporting." 

" Quixotic ! " 

" He wanted to be independent. My father-in-law offered 
him a position at Juxton's, but he preferred to go to a man 
named Abinger, who had a picture gallery in Bond Street 
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When Mr. Abinger died two years ago, he left the Bond 
Street Gallery and the good-will to Dennis. But he had 
not enough money to run the business. That's how he and 
Mabel came together," she finished, maliciously. 

Mrs. Ted was sometimes untruthful by accident, and 
sometimes by design. In this instance one may give her 
the benefit of the doubt. 

" He doesn't look like a young fellow who would marry for 
money," Cosmo said reflectively. He had no illusions about 
Fanny, and only credited her story carelessly. But there 
seemed no obvious motive for this marriage except the one 
she had given him. Looking at the bride again, Cosmo saw 
that she was flat chested, and certainly a year or two older than 
her husband ; she did not seem to have any features at all, so 
indeterminate were they under her wreath of orange blossoms. 

Cosmo Merritt's interest in women was rather physicological 
than physiological. He made a study of morbid conditions. 
Mabel was only interesting through her accidental combination 
with this fine young man; and Cosmo's long connection 
with Cambridge made him interested always in young men. 
Fanny was perhaps better worth his immediate attention. 
For nearly half-an-hour, therefore, whilst the stream of people 
was increasing, the room, over-full already with flowers and 
ornaments, growing hotter, and the air more exhausted, Fanny 
listened to epigrams she hardly understood, and to enigmatic 
compliments that fed her ready vanity. She grew more and 
more pleased with her new conquest. And Cosmo, too, 
foimd himself less bored than might have been anticipated, 
for he recognised that Fanny's coldness of temperament, of 
which poor Ted had already dropped a hint, was combined 
with vanity so inordinate that under skilful handling it would 
take upon itself the hue of sensuality, or any other chameleon 
colour her egotism might think becoming. 

Cosmo, in that half hour, definitely made up his mind 
that if Juxton's was his oyster, Fanny was the most succulent 
morsel of it he had yet encountered. But, then, for he was 
given to editing even his thoughts, and cultivated a certain 
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preciosity of expression, he dropped the oyster metaphor. 
Fanny, for many reasons, was not edible, not for him, in 
any case. And he knew already, too, that her species was 
mammalian, and not oviparous. She purred when her fur 
was stroked the right way. But that the kitten in her would 
become a cat, would scratch and spit, and erect its little 
furry tail, he had also no doubt. Cosmo knew, for instance, 
that poor Ted was all over scratches. Even now there was 
hardly a sound place in his sensitiveness, and he had been 
married but a year. Cosmo, personally, was not a man who 
would mind a scratch or two, and he knew how to make 
Fanny purr under his hand. 

"I suppose I ought to go and see after Ted," she said 
presently, but remaining seated. Fanny was never quick in 
her movements. " He should be showing the presents, but 
he is much more likely to be in the dining-room sampling 
the champagne." 

"You and your father-in-law always speak of Ted as if 
he were a drunkard. I wonder why? I have never seen 
him the worse for drink." 

"He is so weak." She spoke of him contemptuously. 
"He could be led into any sort of mischief." 

"Poor Ted!" said Cosmo under his breath, when he 
followed her into the dining-room. 

Now indeed the house was filled to its utmost capacity. 
More and more people were constantly arriving, and none 
were leaving. 

"There's Ted," he said, catching a glimpse of him in the 
distance. Ted was coming out of the dining-room, and it was 
true that his face was flushed, and he had a glass of champagne 
in his hand. Fanny's expression was one of distaste, she had 
no smile of welcome for him. 

" I was coming to look for you," he began, perhaps a little un- 
steadily, ignoring her companion, and the indifferent people 
about them. " The buffet, and all in there reminded me of this 
time last year." He did lower his voice a little, but it was 
obvious he had only one objective; to say something to 
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Fanny. If he had been drinking he was certainly not 
drunk. 

"This time last year, Fan, it was we who were just off. 
And I brought you out a glass of champagne as you came 
down the stairs in your travelling things . . . don't you 
remember ? " 

He recollected the smile she had given him then, and 
how he had felt about her. Poor fellow ! He had fallen 
headlong in love with her when yet but a boy, and he was 
still in the abyss. But everything had gone wrong between 
them, they seemed to have begun to quarrel before their 
honeymoon was over; he knew he was hasty and over- 
sensitive, not good enough for her. It had come to him in the 
dining-room that now was the moment to admit his faults, to 
remind her of their days of happiness. He had a desperate, 
overmastering desire to make one more attempt to get things 
right between them. 

"You remember how jolly we were when we went off 
together?" His eyes interrogated ner, they were unhappy 
eyes, soft and seeking, like a dog's, incongruous in his 
coarse face. Fanny made a gesture of repulsion, rejecting 
the proffered glass. She threw a little appealing look to 
Cosmo as if to draw his attention to Ted's unsteadiness, 
and the awkwardness of his interruption. 

" I don't particularly want to remember it^" she said coldly. 
" What have you been doing with yourself, your face is quite 
red ? " If her smile was pretty her laugh was only malicious. 
" Your hair is all rough, as if the maids had been touzling it." 

He could not bear ridicule, and she had often been able to 
check scene or explanation in some such way as this. But 
for the moment his absorption in what he had to say over- 
mastered the sensitiveness and the incoherence that was part 
of him and of his love. He did lower his voice, but that 
was all the heed he paid to her remonstrance. She tried to 
get away from him, to pass into the room, but he held her 
arm. Over and over again her coldness had baffled and hurt 
him, but now he was aflame with reminiscence. He took no 
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heed of Cosmo, who, after all, was his friend, and knew some- 
thing of his unhappiness ; nor of the guests who were all 
about them. 

"Let's begin all over again. Fan. I don't care for you a 
bit less than I did this time last year when we were going off, 
and I was so mad about you. I know Fm bad tempered, but 
Fan ...» 

She would not listen to him, wanted to shake him off. 

" You looked so wonderful ! You're just as pretty as you 
were then, prettier if anything." 

" I wish you wouldn't make yourself so ridiculous." Her 
voice was low, too, but vibrant with annoyance. She divined 
a smile on Cosmo's inexpressive face, and the curiosity of the 
people about them. 

" Touch the glass with your lips, that's what you did then, 
and I drank it off." 

The easiest, the only way to rid herself of him seemed to be 
to do what he asked, but she could not do it graciously. She 
put her lips to the glass, making a wry face over it. But he 
did not release her arm as he gulped down the rest. 

"Here's luck to us both, and no more trouble. Let me 
have a kiss, no one is noticing. We're going to begin all 
over again." But this was too much, her pallor took on 
a flush, it came underneath the skin in patches, and was 
unbecoming. 

"Not if you make a fool of yourself now before everybody. 
Go away, go and fetch Mabel, it's time she came to cut the 
cake." There was neither tenderness nor responsiveness in 
her, nothing but physical repugnance and the fear lest she 
should be made to look ridiculous. 

"Don't snub me, for God's sake don't snub me 
again." 

" Leave go my arm, don't make a fool of yourself." 

" You'll give me another chance. Darling ! " 

" Everybody is looking at us." 

"No they're not, they're only thinking of themselves." 
She turned away from him, shrugging her shoulders. 
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" Don't be hard, Fan, you used not to be so hard upon me 
then," he urged. 

"Oh, wait until we get home." She flung him a half 
promise — anything to rid herself of the grasp on her arm, his 
hot breath and pleading eyes. And now people came between 
them : Mabel, preceded by her father and followed by Dennis, 
was leaving the drawing-room. 

" We must see her cut the cake," she said hastily. " Father 
is going to make a speech." 

There was no time for more. Already Amos had taken up 
his position at the buffet, Mabel was fumbling with the knife 
which the man from Juxton's had handed her ceremoniously. 

" Ladies and Gentlemen: — " 

The voice commanded attention, silencing Ted, who fell 
back as Fanny pressed forward. Th^re were cross-currents, 
some wanted to hear the speech and pushed their way to the 
front; some wanted to avoid it and tried to escape. In 
the confusion Fanny and Ted were safely separated, Cosmo 
instinctively helping the manoeuvres. Out of breath they 
leaned against the wall^ hearing, above the chink of the 
glasses and the buzz of the voices, Amos delivering himself 
to his guests : 

" Ladies and Gentlemen, I'm glad to see you all here . . '' 
He dwelt on the pleasures of hospitality, then had glasses 
primed, and came to the point of his discourse. "There's 
something I want to tell you, a coincidence that I think you'll 
agree with me is worth chronicling. You've not only been 
celebrating the wedding of my daughter, but the silver-wedding 
day of me and my business! Five-and-twenty years ago I 
began to see what it was you all of you wanted . ." 

Amos had been in a subordinate position at Messrs. Bonner 
& Lands' in those days. He was not at all ashamed of it. It 
was thea the great idea struck him that it was not only 
catering for entertainments people needed, they wanted to be 
relieved of the burden of servants and household cares. 

They had heard all this and much self-glorification at Ted's 
wedding, they had to listen to it again now. 
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" When I became a widower, it was Juxton's stepped in to 
take care of my house. It was Juxton's, too, that brought up 
both my children ! " 

Cosmo's eyes went from unattractive Mabel, slipping away 
to change into her travelling dress, to unhappy Ted, flushed 
and awkward; and he wondered at the pride in Amos's 
voice. Then his eyes met Fanny's, and they seemed to read 
each other's thoughts ; her smile was ready for him. 

Amos spoke for nearly twenty minutes. The wedding 
guests, eating and drinking, paid him a perfunctory but 
sufficient attention. Before Mabel came downstairs again 
Mr. Paighton had sought out Dennis, and his sisters were 
finding the opportunity for a tearful embrace. 
^"God bless you, my dear, dear boy." 

**We cannot bear to part with you, the Vicarage will not be 
home without you. But Mabel is so good." 

Mr. Paighton waited until his sisters had done. Then he 
too had his last word. 

" My boy, I hope this is for your happiness ? " 

There was wistfulness in his voice. He, too, had had no 
misgivings until to-day. Mabel was a little older than Dennis, 
but she had always been affectionate and gentle, punctual in 
her Church attendances. His sisters liked her. He had no 
grounds for the doubt that suddenly assailed him. He had 
always hoped for an early marriage for Dennis. 

The Vicar of St Chrysostom deemed himself a man of the 
world, he was conscious of tolerance, and wide sympathies. 
He knew there were temptations of the flesh, and had always 
prayed that Dennis might be saved from them. There was 
one whole summer in which he had been full of anxiety. 
Dennis had played a great deal of cricket, spending a week 
here, and a week there, with teams from his Club and others. 
Mr. Paighton had surmised, or heard, of loose talk, and 
become indefinitely uneasy. Not with the fear that Dennis 
had fallen, or would fall. Dennis remained pure in heart, or 
so the Vicar thought and hoped. But his ideals seemed to be 
getting a little blurred, and his speech freer. His mind appeared 
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attuned to adventure, and he spoke lightly about matters that 
merited different treatment. It occurred to the Vicar that 
when cricket teams arrived at country places, barmaids, 
chambermaids and shop girls took too active an interest in 
them. Dennis talked of moonlight meetings, and laughed a 
little at the difficulties there had been to keep the men together 
after play. 

When this marriage was suggested it seemed God's answer 
to prayers. 

" It will be for your happiness, I am sure." 

Dennis was sure of it, too, he said. 

Then Mabel came downstairs in a flutter of nervousness, 
or fear lest something had been forgotten, or some one 
neglected. There was a rustle of dresses in the crowded hall. 
Rice and slippers were thrown, and Amos's voice was heaird 
again : 

"Don't spare the rice, there's plenty of it in- the house, 
there's confetti too, or I'll know the reason why. Have 
at them . . ." 

Dennis was conscious of Ted's rough cordial handshake, 
and his, "Good luck to you, old fellow." 

Now Mabel was by his side in the brown travelling dress. 
He had a strange new sense of proprietorship in her. 

The motor was waiting for them. He handed Mabel in, 
then followed quickly. He was anxious to get away, glad it 
was all over, feeling unwontedly irritable, or impatient, and 
with a sense of unreality about him. 

The chauffeur sounded his horn, there was a last chorus of 
" Good-byes," a last shower of rice ratded against the back of 
the car. They were off. 
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" /^^H, I do believe IVe forgotten my handbag. Do stop 

V-^ him, Dennis, we must go back." 

" It's all right, here it is, IVe got it." 

" So you have, I was in such a fright. It gave me quite a 
turn. I didn't know what I should have done without it. 
Wasn't it foolish of me ? I wish you'd see if any of the rice has 
stuck in my dress. I wish there was a brush in this car. 
Some of the cars have nice little fittings, mirrors and brushes ; 
you've seen them, haven't you? Father took quite a lot of 
trouble about them." 

" You can shake yourself out when you get to the station ; 
it will be dusk by then, and no one will notice." 

" But the stations are all so brilliantly lit up, it would be 
so dreadful if people knew we were a newly married couple ! " 

It was on the tip of Dennis's tongue to ask why. He had 
a sort of idea he would like the people at the station to know 
he was a newly married man, to look at him, and see a 
difference. But Mabel was obviously nervous, and a little 
overwrought ; one could not expect logic from her under the 
circumstances. 

It seemed to Dennis already that there was a sense of 
flatness and sameness about the whole adventure, if indeed 
being married and going away on your honeymoon were an 
adventure at all, and not an ordinary, commonplace, every- 
day affair. Just at the moment it seemed less exciting than a 
cricket tour. Up to now a cricket tour had been the most 
exhilarating experience of Dennis's uneventful life. It was 
undertaken in company with such a lot of cheery young fellows, 

bent on enjoyment, full of spirits, eminently companionable. 

26 
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He almost caught himself wishing that this was the beginning 
of a cricket week, and not of a honeymoon. Remorsefully he 
took Mabel's hand in his : 

" It's going to be very jolly, isn't it ? " he said. 

"I do think everything went off well," Mabel answered. 

If it had gone off well, nevertheless the effect was something 
like that of a damp squib. 

"Did you like Fanny's dress? It came from Peter 
Robinson's, one of their newest Paris models. Father gave 
it to her, but he thought it dear, he hadn't meant it to cost 
so much. But of course it was very stylish. Oh dear, I do 
believe, after all, I forgot to say good-bye to Fanny! How 
vexing ! I must write to her directly we get to Bournemouth. 
Do try and remind me, Fanny is so sensitive." 

She had left her hand in his, she had even given it a gentle 
pressure. She had always thought Dennis Passiful such a 
nice young man. And he had been so kind and sympathetic 
when Roddy Ainsworth went to Australia. If Dennis, in the 
motor on the way to the station, was thinking of his cricket 
weeks, Mabel was not without her own little regretful 
remembrance of how Roddy Ainsworth had once talked to 
her of going "on tour" with a first class concert company. 
Mabel was not imaginative, but she had thought what it would 
be like to go on tour with Roddy, to continue to practise his 
singing with him, and play his accompaniments. As she 
thought of this she pressed Dennis's hand more warmly, 
and answered his " Isn't this jolly ? " with : 

"I'm sure it's very nice to be going away together 
like this. I've never been to Bournemouth before. People 
say it's much prettier than Eastbourne." Mabel meant to 
make Dennis a good wife. She was loyalty itself, and now 
that they were married she would have no interest but his. 
The retrospective glance at Roddy and the concert tour was 
over before it had begun. 

Arrived at the station there was luggage to be seen to, 
the chauffeur to be tipped, a porter to be found, a carriage 
secured. Mabel counted her trunk and her dressing-bag. 
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hat-box, and hold-all, several times, and she begged Dennis 
to make sure that it was the right train, and not on any 
account to lose sight of his portmanteau. She was very 
flustered, and, not content with Dennis's assurance, she 
interrogated a guard and was just about to repeat her 
enquiries to a pleasant faced young naval cadet, whom she 
mistook for a railway porter, when the whistle sounded. 
Then she scrambled into the nearest carriage, it was not the 
one Dennis had secured, but "anything is better than 
missing the train," she exclaimed excitedly. Dennis had to 
rush to recover his hand luggage. When he lifted the 
bag to the rail above her head, her nervousness increased, 
and she begged him to be more careful. She was so afraid 
it would topple on to her head. She had heard of such cases, 
she said. 

He had to find room for all the rugs and the wraps on the 
seats and on the floor, apologising to one amused fellow- 
traveller, who quickly realised the position. It took quite a 
long time before they settled down, opposite each other, in 
comer seats, and by then Margaret Lemon had noted that 
the bridegroom with the nervous bride was tall and attractive 
in his long travelling coat ; that his voice was well-bred and 
properly modulated. Of course they ought toj have had a 
carriage to themselves, but on the whole she was glad they 
had not. 

" Will you have the rug over your knees ? " Dennis asked 
Mabel. He meant to take good care of her. Roddy 
Ainsworth, who, before he had gone on the stage, had been 
a * lob * bowler, and rather a friend of his, had behaved like 
a cad to poor Mabel; her father had always been absorbed 
in business, and Ted taken up with Fanny. Mabel had 
never had a good time. Dennis's young solicitude was 
all for her physical comfort; all his intentions were 
admirable. 

"Yes, please, I should like the rug. I wish you could 
have got me a foot-warmer ; my feet do get so cold travelling. 
But it was such a rush to get away, wasn't it ? " 



Digitized by 



Google 



JOSEPH IN JEOPARDY 29 

Then she began again to discuss the wedding details ; he 
listened and responded, whilst their fellow-traveller from the 
opposite comer speculated curiously about them. The couple 
were so incongruous, so obviously newly married, and so 
incredibly ill-matched. Dennis would have attracted any 
woman's eye; his grace and his good looks were alike 
remarkable. Mabel had plaintive blue eyes, but the rest of 
her features were indistinctive. She managed to look dowdy 
in new clothes. She bought kid gloves because she had dis- 
covered that they wore better than su^de, and square-toed 
boots with flat heels because " they were so much more useful." 
That she suffered from cold feet was as obvious as that her 
curculation was generally defective. One would be apt to 
suspect her of chilblains. The interested observer in the 
corner felt sure about it. 

When they had talked about the wedding, the presents, 
and the guests for half an hour, and had begun to relapse 
into occasional silences, Margaret Lemon offered them 
illustrated papers. This was the first time Mabel was 
conscious that she and Dennis were not alone. She said 
hurriedly that "the carriage was so badly lighted it would 
be difficult to read," then to Dennis she added, that she 
thought she would " sleep a little." Mrs. Lemon opened one 
of the rejected papers, and Mabel settled herself for her nap. 

Dennis gazed into the night that was coming so quickly; 
it was as if darkness was pursuing the train. He heard the 
rushing noise, the shriek and throb of the engine, presently 
he lost himself in following them. The shriek and throb 
receded into the distance, touching his consciousness but 
dimly. Now he was back again with Mr. Paighton in the 
study, the earnest cadenced voice was going through the 
Marriage Service with him, explaining the Church's view of 
Marriage. First one, and then another phrase drifted back 
to him. But one came again and again, ^^ Forsaking all 
others^ 

He roused himself with a start, he did not want to sleep. 
What soft dark eyes the woman in the corner had ; she was 
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watching Mabel as she slept, watching her curiously. He 
too looked at Mabel How tired she looked, quite worn out. 
Now his eyes met the curious ones, and he found himself 
flushing. " Forsaking all others.^* 

"Do you know what time we get to Boscombe?" their 
fellow passenger asked him. She had determined to make 
him speak to her. Why not? His bride slept, it was too 
dark to read, and they had at least another hour and a half 
before them. Margaret Lemon, who by a strange coincidence 
was with Dennis and Mabel in these first moments of their 
honeymoon, was at this time only at the beginning of her 
career. But already humanity was her happy hunting ground, 
and in the city of Prague wherefrom she rode, convention 
erects no fences. 

" Do you know when we get to Boscombe ? " 

"I'm afraid I don't. In about another hour, I should 
think." 

"A very slow train, isn't it?" 

"Is it? It's always slow being in a train." Dennis spoke 
his thoughts aloud. He was quite ready to talk; it was 
absurd to be feeling bored, or unwontedly depressed. 

"You don't care for travelling? " 

"I haven't done much. Only cricket tours and that sort 
of thing." He was very ingenuous and flushed easily. That 
this was a distinctive journey he felt should be obvious to 
her. 

" Not so pleasantly accompanied," she said easily. 

" You guessed, then ? " 

" It wasn't very difficult." 

" My wife," he said the words, new words to him, and the 
surprise made him repeat them. " My wife is awfully tired. 
It went on so many hours, the reception, I mean ; you heard 
us talking about it ? " 

" Yes, I heard you talking about it. To-morrow I suppose 
I shall read about it in the papers. Next week your portraits 
will be in these," she pointed to the illustrated weeklies, of 
which already she had ofiered them the use. 
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"I say, you do travel with a pile of them, don't you?" 
She laughed at that 

" Many of my friends are writers, and I like to see what 
they have to say." 

'* It must be awfully jolly to be able to write." 

" Not so very," Margaret answered drily. " Like all other 
professions it has its drawbacks. Do you know any literary 
people ? " she asked him. She wanted to make him talk. 

" I don't know any lady writers. I know one fellow who 
writes, Cosmo Merritt, he was at our wedding. A great pal of 
my brother-in-law." 

" Cosmo ! So you know Cosmo ! Now you are not by 
any chance Ted Juxton. No, of course you're not, Ted has 
been married some time. You must be ..." 

"I am Dennis Passiful, Ted's brother-in-law. Do you 
know Ted, then ? " 

" No, only about him. But I am interested in you all, in 
Juxton's generally. Won't you come over and sit in this 
comer, opposite me ? Then we can talk without waking your 
wife. Now, tell me, how came you to marry so young? You 
look a mere boy. Cosmo is one of my best friends, he and 
Lord Loughborough. You know Lord Loughborough, I 
suppose, Cosmo's father ? They are such a clever family. I 
saw him just before I left town this afternoon." 

She did not blush, she ha4 lost the habit of it before she 
was two-and-twenty, and had passed the ordeal of the Divorce 
Court. "Lord Loughborough does not get on very well 
with his children. Cosmo wants understanding. One has to 
explain father and son to each other. They are both unusual 
in a different way. Don't you think so ? And now that Lady 
Diana is married, and his wife dying . . . Did you say you 
did know Lord Loughborough ? " 

"An unusually tall man, clean shaven, very bald, with a red 
face? He is interested in enamels, isn't he? I think I've 
seen him at Christie's." 

" Christie's 1 " She was surprised at that. " What took 
you there ? I can't connect cricketing with Christie's." 
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She liked to see his colour come and go, she liked his 
young ingenuousness. She was a woman of thirty, not 
beautiful, but eminently attractive, experienced in life, clever, 
rather unique in her class. She thought it would be easy to 
turn Dennis inside out, and afterwards she could discuss him 
with Cosmo, whom she really knew as intimately as she 
represented, better, perhaps, if the whole truth had been known. 
Cosmo had told her all about the Juxtons, for instance. In 
any case the lamps were so low it was impossible to read, and 
conversing with any casual stranger was better than not 
talking at all. 

Margaret Lemon, a lady of ill-defined, but well understood, 
position, had no use for conventionality, and no regard at all 
for what this fine young man would think of her for plunging 
into conversation with him. All her life was on unconven- 
tional lines. The situation appealed to her sense of humour, 
and perhaps to her other senses. As a conversationalist she 
had often dealt with a wedding journey. As a woman she 
had only been present at one before this, and then it was as a 
principal. But it was a good many years ago, and she liked 
reviving her emotions, analysing his. 

" Tell me why you go to Christie's ? " she repeated. 

"I go on business. I'm a picture dealer." 

" A picture dealer ! " she exclaimed. She thought that no 
one in the world ever looked the part less. " But what can 
a boy like you know about pictures ? " 

That nettled him a little. 

" I am supposed to be something of a judge," he said, a 
little offended. 

" What School ? Eighteenth Century English, of course." 

" What makes you say that ? " 

She laughed. 

"Never mind. But tell me more about yourself. How 
did it happen, how did it come about? Your wedding, I 
mean ; you are so young and so . . ." but she did not finish 
this sentence. "You need not mind talking to me, I have 
an incurable interest in humanity ; it is my only hobby." 
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She tried to draw him out about his marriage, but drew 
comparatively blank. Yet he, too, preferred to talk than to 
do nothing. He was not a good traveller, sitting still in a 
cramped space made him want to get up and kick. But with 
Dennis Passiful, talking was only surface work; he had not 
Margaret Lemon's communicativeness. His armoury against 
her inquisitiveness, a personal trait that she excused on 
literary grounds, was the armoury the Celt has always against 
the Semite. Margaret Lemon's Semiticism showed in her soft 
curious eyes, her dark untidy hair and familiar manner. There 
were a score of things she wanted to know, now that she had 
succeeded in identifying Dennis PassifuL Cosmo had told her 
much about the Juxtons, about Amos the ineffable, the 
wonderful ; about young Ted whom he had tried to coach at 
Cambridge, but who had proved uncoachable ; and about the 
great inheritance that would one day be his. 

She had no interest at all in the Indian cricketers, an 
alternative topic Dennis offered her, and she really could not 
condescend to talk about pictures to him. She had an 
instinct he would admire Lawrence. If he would not fill in 
for her the sketch Cosmo had given of the Juxtons, then she 
wanted to know how he felt about his marriage. Margaret 
Lemon's indecorousness went right through her, like a stain ; 
her life, her speech, the direction of her thoughts all showed 
it. But her indecorousness was concealed by what her men 
friends called her " charm " ; in the same way as her untidy 
hair, and careless dress covered a personal fastidiousness that 
was expressed in her slender well kept hands. Dennis noticed 
the left one was ungloved, and that on the forefinger there 
was a fine old ring of emerald and Brazilian diamonds, but 
there was no wedding ring. 

Dennis's simplicity, or obtuseness, baffled her curiosity. He 
may have had emotions, but she got no clue to them. She 
therefore told him a great deal about herself, mostly ficti- 
tious, and he found her quite interesting. He had never 
met any one like her, women of the Margaret Lemon type 
are not to be found in Hampstead Vicarages. But at the 
3 
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end of the journey she knew little more about him than she 
had at the beginning. He had been married that morning, 
and was now on his honeymoon journey, he dealt in pictures, 
more recently in other works of art. He played cricket in his 
leisure hours. He modestly left out the important item that 
he was a County player. Perhaps he concluded she must 
know it. He had a deep-rooted idea that the composition of 
county teams was a thing all people knew. His baffling 
candour forced her to her lures. Presently she started talking 
of sex problems. He had heard the phrase from Fanny, but 
was vague about its meanings. From that she drifted easily 
to marriage, and its limitations. If he had irritated her by 
his reticence, she succeeded in making him uncomfortable 
by her want of it. 

It was a mere incident, the meeting of these two, but one 
not to be without sequel 

" It seems rather a pity you have rushed so prematurely 
into marriage," was one of the things she said to him. " A 
few misogynists with a talent for friendship have made a 
success of it. But only when they have been united to 
women without temperament. For the rest it is only im- 
prisonment ; a life sentence. Iron barred doors, battlemented 
towers, but damp and circumscribed by the historic moat ; at 
the best a tangled garden, walled in, broken glass along the 
top of the wall. Yet one gets out sometimes." There was a 
smile in her dark eyes, as if of the memory of escapades. 
"But not without hurt, never without hurt," she added, 
genuinely. 

"Imprisonment," he repeated uncomfortably, perhaps a 
little stupidly; it was such an unaccountable thing for her 
to say. 

" What else ? " she went on, coolly, interested in the effect 
she was producing. " At the best a married man is a prisoner 
of honour, on parole as it were. I suppose, though, it never 
struck you this way. You will live in the same house, or 
flat, with your fellow prisoner, the servants as warders, 
watchful, and occasionally insolent; tied down to specific 
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times for meals, the same meals, for I suppose you'll feed from 
Juxton's ? " she laughed a little maliciously. " Skilly 1 hot and 
hot," she quoted. 

"But you, everybody, is tied in the same way; living 
in one place, having one's meals regularly , . ." It was 
absurd that her words should make him uncomfortable, there 
was no sense in them. 

"No, no, no. The whole world is for the unattached, 
the free, the wanderers." 

He was, of course, no match for her in argument, and 
an element of impishness, half humour, and half mere mis- 
chievousness made her go on to .draw a picture in luminous 
outline, not clear, but attractive, of what an unmarried man 
might do. Her talk had a certain stimulative quality, yet he 
hardly enjoyed it, and now and again he glanced uncom- 
fortably at Mabel, hoping she would not wake up. But she 
slept, and Margaret talked, until the train slowed down at 
Parkstone. 

"But of course marriage does not appear to you at the 
moment as it does to me. You are in love, and the prison 
door turns on oiled hinges." 

Was he in love ? That was not at all the way he would 
have described his feeling for Mabel. But he gave her no 
satisfaction of exclamation or contradiction, and now the train 
was already in the station. 

"Well, anyway, weVe had a nice talk. And your wife 
is just waking up. We shall meet again one day, I have no 
doubt, and then you will tell me what you think of my analogy." 

Mrs. Lemon was very nice to Mabel when she woke, 
offering smelling salts and Eau de Cologne, for Mabel 
admitted a headache. But Mabel was much less responsive 
than Dennis. Mabel was rather afraid of "picking up 
acquaintances in railway carriages." Margaret saw the 
unformulated phrase in her expression when she politely 
rejected the smelling salts and me scent. Recognising it, 
she explained about Cosmo Merritt, and her friendship with 
his father all over again. But Mabel had no interest in 
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Cosmo, she rather distrusted him in a mild way, looking 
upon Ted's failure to pass his "Little go" as having been 
due to some carelessness or failure of duty on Mr. Merritt's 
part. Mrs. Lemon could not admit herself snubbed by the 
insignificant bride in the ill-made brown clothes, but she 
certainly could not imagine herself encouraged. 

"You were rather short with her, weren't you?" Dennis 
asked Mabel, after they had collected their belongings and 
were in the fly on the way to the hotel. ** She seemed rather 
a nice woman, no side on." 

" Oh dear, I hope I wasn't rude ! But I am so afraid ot 
promiscuous acquaintances; you never know to what it 
leads." 

" It couldn't lead to anything we didn't want." 

" You never know." 

They drove almost in silence to the hotel. Dennis had 
hardly begun to think, it was almost the only exercise at 
which he had never tried his hand. Tennis, racquets, golf, 
football, had all at one time or another engrossed him, but 
thinking was not in his line. 

Yet uncomfortably often in the week that followed 
Margaret Lemon's words recurred to him, that Marriage 
was imprisonment, that the wedding service was his parole 
(Thonneur, 

Mabel was awfully good ; he was always repeating that to 
himself. She said she was going to share all his pursuits. 
Hitherto she had not been greatly concerned with athletics ; 
but now she listened to his cricket talk, and often said how 
interesting it all was. She went with him to the Municipal 
Golf Course, where he began to give her lessons. But here 
she proved herself hopelessly, pathetically awkward; her 
imaccustomed hands fumbled, and never by any chance 
accomplished that for which she strove; when she tried to 
drive she tore up the ground far oftener than she hit the ball, 
and her putting, after the most patient tuition, was a tragedy 
of impotence. 

" Oh dear, if it hasn't gone right off the green ! I'm afraid 
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I must have hit it too hard. Isn't it an unusually small hole ? 
I don't seem to remember the last was so difficult" But the 
next, and the one after, elicited almost the same remarks. 
Mabel's vocabulary was limited. "Fancy that," and "dear 
me," were large ingredients in her conversation. 

Croquet and tennis fared no better than golf. Mabel was 
simply powerless and paralysed before a ball of any size or 
shape or colour. There was no doubt at all about it; she 
tried very hard, and very conscientiously to profit by the 
teaching she received, but in the end both she and Dennis 
had to admit that she had no aptitude for games. She was 
a good walker in a fiat-footed determined way, but then Dennis 
hated walking ; he needed an objective for his exercise. She 
urged him to find some one in the hotel with whom to play, 
she was really quite unselfish, and anxious he should enjoy his 
holiday. He did have a round of golf one day with a scratch 
player who was short of a partner, but his efforts to teach 
Mabel had put him off his game, and he was disgusted with 
the poor figure he cut He couldn't "hit a ball" he told 
Mabel on his return, and she replied : 

" Oh dear, I'm so sorry ! I thought it was quite easy to hit 
them if you don't mind where they go." 

She was very nice about it, nevertheless, and urged him to 
try again. But he had no heart for it He said he did not 
like leaving her alone. She thought that very kind ; so like 
him. 

Before the fortnight was up they had nothing left to say to 
each other. He knew everything she would say before the 
words came out. It was impossible to find fault with her, she 
was so obviously intent on filling her new r61e of wifedom 
satisfactorily. She even deferred to his opinion although he 
was younger than herself. They were not intimate enough 
to quarrel, and the sense of duty that governed both of them 
was an ever-present factor in their relations. She would not 
have married at all if she had not felt she would make a good 
and dutiful wife ; she had prayed about it, and both Ursula 
and Agatha had talked a great deal to her about Dennis. 
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She felt that she knew all his ways. In looking forward 
to her marriage half the pleasure of it had been that she 
would really have house-wifely rather than wifely things to 
do. Juxton*s had been the bane of her girlhood, keeping her 
from her privileges. Now she counted his clothes when she 
sent them to the wash, and looked through them scrupulously 
on their return, searching for holes in the socks and for buttons 
off the underwear. The old ladies at the Vicarage had pre- 
sumably done these things for him too, but he had never heard 
anything about them. He was surprised at the prominence 
they assumed. 

Mabel began in the morning at breakfast to wonder if the 
washerwoman would call ; her conversation trickled on about 
the number and variety of articles he was sending until the 
chambermaid announced the advent of the laundry cart. If 
Dennis had to run up to his bedroom for anything he found 
the clothes strewn all over the bedroom floor. He hated that, 
somehow. When they were once discarded he did not want 
to see his underclothes again, until, clean and folded, he found 
them in his drawer. It was to that he had been used. Now 
his soiled linen seemed to permeate his days. She was 
awkward and unaccustomed in her new duties, but happy 
and very conscientious over them. 

"Dennis, do you remember if you have had five clean 
shirts since Saturday? I've counted them over three times, 
but I can't make them any less. And did I tell you those new 
socks of yours are going into holes so fast ? I do wish I could 
get better darning thread here, but the shops are really very 
poor. They've torn quite a hole out of one of your pyjamas 
at the laundry. I believe it is a steam laundry, although they 
assured me it was all done by hand. And oh, Dennis, I do 
wish you'd come upstairs with me after breakfast, I believe 
they've sent you some one else's vest, or else it must have 
shrunk, it looks so much smaller than the others and it has a 
different name sewn in it. But that may be only a trick . . ." 

One night, it was shortly before they were returning to town, 
and he was restless with the anticipation of it, he had a very 
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vivid dream. He was not used to dreaming, and the experience 
was as unpleasant as it was new. 

He dreamed that the bed upon which he was lying was hard, 
and too short for his feet ; he was cold, and for covering there 
was nothing but a thin, rough blanket, in which in his sleep he 
was trying vainly to enwrap himself. Now he was gazing at 
the light, it came dimly from one small window, high up in 
the wall, closed. No air came through it, and there was no 
air in the cell. The walls were whitewashed, and the floor 
stone-paved. The cold and the airlessness, a sudden access 
of fear, made him try to rise, but something held him where 
he lay. His breath came painfully, with difficulty, and he 
heard the sound of his own heart beating. He was chained, 
fettered, he heard the clank of iron, felt it on his cold feet : 
the clammy sweat broke out on his forehead. For he was not 
alone in his cell, some wretch, some malefactor, imprisoned 
with him, was breathing loud and coarsely by his side; he 
heard it distinctly, heard nothing so plainly. The knowledge 
that in his degradation he was not alone was worse than the 
cold, and the fetid air, and the fetters. There they lay, side 
by side, their flesh almost touching. And his crept as he tried 
to release himself, to get clear of this presence that made 
more fetid the air, and for which he had so unutterable a 
loathing. He made another frantic effort to rise, but there 
was a dreadful sense of suffocation upon him, and the frantic 
struggle left him where he was. Perhaps he lost consciousness 
for a minute, but was ever conscious of the wretched hopeless- 
ness of his condition. Now there was some one else at the 
door of the cell, staring at him through the grating, and the 
humiliation of it was unspeakable. He heard the uplifted 
bars, the clanking of heavy keys, the grating as one turned in 
the lock. 

"Oh dear, I'm afraid I've overslept myself! There's the 
chambermaid at the door with the hot water. I told her to 
call us at eight. All the clothes are on the floor — I feel quite 
chilly ..." 

Dennis was glad to be awake. This dream had been so 
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vivid that he carried the sense of it about with him all day ; 
there was Uttle to distract his mind from it 

That day Mabel was full of lamentation over a lost sock. 
The third time she spoke of it an acute and imreasoning access 
of irritabihty made him exclaim, "What the devil does it 
matter?" But he was almost immediately sorry, for, after all, 
there was really nothing else to occupy either of them. 

"It is so tiresome . . ." 

Tiresome was one of Mabel's favourite words, and already 
it seemed to exemplify her. By the time the lost sock 
tragedy had been forgotten, the end of the honeymoon was 
in sight, and " packing " became the next subject to assume 
unnatural proportions. First he was told that he was not to 
bother at all about putting his things together; she would 
pack for him. Then it appeared that she had spent the 
whole morning "going over" her own clothes, and had no 
time to see to his, but would do it in the afternoon. He went 
out for a walk while she rested from her exertions. At tea 
time, in the hall of the hotel, he heard about it again, and 
that the feat of putting three or four suits and some under- 
wear into a portmanteau had not yet been accomplished, 
but he "wasn't to worry." In the end, everything, having 
been talked over about half a dozen times, was actually done 
at least twice. Mabel had forgotten to leave out his or her 
own sleeping things, and, of course, they were at the bottom 
of the boxes, the contents of which had to be tumbled out 
on to the floor before they went to bed. This, too, she 
found very "tiresome," but secretly enjoyed it, and the 
consequence it gave her. 

They had arranged to spend their last day in Christchurch. 
During the drive they were silent, Mabel full of her un- 
accustomed duties, and Dennis unwontedly depressed. Mabel 
attributed Dennis's depression to the fact that the end of 
their holiday was so near ; and she said once, sympathetically, 
that she wished she were able to help him in his business. 
But once in the Priory he began to recover his spirits. The 
grace and spaciousness, the wonderful groins and hatchet 
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work, held and uplifted him, the screen filled his eyes, and 
for the moment the haunting dream of cell and whitewashed 
walls faded into dimness and unreality. 

But Mabel knew as little of hatchet work as she did of 
golf, and all her exclamations were at the cleanliness of the 
place. 

"Fancy keeping as white as this all these years!" The 
Flaxman group interested her chiefly because of the clothes. 

" What funny shaped trousers ! I suppose they are what 
were called pantaloons." 

Quite soon she found the Priory chilly, and thought that 
it was time for them to be going; they might get a cup of 
tea somewhere, at a confectioner's, or at the station before 
the train started. During tea the inevitable wash figured 
again, and she confided to him that they were, after all, 
returning to London without a certain article of her wardrobe 
the nature of which she was too modest to mention. 

In after years Dennis's memory of Christchurch Priory, and 
of all his honeymoon, had the washerwoman in the foreground 
of the picture with Mabel only as her mouthpiece. 
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MABEL, saying apologetically, that sight seeing was so 
very tiring, slept in the train going home, as she had 
slept in the train cx)ming down. But this time there was no 
Margaret Lemon to talk to Dennis, and he had only his 
thoughts for company. They took him backwards. Already 
when he had stood in the Priory before the monument to 
Shelley, the far finer one he had seen at Oxford came back 
to him, and memories revived of all that followed his visit 
there. Now, in the train going home from his honeymoon, 
he went over it all again. 

He had gone up to Oxford with Mr. Paighton and two or 
three young Harrovians. They had anxiety about their 
examination; but he had none, and indeed there was no 
cause. It was at the hotel the evening after the examination 
that the blow fell which shattered his hopes^ and altered all his 
life. Again he saw the dingy sitting-room at the Bull, and 
himself, rushing in, * cocky ' and confident, full of the questions, 
and the little difficulty they had caused him, expectant of his 
adopted father's praise. Mr. Paighton had been standing by 
the mantelpiece, and had listened to him with tender interest, 
and an encouraging smile. Then came a short pause, a little 
cough. Dennis had been impatient already of something 
hesitant in the manner with which his news was met; he 
knew he had done well. 

"My dear boy, there is no doubt you have got through, 
and well through. And now there is something I think you 
ought to know. ." 

He had been the son of the Vicarage, he knew he was the 
adopted son, further than that his thoughts had not wandered. 
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He had taken everything for granted. Now he heard he was 
a beneficiary of the whole parish. 

How his young pride had sickened at hearing that he had 
been educated and brought up by charity! The collection 
that had been made for him, and of which Mr. Paighton 
spoke so calmly, seemed an unspeakable degradation. He 
knew at once that not one shilling more of the money must 
be spent. He would not go to College. Charity ! The 
Collection! Even now, in the rumbling train, with Mabel 
opposite and his future assured, his cheeks grew hot at the 
memory of his emotions on that day. 

Mr. Paighton had at first been surprised, shocked, disap- 
pointed at the way he took the news. It was Dennis's pride 
that had become inflamed, and surely pride was a sinful 
thing. 

Dennis could not argue, but he knew that nothing would 
induce him to reconsider his first quick decision. Oxford 
and its dignity were not for him. If he had known earlier he 
might have tried for a Scholarship. But he was not going 
to live on charity any longer. When the clergyman realised 
the mental attitude he prayed both for and with the boy. To 
Dennis, then, all his triumphs in School and on the cricket 
field seemed but fresh humiliations. He had been entitled 
to none of the things he had taken as a right Now he 
wanted to get out of Oxford quickly ; he had meant to be so 
happy there. 

Amos Juxton and Abe Abinger had been joint Trustees 
with Mr. Paighton of the Fund. Neither of them were 
college men. Mr. Paighton called them into consultation 
when he found himself powerless to persuade Dennis that it 
was his duty to take full advantage of his opportunities, and 
to spend his three years at Oxford; but naturally, perhaps, 
they neither of them saw eye to eye with him in his first 
distress. They thought that Dennis's decision showed the 
right spirit. That they should even think so was a fresh shock 
to Mr. Paighton, but one that brought him presently to see 
that the very sin for which he was rebuking the boy was one 
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he himself was committing. He had been proud of his adopted 
son, of Dennis's Harrow successes, of his cricket, the dawning 
scholarship, his awakening intelligence and promise. He 
wanted to see him cut a figure in his own old College; 
dreaming perhaps of undergraduate days revived, saunterings 
in quadrangle arm in arm with his son and pupil. He, too, 
had to bear the pang of renunciation. Now it seemed that 
it had been his own self-glorification that he was seeking. 
He had thought to mould Dennis's mind, but it was not akin 
to his, it was more independent. The Reverend Stewart 
Paighton thought charity beautiful, and successful begging 
but a leaf in his chaplet Yet because his lowliness of spirit 
came from prayer and was not wholly natural to him, the little 
soreness and strain between him and his adopted son was 
only a question of days. Then he began to understand and 
sympathise. 

Amos offered a seat in the counting house at Juxton's, 
and a commencing salary of twenty-five shillings a week. 
Amos admitted it was a very handsome amount, but he said 
he had no doubt Dennis would soon be worth it. As for 
the fifty pounds he had given all those years ago, he never 
had wanted nor expected them back. But if Dennis thought 
he ought to repay the debt, he, Amos Juxton, could not say 
that he disagreed with him. It would have stuck in his gizzard 
to know he had been brought up by charity, and for his part 
he never had held with keeping it from the boy. Abe 
Abinger, shrewder in some ways thsfti the great Amos, and 
recognising suffering when he saw it, as he did now, in the 
boy's strained eyes and pale face, had less to say, although 
perhaps it was more to the point. 

" Nobody expects their money back, it was a free gift, not a 
loan. But it is easy to understand that you want to repay 
it. In any case the question of the University can surely 
wait a year or two, there is no hurry about it. Keep an open 
mind. It has all come too suddenly, too much as a shock. 
Don't do anything hastily. Come and see me and talk things 
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Mr. Abinger had to hurry away then; he usually had an 
important appointment when Amos Juxton was about 

Dennis sought Mr. Abinger the very next day. He was 
still feeling miserable and humiliated, and very uncertain of 
his plans. To go as clerk to Juxton's was horrible; yet he 
had not wavered in his desire to earn money, to make him- 
self independent. Mr. Abinger had headed the subscription 
list with a hundred poimds, and Dennis wanted to tell him 
that he looked upon him as his first and largest creditor. 
Mr. Abinger might advise him, help him to make money. . . . 

But Mr. Abinger would not let him stammer out any of the 
things he had come to say. He offered the boy a whisky and 
soda, and a cigar, and said he was very glad to see him ; it 
was "good of him to look him up." Dennis was not yet 
nineteen, and it soothed him a little to be treated as a man. 
The whisky and soda certainly did him good. Presently he 
found that his attention was being directed to the pictures on 
the walls ; Mr. Abinger had a well known collection. Dennis 
was asked his opinion of this or the other. The pictures, the 
room full of rare and beautiful things, Mr. Abinger's absorption 
in them, and the way he took it for granted that the boy had 
the same tastes, all had their effect. It was only when the 
visit had lasted over an hour that his host said : 

" Your father was an artist, and if he had lived long enough 
would have made a great name. Those few months he was 
here I bought all the work he did. It was chiefly sketches 
of the Heath, and I could have sold them over and over again. 
But I kept them for you, in case when you grew up you cared 
for such things. Now do you care for such things, that's the 
question ? Have you an eye or only a stomach ? If you have 
the first, come to me in Bond Street, otherwise, take Juxton's 
offer." 

It seemed to Dennis that he had always loved beautiful 
things, and when the portfolio of his father*s sketches was put 
into his hand by Abe Abinger the sting of his dependence 
was all at once assuaged. Here was an inheritance of which 
he might well be proud. His father's pictures saved his self- 
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esteem, gave him a place in the world. Abe and he understood 
one another quite quickly, although one was sixty, and the 
other a youngster. 

Dennis refused Amos Juxton*s offer. He heard that Amos 
thought it very foolish of him, and said that he would have 
pushed him on, and that he might have been Manager of a 
Depot by the time he was thirty. Dennis went instead to 
the Gallery in Bond Street, where he very soon justified him- 
self. He had an eye, taste, above all, industry, a real desire 
to be of use to his employer, and worthy of the large salary 
and commission that Abe gave him long before he could 
possibly have been worth it. 

No University could have done more for the slow growing 
mind of the big schoolboy than the old Jew with his know- 
ledge of the arts of all ages, his love of literature, and wide 
culture. Because Dennis was an instinctive athlete, with a 
strong body and a keen eye, he would have spent his days at 
Oxford earning * blues' and playing games. In the Gallery 
in Bond Street he received his education, his character 
imperceptibly developing with his intelligence. 

Within three or four years of his leaving Harrow all the 
subscriptions had been repaid, and Dennis found himself 
happier than had seemed possible when he heard the story of 
his childhood. If, nevertheless, he sometimes regretted Oxford, 
it was chiefly because of the Varsity matches. When, how- 
ever, he had been invited to play for Middlesex, and Mr. 
Abinger had made everything easy for him by arranging that 
his work throughout the summer should be done in the days 
when the County made no call upon him, in the early mornings, 
or late evenings; when, too, "The Grasshoppers" showed 
their appreciation of his prowess by making him a member, 
he became, externally at least, very like other young men, 
forgetting what had seemed to set him apart. 

Both Mr. Abinger and Mr. Paighton were content with 
him. It was the time when Mr. Paighton was beginning to 
be absorbed with his own private doubts and troubles. They 
loomed so large, they seemed so great, that they left no room 
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for minor matters. Even Dennis became a minor matter 
when Mr. Paighton's offices weighed upon him, and his soul 
was torn with doubt. 

Dennis might have suffered from this withdrawal of interest, 
if his character had not already been formed. As a boy he had 
been a good, clean, straight-forward lad, a credit to his school, 
invaluable in his house, sincere, if silent, in his faith. As a 
young man he altered very little. He was quite ungrateful for 
any favours shown him by the ladies. Mr. Paighton had been 
wrong in thinking him moved at all by the temptation to 
which his undeniable good looks exposed him. He had a 
high standard of feminine conduct, and the old ladies at the 
Vicarage were the exemplification of it. The sirens who lured 
his fellow cricketers from the simple life were the antitheses 
of Ursula and Agatha. And one or two unforgettable in- 
cidents that had followed the irregularities of his friends had 
inspired him with something not unlike fear, confirming in 
him an asceticism that was not entirely priggish, nor yet 
perhaps quite temperamental, but the result of training, and 
perhaps of instinct. He was so much younger than his years. 
He was very much occupied, too, having the leeways of his 
education to make up. Abe may be said to have literally 
taught him to read. The summer may have been given up to 
cricket, but the winter saw him studying history under Abe's 
guidance, learning the inseparability of the arts from progress, 
and of one art from another, acquiring culture insensibly, 
expanding his mind. 

Abe might have helped him to a quicker knowledge of the 
world, the knowledge that was destined to come to him later. 
But before the time had come for warning, Abe had been 
stricken past speech. He dropped down dead in the street 
one day, suddenly, without an hour's illness. It seemed, 
however, that he had not been in ignorance of his danger; 
the inquest established that he had had valvular disease for 
years. All his affairs were in order, his will but recently made. 
He left Dennis the freehold of the Gallery, and the good-will 
of the business, his stock-.m-trade. The rest went to charity ; 
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it came out that he had no near relations, no one dependent 
on him. He had always taken an interest in the boy ; there 
was no one to complain because he had made him his heir. 

Death is appalling in so sudden a form, and Dennis was 
greatly shaken by Abe's death. His responsibilities weighed 
on him, too, and fear lest he should be unfit to bear them. 
Already customers were shaking their heads over his youth 
and inexperience, advising him to put up the stock to auction, 
and let the Gallery. Abe had had a great reputation in the 
art world. Dennis's was still in the making. Mr. Paighton, 
he could see, agreed with the old customers. 

But Mr. Paighton had altered much since Dennis had 
declined Oxford and justified himself in so doing. Imper- 
ceptibly Dennis had grown more intimate with his employer, 
had drifted a little apart from his adopted father. Whatever 
absorbed Mr. Paighton through the time of spiritual crisis he 
was passing, was as yet hidden from his family. The effect 
was to set him apart from them. 

There was a cloud over the Vicarage, and nothing 
but gloom in the Gallery. Dennis, imcertain of the future, 
and self-distrustful, found Amos Juxton unexpectedly sym- 
pathetic Amos, when he heard the contents of Abe 
Abinger's will, thought yoimg Passiful had done very well for 
himself, very well indeed. And he let him see that he thought 
so, which, as Dennis hardly understood the source of the 
congratulations, proved helpful, almost exhilarating. 

" I couldn't have done as well for you as you have done for 
yourself," was a handsome and ungrudging admission that 
Dennis had been well advised in going to Bond Street instead 
of to Juxton's. In some curious way Amos, nevertheless, 
took a full share of the credit of Dennis's good fortune. He 
was proud of the boy, and took to reading the cricket reports 
with an ignorant appreciation of his prowess. Amos asked 
Ted why he did not play cricket, and lost no opportunity to 
point out that it had not interfered with Dennis's " chances." 
Dennis had the run of Fitzjohn's Hall, and, in a way, he 
and Ted were friends. It was after the abortive attempt to 
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pass his "Little go." Ted was established at Juxton's now, 
hating it, but there seemed nothing else for which he was 
better fitted. Amos, encouraging Dennis to pull himself 
together, to take advantage of his opportunities, used him as 
a stalking horse for attacks on Ted. Ted had no business 
aptitude, loafed, was imsatisfactory in every respect ; in truth 
it was wayward Fanny that absorbed him, although that only 
transpired later. Amos made light of the difficulties before 
Dennis when the Gallery and the business became his. 

" Before I was your age, my boy . . ." prefaced many an 
anecdote of successful trading. Dennis was encouraged to 
come often to Fitzjohn's Hall, perhaps as an example to Ted, 
perhaps with some view to what followed. There the billiard 
table, and Ted, and Amos's interest in his aflfairs, helped him 
gradually to forget his troubles. Mabel, too, was kind, and 
always told him she was sure he would get on all right. He 
did not quite know how his engagement came about, never- 
theless. It was after Ted had had permission to pursue his 
wooing openly, when Amos had arrived at the conclusion 
that nothing but matrimony could cure him of his infatuation, 
when he had seen his proposed daughter-in-law, and been 
duly captivated by her smiles. It was the capture of Ted's 
father in those pre-matrimonial days that had set the coping 
stone on Fanny's vanity. 

Dennis thought, indeed everybody thought, that Mabel was 
going to marry Roddy Ainsworth. The engagement had 
never been announced, and it was understood Amos was in 
ignorance of the affair. For Roddy was in no position to 
marry. He was the son of the local dentist, and next door 
neighbour to the Juxtons before Amos made a fortune, and 
moved into the big house. He and Mr. Ainsworth had been 
widowed almost at the same time. Their children had been 
brought up together. Roddy had tried his hand at one 
occupation and then another, sticking to nothing long. His 
father too, like Ted's, was almost in despair of his ever becom- 
ing self-supporting. It was Mabel who found out that Roddy 
had a voice, who gave him his first encouragement to cultivate 
4 
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it, who was never tired of playing his accompaniments and 
practising with him. 

To sing for a living seemed an easy way out of his diffi- 
culties in finding a career. There was some question of Grand 
Opera, but the Concert platform was more easily attainable. 
Mabel thought Roddy was capable of Oratorio. The blow 
came when that eminent impresario, Jabez Fowler, had been 
induced to give him a hearing. Mr. Jabez Fowler not only 
gave him a hearing, but offered him an " engagement." Not 
in Oratorio, nor on a Concert platform, but in Musical 
Comedy. Mr. Fowler was not as well known then as he has 
since become. But he had just secured the Colonial rights of 
"The Rickshaw." Everybody thought it was quite a fine 
chance for young Ainsworth. He would get stage experience, 
and his voice would strengthen. Whatever the argument Roddy 
easily succumbed to it. He was in such haste to be oflf that 
he only just remembered to say good-bye to Mabel ; certainly 
he had no serious thought about his attentions to her. Quite 
the contrary. He talked of being away for some years, of all 
he should see and do. He did not even ask Mabel to write 
to him. When she suggested it, as one who clings to a spar 
in shipwreck, he cast her back into the waves of desolation by 
saying he did not suppose he should have a fixed address. 
It is not given to a young and selfish man with the artistic 
temperament to realise how he can fill a plain girl's dreams, 
and Mabel was cruelly conscious now that they had little 
foundation. 

It was the arrangements for Ted's marriage that brought 
things to a head. She was so miserable, she would be so 
lonely. . . And Dennis, too, was lonely. They used to talk 
of art together, much that Abe Abinger had taught him he 
transferred to Mabel, never knowing how little she could 
understand it. Whilst Ted was courting Fanny, he and 
Mabel would sit together in the long winter evenings. He 
would talk of Blake, and she respond with Beethoven. 
Neither quite understood the language the other was talking, 
but it was better than sitting alone. If it had been summer 
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it would never have come about, for Dennis would have been 
playing cricket. But there was nothing to do ; it got dark so 
early that there was no time for golf : and he could not take 
days off, as he used, now that there was no one but himself in 
Bond Street. Perhaps he overrated his loneliness, and his 
responsibilities ; but then Mabel was very sympathetic, and he 
had no one else upon whom to pour his confidences. Neither 
had she. She did not put into words why she was so un- 
happy. It could not be only Ted's marriage, for Ted had 
long been absorbed in Fanny. Roddy went away before 
Ted's marriage. 

Dennis, knowing very little about it, made up his mind that 
Roddy must have behaved like a cad. He formed his con- 
clusions on Mabel's reddened eyelids and dejected air. A 
word he tried to say had for response a hurried embarrassed 
answer that " it was all a mistake ; there had been no reason 
to suppose . . ." And then a rush of tears had made him 
feel he had been a brute. It also inspired him with a desire 
to make amends for his brutality, to comfort her; she was 
such a gentle creature, it was cruel to have hurt her. Roddy 
was a member of "The Grasshoppers," and that seemed to 
make it worse, to make it more directly Dennis's concern. 
He had no more thought of Amos's millions, or Mabel's dot, 
than a gentleman has of gate money when he goes out as a 
twelfth man to field in an emergency. Roddy had * chucked ' ; 
and he, Dennis, was on the ground. That represented his 
mental attitude. It was Amos who took prompt possession of 
the situation when he found Dennis drying Mabel's tears, 
mumbling out some incoherent words of comfort, and about 
there being " other fellows." Amos thought women ought to 
marry, and that his single daughter was a reproach to his 
domestic management, and to Juxton's. 

" So that's how it is . . . well, well ! " and a general expres- 
sion of satisfaction put the young people in a position from 
which it was difficult to extricate themselves without " giving 
Roddy away " ; which was of course an impossibility. And 
after all, as he told himself, he and Mabel were both so jolly 
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miserable that they couldn't be worse off together. He liked 
Mabel better than any of the girls he knew, and far better than 
those who had thrust their attentions upon him. It must be 
remembered his social circle was Hampstead and not Mayfair. 
He did not like forward girls nor fast, not even athletic ones 
who pushed themselves where they were not wanted. 

Mabel did a great deal of Church work, and the Miss 
Paightons were very fond of her. They were astonished to 
hear that she and Dennis cared for each other, but they were 
wonderfully ready to believe it. They were old maids, and 
loved a romance, the prospect of a wedding agitated them 
delightfully. Every one was astonished, but under the impetus 
of Amos*s direct methods, Juxton's had the situation in hand 
in a trice, had sent out the announcements, and submitted 
a plan for the wedding almost before Dennis realised to what 
his comforting of Mabel, and condemnation of Roddy, had 
committed him. 

Nevertheless, he had little misgiving until his wedding day. 
Mabel needed some one to take care of her, Ainsworth had 
behaved badly to her, she had always been awfully nice to 
him. . . 

And he admitted to himself now that he had liked the idea 
of being a married man, of having a home of his own. The 
shock of Abe's death had stricken him beyond his cognizance. 
The alteration in Mr. Paighton's manner was something not 
to be put into words, its very mystery added apprehension to 
its chill. He seemed to have retreated into himself, to have 
become inaccessible, as one apart from humanity. 

The announcement of the engagement had restored Mr. 
Paighton to something of the old manner, the old cordiality. 
He had expressed satisfaction both about it and the fact that 
Dennis would have a life companion. 

" I shall officiate at your wedding ; after that . . ." 

He had not said what he would do after that, but his 
expression had been melancholy. Dennis was glad to get 
away from mystery and melancholy. He had been interested, 
too, in the house Amos promptly bought for them. There 
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was enough ground for a full sized tennis court. Dennis 
thought he could manage a putting green as well, it was really 
an uncommon garden, the biggest in the Terrace. At the 
Vicarage there had been trees and flower beds, but no lawn. 

Mabel was very good about the garden. She said that she 
did not care at all for flower beds. 

It was to this house they were coming back. 

When Mabel woke up, and said : 

" Oh dear, we must be nearly in London ! I wonder if 
father got servants for us, and if he'll meet us at the station. 
Is my hat straight, Dennis? I believe I've been asleep. 
You did count the luggage, didn't you ? " his married life had 
begun in earnest. It was for him to see what they would 
make of it. 

The woman in the train, the woman they had met going 
down, could have known little about marriage. It was 
nothing like imprisonment ; it was just giving a fellow some- 
thing of his own to care about, some one to work for. 
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CHAPTER V 

HAMILTON TERRACE is to be found in the St. John's 
Wood district of West London. Two rows of 
handsome villa houses, each in its own garden, lie behind the 
trees that are planted at regular intervals along the Terrace. 
There is a sense of seclusion, of comfortable middle-class 
luxury about the place. It is some distance from tube or 
omnibus ; there is no cab stand. Either the inhabitants have 
their own conveyances, or are in no hurry to get to places of 
business, or entertainment; there is a leisurely air amid the 
greenery. 

At the top of the Terrace is a substantial church, the coping 
stone to its respectability. 

Here, five years after their marriage, Dennis Passiful and 
his wife were to be found, living out their ordered days. They 
had altered very little, the chronicle of those five years is 
practically without incident. Dennis, under the clever 
counselling of his father-in-law, and with the assistance of a 
partner who did three fourths of the work for one sixth of 
the profits, had greatly increased his business prestige, and 
added considerably to his capital. He might almost be called 
a rich man. The firm had not confined its dealings to pictures. 
There had been one notable transaction in tapestry, and the 
much talked of acquisition and sale of the famous Fragonards. 
The partner, Mr. Dolland, was a man of fifty who had been in the 
curiosity trade for a quarter of a century. If he had understood 
that Mr. Passiful was a cricketer first, and only a man of 
business afterwards, he soon realised his mistake. Abe Abinger 
had been a good teacher, and Dennis had profited by his 
lessons. He had a fine and cultivated eye, and a conscien- 
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tiousness that kept his playtime within bounds. The 
Middlesex Committee, too, showed an accommodating spirit, 
and did not call upon him more often than was necessary. 
He played at Lord's and the Oval, but stood down when it 
was a question of the North of England, or the Midlands. He 
was thus enabled to put in a couple of hours at the Gallery 
before play began, and often dashed back again to Bond Street 
after stumps were drawn. And this dual personality of his 
had certain advantages. For some reason or other, and his 
conduct was always in accordance with the tradition, it came 
to be understood that Dennis Passiful was a gentleman. 
Certainly the Bond Street Gallery had an ever extending 
clientele of collectors who liked to feel they were dealing with 
one of themselves, who talked batting and bowling averages 
in the intervals of bargaining for a Corot or criticising a Mauve, 
giving a certain unique tone and flavour to the business. The 
word " gentleman " has divers meanings. In Dennis Passiful's 
case it might be taken to include that he was a man of honour, 
a man of taste, and a man of good manners, in addition to 
being what is generally understood as a " sportsman." 

But in many ways Dennis had failed to take advantage of 
his reputation and position. His social world was still neither 
Belgravia nor Mayfair. In the winter he played a great deal 
of golf; not at St. Andrews or North Berwick, but at Sunning- 
dale or Stoke Poges. The lawn behind the house was laid out 
for clock golf, and his handicap was 4. Golf was, as yet, only 
secondary with him to cricket. 

The greater part of his leisure was spent with that eminent 
Cricket Club, "The Grasshoppers." It was his habit in the 
summer months to take the tube straight from Bond Street to 
Hendon, where he kept a change of clothes. There, in the 
field sacred to the Club, he would practise at the nets, bowl 
to some budding Fry, discuss the affairs of the Club, be at his 
best and happiest. His married life, like his business, was 
external to him. Here, he was himself, a big schoolboy to 
whom games represented life. With " The Grasshoppers " his 
position was unassailable. He was on the Committee, he 
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captained the annual cricket week, and arranged many of 
their outside matches. He was affectionately and generally 
spoken of as " The Skipper." 

" The Grasshoppers," take them all in all, were a very decent 
set of fellows, many of them cracks from the Universities, and 
there were one or two veteran County players. At the Club 
Dennis's wealth was perhaps a little exaggerated. He had 
subscribed a thousand pounds to the fund for purchasing the 
freehold of the Club ground. It was quite the custom of the 
members to come to him when they were in need, to borrow 
from him, and forget to pay him back. Perhaps he had come 
to look on " The Grasshoppers " as his own ; certainly he had 
an esprit de corps about it, a sense of pride in its achievements. 
One season when ** The Grasshoppers " had beaten in succes- 
sion the " Zingari," the " Eccentrics " and the " Ramblers," he 
held his head very high, and when they ended up a two day 
match by beating a fine M.C.C. team at Lord's, he spoke of 
the affair with absolute arrogant humility. This was the year 
his own average was at its best. He had expected to have 
been chosen for " The Gentlemen and Players " ; and a not un- 
reasonable disappointment for the second time in this expecta- 
tion may have been responsible for a certain restlessness and 
impatience with his happy circumstances, of which he became 
conscious in the early autumn. The change, however, may 
have dated from the straining of a ligature in his leg at the 
end of August. It was now quite cured, but it had seemed to 
alter his outlook a little, acted as a sort of warning that his 
boyhood's days were over. To contemplate his life without 
the athletic exercise that formed so large a part of it was 
difficult. 

To the slight restlessness that he experienced every now 
and then, his adopted father's late actions may have contri- 
buted. 

It had been Dennis's habit, ever since his marriage, to go 
regularly with Mabel to the church where they were married, 
St. Chrysostom-on-the-Hill. But when Mr. Paighton startled 
and humiliated them all by becoming a convert to Romanism 
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and giving up his charge, religion ceased to have a very definite 
influence upon Dennis. He, himself, was staunch to his faith, 
although he could not argue or reason about it. He was glad 
when Mr. Paighton entered a brotherhood and was removed 
firom the scene. Argument ceased then, and Dennis could 
solace himself with a deep silent sympathy with Ursula and 
Agatha. He never varied in his loving attention to them. 
He seemed to realise how much he and his staunchness 
represented. He visited them at least once a week, and deferred 
to many of their old-fashioned prejudices. It was for their 
sake, although he never said so, that he still attended morning 
service on Sunday, going afterwards nearly every week of his 
life to the little house in Church Row, Hampstead, where they 
mitigated their unhappiness with charity. 

Mabel, too, had leanings in these five years to Unitarianism, 
Theosophy, and the Roman Catholic Church ; she had such a 
completely open mind. At this moment, for instance. Christian 
Science was absorbing her, and she talked its balderdash with 
the particular species of feeble emphasis that had become her 
note. 

"It is so nice to think there is no matter, only mind," 
she told her husband. And Dennis was, as always, glad she 
had a new interest. He had no desire to confute Mrs. Eddy's 
inconsistencies nor argue with her new recruit. Mabel had to 
have hobbies. Dennis had learnt to be grateful when they did 
not interfere with any of his. There had been a time when she 
had babbled about cricket, watched him practising, attended 
every match. Another phase had been when she interested 
herself in his business pursuits, asked innumerable questions 
about schools of painting, begged him to meet her at the 
National Gallery, or the Tate, explain Turner, or defend 
Rubens. She had never been able to distinguish Von Seghers 
from Rembrandt, nor to remember that Van Dyck and Van 
Eyk were the names of two distinct artists. This had bored 
him inexpressibly. When she began to take painting lessons 
he breathed a sigh of relief. He did not foresee how soon she 
would consider herself competent, and begin to decorate the 
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house with her work. In truth Mabel had as little eye for 
colour as Dennis had ear for music. 

The trouble was that her marrig^e had not relieved her, as 
she had hoped, of the burden of Juxton's Ltd. An incident 
in the early days of her marriage had left her under the 
impression that her father would be offended, hurt, if she kept 
house without the aid of that eminent firm. Mabel would 
never willingly hurt either her father's, or anybody's feelings. 
Therefore, although housekeeping would have given her all 
the outlet she needed, she abandoned the happiness of it 
without a murmur and filled her days as best she could. The 
piano was associated in her mind with the happiest and most 
painful experience of her girlhood, experience it was her duty 
as Dennis's wife to forget entirely. She practised intermit- 
tently, and never when Dennis was in the house, an omission 
he hardly understood, a delicacy of mind that could hold no 
meaning for him. He had no retrospective, nor other jealousy 
of Roddy Ainsworth. He had far rather she had practised 
twelve hours a day than donned a painting apron, and produced 
masterpieces of still life in velvet and satin and other material, 
with which she decorated the house, and for which she was 
constantly asking his admiration. 

Dennis, nevertheless, and notwithstanding the slight restless- 
ness that had supervened on the damaged ligature, was quite 
satisfied, and comparatively happy in his marriage. Mabel 
was little different firom what he had expected, a little more 
fidgety and less competent than Ursula and Agatha, but of 
the same school. 

Certainly Mabel considered their married conditions were 
ideal. The wash question reappeared weekly for a short time 
after their home-coming. Perhaps it was that, and Dennis's 
half humorous comment upon it, that had led to Amos's 
exhibition of feeling upon the matter, and the final decision 
that Juxton's should take over the entire housekeeping, leaving 
Mabel with complete leisure. Amos was proud of her music 
and her newly acquired painting. He said that he had often 
thought of taking up painting himself. He had no opinion at 
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all of her housekeeping talents, and certainly no idea that in 
taking over the Hamilton Terrace household he was stifling 
a genius, relegating a mute inglorious Milton of the Kitchen 
to an eternal silence. 

Dennis had become used to his meals being served to him 
in pipkins of the famous " Juxton " yellow ware. It was not 
the meals that weighed on him so much as the difficulty of 
keeping up a conversation with Mabel whilst they were in 
progress, or feigning an interest in the small beer, of which she 
had such an unending supply. There were intervals of silence 
between them, during which Dennis's conscience reproached 
him. "Now Fve talked quite enough, it's your turn now" 
was an observation that invariably reduced him to dumbness. 
He ought to find things to say to her. 

The house, to an observant eye, would have quickly shown 
the presence of two diverse personalities. It had been fur- 
nished by Juxton's, and was Amos's wedding-present to them. 
Amos's ideas in furniture ran to suites. There were fumed 
oak chairs, table, and sideboard, in the dining-room; inlaid 
mahogany wardrobes in the bedrooms ; gilt occasional chairs, 
ormolu mirrors, plush curtains, and Cinquecento cabinets in the 
drawing-room. There was there also a " suite " of two sofas, four 
large chairs, and a three-seated invention upon which no visitor 
sat, because, if he had, his back would have been turned upon 
every one else. All these were elaborately upholstered in a 
material known as satin damask, of which the colouring was 
brilliantly indistinct, and the design inextricably complicated. 
The drawing-room alone had cost Amos nearly five hundred 
pounds. There were grapes in relief on the cabinets, and for 
some inexplicable reason the name of Louis Quatorze had been 
attached to the whole decorative effect. The panels of the 
waHs were hung with the same brocade that covered the chairs. 
But Mabel had not been able to resist adding half a dozen 
terra cotta plaques upon which she had painted fruits and 
flowers, and a few water colours of which the frames were the 
better part. 

The library had escaped Amos. Mr. Paighton had thought 
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Dennis would like room there for the treasures of his boyhood, 
for his school prizes and trophies, a bureau that had been in- 
tended for Oxford, a few personal possessions of his parents. 
The room was happily a large one, on the ground floor, giving 
on to the garden. The bureau was undoubtedly Chippendale, 
and there was a writing table to complement it, half a dozen 
chairs of various designs showed the master's hand, a low 
bookcase ran along one side of the room, on it were a few rare 
pieces of Hawthorne, and above it were the sketches of the 
Heath. Over the mantelpiece hung a fancy picture of Dennis's 
mother as Ceres ; obviously it had been a labour of love, and 
there were passages in it that were immature. The background 
and sky, the whole atmosphere, might have been by Corot ; 
the figure was somewhat feeble. Dennis knew that his father 
was a landscapist, but he cherished the portrait of his mother 
nevertheless. The Hawthorne on the bookcase worried Mabel 
a good deal. 

" What a pity there are no pairs, no two pieces alike," Mabel 
said frequently, whenever she came into the room in fact. 
Dennis had grown accustomed to the remark, and the other 
one about the absence of a mirror, window curtains, or drapery. 
He received them with the silence that was becoming habitual 
with him, but nevertheless it came to be recognised that this 
was his room, and that neither vases from the neighbouring 
bazaars, nor pictures, nor plaques from her studio would be 
welcome. For Mabel had her studio on the top floor, with a 
skylight, where she worked industriously in all the intervals of 
her spiritual upheavals. She often wondered audibly what 
Dennis did in his, and questioned him about it. That 
"sharing his pursuits" idea of hers was the bugbear of his 
life. As a matter of fact, since his accident, he had begun to 
take an interest in architectural drawings. He kept them 
concealed in his desk, he would not have let her see them 
for the world. He knew how bad they were. 

This morning, after nearly five years of married life, Dennis, 
first down to breakfast as usual, found himself wondering who 
first invented window curtains. He had a distinct desire to 
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curse the man or woman who was responsible, but was 
restrained by a knowledge of the folly of such a proceeding. 
The dining-room was quite a large room that should have 
been irradiated by the autumn sun. Lace and muslin, flat 
against the windows, chilled its ardour, long curtains, draped 
to conceal the indelicacies of the leafless trees, made a further 
barrier, the final and most successful effort being in the 
red plush hangings and wide embroidered pelmet, which 
toned, so Dennis had been given to understand, with the 
Turkey carpet. 

Breakfast had not yet arrived, but the fumed oak sideboard 
was arrayed for its reception with a lace-edged cloth. The 
table, in addition to the "Juxton" napery in the ^^ Entente 
Cordiale^^ design, was further embellished by a table centre 
of green satin on which Mabel had painted violet convolvuli ; 
it also boasted an epergne heaped with oranges, apples, and 
almond nuts. "Juxton's" supplied so much dessert a day. 
The epergne was the cornucopia that was never empty. It 
graced breakfast, lunch and dinner, and stood all day long 
in silent testimony to the liberality of the firm. Fruit for 
breakfast was comparatively unknown in middle-class circles 
before Juxton's undertook the catering. 

Dennis tried to get a glimpse of the day through the vitrage 
on the windows. But the tapes, top and bottom, held firmly, 
and he left the barricaded window with a movement of im- 
patience. Dennis's expression was different from what it had 
been five years ago, his figure no less erect and graceful, although 
he had perhaps broadened a little. But that became him, he 
looked more of a man, erect, upright, as if he had been drilled. 
It was the bloom that had gone from eyes and skin, the one 
had lost their light, and the other its colour ; his good looks 
were not Exactly impaired, but they were dulled. The gold 
of the crisp hair had no burnish, the lines of the fine head 
weret the same, but the clean shaven face showed a little hard, 
his lips seemed thinner. On his wedding day his expression 
had been that of the idealist, it glowed with youth and hope 
and all the promise of the world, sunlight on a waving field 
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of corn would well have described the play of it, to-day shadow 
in stubble would have expressed it better. 

Mabel came down punctually, she prided herself on her 
punctuality. 

" It struck the half hour as I was crossing the hall," she 
said, triumphantly. " I was so afraid I should be late." She 
said the same thing nearly every morning, varying it sometimes, 
however, with a doubt as to the correctness of the clock. " I 
wonder what they have got for us this morning ? " 

" You might almost know by this time," Dennis answered. 
" Being Tuesday, it's scrambled eggs and grilled herrings, with 
honey instead of marmalade." 

" Oh dear ! Yes, so it is. What a memory you have, to be 
sure." 

Dennis could have told her more. He could have told her 
that presently she would say that she wished herrings had not 
so many bones, and that it would be nice if they could serve 
breakfast a little hotter. But he abstained ; it was abstinence, 
perhaps, that was responsible for the hardening of the lines of 
the young face. 

Mabel had altered less than he. She was still drab, but 
perhaps her shoulders were a little more rounded; and her 
inappropriate dress of shepherd's plaid, with green cloth 
facings, did nothing to improve matters. She looked every 
day of her thirty odd years. 

They lived simply, well within their large means. The one 
taste they shared in common was love of the luxury of giving. 
Money matters were never discussed in the house. It was 
obvious that Mabel did not spend her allowance of ;^iooo 
a year on dress. There was no need for Dennis to stint 
himself when a comrade or a club was in need. 

The covered tray, one solid piece of block tin, was brought 
in by the uniformed porter, and the parlourmaid followed to 
unload it The twin coffee and milk pots, sugar basin and 
toast rack, were all in white china, and they, as well as the 
cups, saucers and plates, had the legend "Juxton's" upon 
them in gold. It was generally considered very tasteful. A 
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brown covered dish held the scrambled eggs, and a tin one 
contained the herrings ; the latter dish, as well as the whole 
tray on which the meal had arrived, had an ingenious double 
bottom to hold hot water. 

These communal meals had grown extraordinarily mono- 
tonous to Dennis, yet he had never attempted to alter the 
conditions under which he lived. Mabel, thinking she was 
thus gratifying both her father ahd husband, sometimes said 
disingenuously how nice it was that she had no housekeeping 
to do, and was free for her books, and painting, and social 
duties. 

MabeVs social duties deserve a chapter to themselves. The 
Jones' and Smiths, the Browns and Robinsons of Hampstead 
and Highgate, St. John's Wood and Maida Vale, and other 
outlying parts had all their separate Mondays or Tuesdays, 
Wednesdays or Fridays ; and Mabel neglected none of them. 
Round and round, like a squirrel in a cage, she trotted to 
their houses. She, of course, had her own " at home " day, 
once every fortnight, when she sat in the Louis Quatorze 
drawing-room dispensing Juxton's rout cakes and cucumber 
sandwiches, adding to it art, or church, or local gossip, as 
mild as the refreshments. Gossip was never ill-natured in 
Mabel's drawing-room. Her outlook may have been limited, 
but her blue short-sighted eyes saw nothing of the evil in 
the world. 

This morning over breakfast she was as usual full of con- 
versation, and Dennis less than ever disposed to it. He 
would so much rather have read his newspaper. But he 
did not want to be unkind, so "The' Sportsman" lay 
unopened beside his plate, and although he was longing to 
read it, he drank his tepid coffee, and ate his eggs to this 
accompaniment : 

" Mary hasn't been well these two days. I wonder if you 
noticed how she has been limping. Dr. Lauder says she has 
a white knee. At first he said it was what they call a house- 
maid's knee. But when I told him she was parlourmaid, he 
gave it the other name, he is so quick. But it's very tiresome.'* 
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Then came the desire for the alteration in the anatomy of the 
herrings for which Dennis had been unconsciously waiting ; it 
fell on his bruised intelligence like the pain of a blow. But 
he had braced himself to meet it. After that there was more 
about Mary's knee, and details of treatment, which seemed to 
bring the smell of arnica into the room, and make the com- 
munal breakfast more unpalatable. But Mabel did not notice 
his distaste. They had dined out last night and she had had 
no opportunity to unfold her budget of news. She always had 
a budget of news, domestic or mildly social, with which she 
deemed it her duty to entertain her husband at meal times. 
It did not seem " quite right " that their meals should be silent 
ones. 

" Oh, and I forgot to tell you. I saw Fanny yesterday ; she 
is so full of her new house. I do wish you could find time to 
go with me one afternoon to see it. Fanny, I am sure, would 
take it as a great compliment if you would, although she did 
not say anything about it. I'm sure it's just to your taste; 
she was telling me about it, it is all so original ! There are 
no blinds, and all the ceilings are painted black. There is 
gold paper on the walls and the electric light comes through 
Japanese lanterns. It's quite oriental; I think I shall paint 
her a screen, just a peacock ; it would look nice on looking- 
glass. Don't you think it would be nice on looking-glass ? I 
could fix it with * turps.' Mr. Merritt is helping her with the 
house, he has chosen everything for her." 

" Are Ted and Fanny getting on any better ? " Dennis asked 
as he finished his breakfast, and lit a cigarette. " Ted looks 
miserable. Your father says he doesn't work; takes no 
interest in the business." 

" I think it will come all right, I do hope so. Fanny says 
Ted is so violent." 

" Ted never finds fault with Fanny, does he ? " said Dennis 
drily, opening his paper, but without much hope of being able 
to read it. 

" He is really quite devoted to her ; it is all such a pity. If 
only Ted were a little more intellectual." Dennis had at 
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last opened his paper, and was rapidly scanning the columns 
that interested him. 

"Intellectual! But Fanny is one of the most ignorant 
young women I have ever met in my life." 

" Oh no, Dennis ! I've heard you say that before, but 
really I think you misjudge her. I do think sometimes you 
are a little hard on Fanny. She often says you don't like her, 
but, of course, that isn't true. She may not have had much 
education, and it is true that she never reads, or hardly ever, 
but she gets up so late that she hasn't time. And she so often 
has headaches, she really isn't very strong. But Mr. Merritt 
says she is more than intelligent. He told Father so, and Ae 
really is very clever. And he is good to Ted. Ted says he has 
always been good to him, as if it was his fault, or the fault of 
the coaching, that poor Ted did not get into Cambridge, and 
had to go into business." 

Mabel had not the gift of lucid speaking, but Dennis under- 
stood what had been told to her, and what she wished to 
convey to him. He could finish his paper when he got to 
the office. He must listen to what she had to say, he left 
her so many hours alone. 

" It is such an advantage for them both to see so much of 
Mr. Merritt. When he and Fanny have had a tiff he just 
smoothes things over, or takes Ted out with him. He has 
introduced him quite lately to his great friend, such a charming 
woman, a Mrs. Margaret Lemon. And he is going to make 
Fanny join a Bridge Club. She has been having lessons. 
He says she and Ted see too much of each other." 

Dennis's time of release was near at hand. Already he had 
risen, and was at the door, when Mabel's next observation 
arrested him. 

" There is some talk of Mr. Merritt living with them for a time. 
Grosvenor Street is so convenient for his Club. His father 
has a house in Curzon Street, but it is often shut up. Fanny 
says she is quite content to do without a drawing-room if Ted 
would like Mr. Merritt to live with them. He could have his 
own bedroom and sitting-room, if she gave up the drawing- 
5 
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room. He might lend it to her on * at home * days ! " Mabel 
added, very pleased with herself for the after-thought ; it made 
everything so much simpler. It was rather dreadful to think 
of Fanny having no drawing-room, although, of course, just 
now she had no regular " at home " day. Fanny knew so few 
people. Women did not care for Fanny, nor she for them. 
"He could easily lend them the drawing-room once a fort- 
night, or once a month if he lived with them," she repeated. 

" Live with them ! Good Lord ! " 

" Of course he would pay something, and Fanny is a little 
extravagant, but then she was not brought up like other girls. 
It would be nice for Ted to have a man in the house to talk 
to. I must say Fanny spoke most considerately about Ted. 
She says she knows his life is uncongenial." 

"And what does your father think about this scheme of 
Cosmo Merritt sharing Ted's home ? " 

Dennis was really a little startled, uncertain what to say. 
He knew the quality of Mabel's mind, and how incapable she 
was of realising evil. But Amos, surely Amos would see that 
it would be a mistake. Already Hampstead was gossiping 
about the trio. Dennis forgot to reckon with Amos's vanity, to 
which Cosmo had laid a slaw successful siege. 

" Oh father 1 Father thinks it quite a good idea. He says 
Fanny and Ted might get into quite a nice set. Lord Lough- 
borough would be coming in and out when he was in London. 
And this Mrs. Lemon, who is Mr. Merritt's most intimate friend, 
knows so many literary people. Father is thinking of writing 
something himself. He is full of ideas. It is only just setting 
them down, and Mr. Merritt would help him in that ; a sort of 
collaboration you know. Father says he is sure any one could 
write who liked, and the business is so well organised now that 
it runs itself. He has more leisure now than he has had for 
years ; he thought of taking up painting a little while ago. Oh 
dear, here's the man for the things already ! " Mabel was more 
leisurely over her meals than Dennis, and her talk took up time. 

" You will come and see the house one afternoon, won't you ? 
It isn't five minutes from the Gallery." 
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" I'm fearfully busy just now." He looked it, and as if he 
wanted to be off. 

" I know. You do work so hard." She was as sympathetic 
as was compatible with helping Juxton's man to gather 
together the breakfast things. " I told Father so, and he said 
he wished Ted had half your energy. Don't go. I know 
there was something more I wanted to say to you." 

But he escaped the rest for the moment. He was at the 
hall door when she called out : 

" Oh ! And will you be home to dinner ? " She asked the 
same question every day, although it was only during the 
cricket season that he failed to present himself for the evening 
meal. 

Walking down to business this morning with the pressure 
of her presence removed, he found himself wondering about 
married life generally, and whether his was really, in essentials, 
the same as that of other men. Certainly Ted's was different. 
Poor Ted ! He had married for love, he had been mad about 
Fanny. Now their quarrels formed a favourite subject of 
conversation for all their friends. Only Mabel seemed unable 
to grasp how badly Ted's wife treated him, or how their 
friends talked about what was already recognised as a maison 
d trot's. If Cosmo Merritt took up his abode under their roof 
the talk would be doubled and redoubled. 

It was horrible to see how Ted suffered under Fanny's 
tongue ; how he lost his self-control, and made scenes at all 
times and places. There was no doubt Cosmo Merritt did 
act as a sort of buffer between them. Ted appealed to him 
sometimes ; and publicly, at least, he always supported Ted. 
But the whole thing was a nightmare. 

If Dennis was not very exhilarated at the moment with his 
own marriage, when he compared it with Ted's he felt he was 
ungrateful. Mabel's tongue had no rasping qualities. She 
had neither coquetry, nor malice. 

He could not shake off his sympathy for Ted as he walked 
down the Edgware Road and turned into Oxford Street Ted 
was not clever, nor an amusing companion, was inclined to 
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moroseness, and unequal in temper. But Fanny! Fanny 
was enough to make any fellow morose and uneven in temper. 
Ted was so straight. Of course she lied to him constantly, 
ran him into debt, treated him with contemptuous indifference. 
Dennis resented his father-in-law's indulgence towards Ted's 
wife, and Mabel's blindness to her real character. This 
morning's news seemed to make matters worse than ever. He 
wondered how long they would all be before they found 
her out. 

Ted and his affairs lasted him until he got to Oxford Street. 
Crossing the road, a passing motor, going too quickly, splashed 
him with mud, and gave an even more dingy turn to his 
reflections. Life looked sordid this morning. He tried to 
recover himself by conjuring up a visual memory of a red 
lacquer cabinet, Chinese or Queen Anne, to be sold at 
Christie's at the end of the week. 

The detail of the cabinet helped him until he got to his 
office, where he found Mr. Murray Straus awaiting him. Mr. 
Straus had a shop for the sale of works of art, a little lower 
down the street He was a bearded man, genial and 
insincere. It appeared he was waiting for Mr. Passiful in 
order to talk about the weather, and the disgraceful state of 
the streets, the outrage of permitting motor buses to go down 
Bond Street whilst the road was up, and the news from 
Morocco in the morning paper. It was only just as he was 
going, and Dennis had been wondering for five minutes what 
was in the post and when he should get to his letters, for 
Mr. DoUand was away, that Mr. Straus said casually : 

"What about that lacquer cabinet? I saw you standing 
quite a long time before it yesterday at Christie's. You're not 
going in for it by any chance ? " 

He criticised and belittled it, pointing out that one of the 
mounts was very doubtful, and that incised lac was not 
really fashionable. But when Dennis defended the cabinet, 
and said he intended bidding for it, Mr. Straus came to the 
object of his visit, and suggested Dennis should join "the 
School." Mr. Straus was full of bonhomie and desire to do 
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Dennis a good turn. It was not everybody that he would 
" take in " with him. And he told of a fine chasuble that had 
been " protected," when one solitary bid of five pounds had 
secured the lot. Afterwards it had been put up at their own 
private auction, and Clayton had gone to four hundred pounds 
for it. " The School " had made over forty pounds each. 
He told of other similar transactions, all very casually, but 
Dennis was sufficiently cognisant of the trade to know that he 
was anxious there should be no competition for the cabinet 

Dennis disliked these combinations; "knock outs" they 
were called. He thought them unfair to the vendor and to 
the auctioneer. When he said so, Mr. Straus became less 
genial. He wished Mr. Passiful a curt "good-morning." He 
said he thought he'd find it a mistake to have the trade 
against him. One could do a man a bad as well as a good 
turn in business. Mr. Passiful was still young. . . Dennis 
ignored the implication, saw him out, trying to talk pleasantly 
about general matters. But when he was alone he reviewed 
the incident and found it beastly. He thought everything 
was "pretty beastly" this morning. The housemaid's white 
knee, Mabel's green plaid dress, Ted's married life, and 
Cosmo Merritt's strange inclusion in it, seemed all part to him 
of the general disillusionment of life. 

The depression lingered with him during the early morning, 
it made talking to customers a weariness, and his normal 
pleasure in the beautiful things with which he surrounded 
himself in the Galleries begin to pall. He saw where Lawrence 
was merely pretty, and Raeburn hard, disliked the newly 
acquired Opie with which he had been in love but yesterday, 
and knew that the pale and faded portrait by Sir Joshua 
Reynolds for which he had refused two thousand five hundred 
pounds was not worth more than the canvas upon which it 
was painted. Yesterday he had been proud of his little 
exhibition, to-day he was ashamed of it. There was no 
doubt that the much belauded Eighteenth Century School of 
English Art was not comparable with the Dutch or the French 
renaissance. 
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He thought that prices were already too high, and that a 
slump was at hand. He remembered things Mr. Abinger had 
taught him, when Claude was unsaleable and Millet un- 
appreciated; he determined to alter the whole policy of the 
Gallery, and concentrate on Matsys. He thought other 
absurd things; but then he was worried with Ted's affairs. 
He liked Ted. 

It was now that Roddy Ainsworth's card was brought to 
him, and it took him quite a few minutes to remember why 
the name was familiar. 

"He would like to see you himself, sir," the man waited 
respectfully. " He says you are old friends, and I was to tell 
you it was business as well as pleasure." 

Roddy Ainsworth ! Roddy Ainsworth ? Of course, the 
best lob bowler they ever had in the Club . . . that was 
the first thought They would be short of a slow bowler 
next season, there was no promising youngster. . . Then 
he remembered about Roddy and Mabel. But had they ever 
been engaged? He had long since begun to believe it 
possible that Mabel might have deceived herself. 

Yet at first he told the man to say he was too busy, he 
could not see Mr. Ainsworth : Mr. Jones would attend to him. 
For that was what Mr. Abinger used to do with a new 
customer, or one for whom he had no mind. But then 
Dennis hesitated. He used to like Roddy, he might be 
useful to the Club. In the end he walked into the Gallery, 
where Roddy, hardly altered at all, greeted him with a 
cordiality that had obviously no arrilre penske, 

"Hullo, old chap! It's good to see you again. And 
how's the Club, and all the old brigade ? " He could not but 
respond in the same tone. He was surprised at his own 
cordiality. 

"I only got home yesterday. I asked which was the 
Abinger Gallery and heard it was yours now. Rather a good 
thing, isn't it ? I suppose the old man's dead ? It doesn't 
seem like five years that I've been away." 

" Is it five years ! " 
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" More or less. IVe been all over the place. We toured 
America; but since then I've been to Australia, South 
Africa, I don't know where." 

" Touring ? " Dennis was momentarily puzzled by the word : 
no team he knew of had that sort of roving commission. 

" In Musical Comedy, Max Herbert's parts. You read the 
papers, don't you ? " 

Ainsworth was evidently annoyed that Dennis did not 
recognise his consequence. 

" Considering I've sung in every decent musical play that 
has been produced for the last five years, and that except 
in London, perhaps, I'm as well known as the Statue of 
Liberty, it's ridiculous to pretend you don't know what I've 
been doing." 

Dennis apologised. When he looked at him he recognised 
it was the actor and not the cricketer with whom he was 
making fresh acquaintance, and that the alteration he had not 
noticed was nevertheless there. Ainsworth had always been 
a handsome fellow, now his good looks had become sharpened, 
accentuated, he wore them, as it were, with ostentation. His 
hair was a little longer than that of ordinary men, and his soft 
felt hat had a rakish air. His talk, his laugh, his gestures 
were all obvious, his roving eye asked shopmen and customers 
to note he was there. He had the air of expecting apt)lause, a 
self-consciousness that demanded it. 

When he had talked a little about the Club and a great 
deal about himself, he came to the real object of his visit. 
He seemed to expect that Dennis would take him out to 
lunch. He recollected to call him " Skipper," and reminded 
him how he had kept his end up when Dennis was making his 
first century against the " Zingari." Roddy wanted something 
of Dennis and he was not without tact in approaching him. 

They lunched at the Ritz. Roddy said he had heard 
it was the best food in London. It was not until he had 
succeeded in satisfying a most histrionic appetite, and was 
enjoying black coffee, Kummell, and the big Upmann with 
which Dennis had supplied him, that he opened his business. 
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" I sent you in word ;it was business I wanted to see you 
about; though it comes second to friendship, old fellow." 
Roddy had a touch of sentiment in him. "To me you'll 
always be * The Skipper,' I often thought of you out there. 
Well, the fact is, I want you to help me." 

By now Dennis had no doubt of it, he had had so much 
experience. But he was not averse ; perhaps he liked to be 
leaned upon, consulted. He did not smoke cigars in the 
middle of the day, but he lit a Lucana cigarette, and leaned 
back prepared to listen. 

"I've got an option on a play, one of the best musical 
plays ever written. Ever heard of 'Charles Auchester'? 
It's a dramatised version of * Charles Auchester.' 
*Seraphino' might have been written for me. Of course 
they've made him a singer instead of an instrumentalist." 
He paused, obviously to think how well " Seraphino " suited 
him. " What's the good of a play if you haven't got a 
theatre? Amos Juxton is made of money, isn't he? 
Mabel and I were awfully good friends. . You married 
Mabel, didn't you ? That's really what made me come to you 
first. And she could influence her father, too. He's got 
money to burn. He used to talk about having a theatre in 
the old days, and giving the people pure plays. Nothing 
could be purer than 'Charles Auchester.' Now, old fellow, 
for old sakes' sake, and because it's a good thing — mind, I 
wouldn't put either of you into it if I didn't know it was a 
good thing — will you help me to get up a little Syndicate ? 
I've heard of a theatre ; the * Kemble ' will be vacant by the 
end of the month. I've got friends, I've got three thousand 
pounds promised. I only want another seven thousand. Of 
course it's an expensive production." 

He was a little breathless, and very eager. He added 
argument to argument, was overwhelmingly persuasive and 
persistent. For at first Dennis was wholly negative. He was 
sure Amos would not think of putting money into a theatrical 
Syndicate. He, himself, would be extremely averse to such 
a speculation. Roddy started to expatiate upon what a lot of 
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fun there was hanging to it ; about the stage door entrie, little 
suppers with chorus girls. When he saw that he was on the 
wrong tack, for Dennis sat quite silent when such suggestions 
were being made, and gave him no encouragement, he went 
easily back to the other argument, and showed what a lot of 
money there was in Musical Comedy, particularly when, as in 
this case, they had hold of such a really fine thing. 

"The music is perfectly wonderful. It's by a new man, 
and it's going to make a sensation. There's a concerted piece 
for four in the first act which will make all London sit up. 
It's great I tell you, great." 

Dennis took a lot of persuading. The room, that had 
been full when they entered, grew slowly emptier; table 
after table was deserted, and their waiter stood a little way 
off, obviously expectant of Dennis's request for the bill. It 
was almost three o'clock before Dennis, still somewhat 
reluctant, had been persuaded to sound Amos, had even 
promised if Amos " came in," he would take a small share. 

" And you'll never regret it. Skipper, you'll never regret it." 
Roddy was quite flushed and enthusiastic, one would have 
thought he had the whole of the seven thousand in hand. 
" When will you see him ; we mustn't let the grass grow under 
our feet. I ought to set about negotiating with the theatre 
people at once. Tell Mabel all about it, won't you ? It was 
Mabel first found out about my voice. Good old Mabel! 
I suppose she hasn't altered. I was always awfully fond of 
Mabel. I'd like to see her again. Where do you hang out ? " 

When Dennis succeeded in getting rid of him, he was 
surprised how far he had allowed himself to go. He seemed 
to be committed to the whole mad scheme. It was a mad 
scheme. What did he or his father-in-law know about 
theatrical Syndicates ? Amos had many interests, many irons 
in the fire, but as far as he knew none of them were theatrical. 

Yet, as the day wore on, as the influence of Roddy's 
presence and personality vanished, he did not find himself 
more, but less, unwilling to do what had been asked of 
him. It was something new ; his life had got into a rut. 
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stagnant Then he caught himself wondering what Mabel 
would say when she heard that Roddy Ainsworth was back 
in England. She could hardly exclaim, "How tiresome!" 
Yet her vocabulary was so limited, he found it difficult to 
conjure up another phrase from her lips. But perhaps she 
would ejaculate, "How nice!" 

Had Mabel altered, he wondered ? It seemed to him she 
had always been just the same, and always would be. She 
was so good, no one could find fault with her; unselfish, 
without guile. It was hateful that in the foreground of his 
mind a word should linger. Was she a bore? Did she 
bore him ? He really wondered what Roddy would think of 
her, and she of Roddy. 
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DENNIS, after Roddy had left him, made another inspec- 
tion of the red lacquer cabinet at Christie's, saw a 
doubtful Gainsborough, and an undoubted Teniers, quite one 
of the finest things that had been in an auction room for 
many years. Yet, for the moment, as he went down the 
steps of Christie's, and passed into King Street, his interest 
in them both seemed subordinate to his interest in Roddy 
Ainsworth, and life generally. He had grown too much 
absorbed in things, to the exclusion of people, he reflected. 
If Roddy Ainsworth took a theatre, if Amos Juxton had a 
share in it, // he himself went into the Syndicate, as Roddy 
had suggested, what a change might come in his monotonous 
days! He felt his pulses quicken, and to steady them, as 
he walked, he took mental stock of his banking account. 
There was no reason he should not have a little speculation 
in a theatrical Syndicate, particularly if his father-in-law was 
in it too. Amos had many irons in the fire, Juxton's gave 
him endless scope. Dennis had often put money into 
commercial undertakings on Amos's advice, and there was 
no doubt his own fortune had grown in consequence. Capital 
was what had been needed successfully to carry on the 
Gallery, and Mabel's dot had supplied it. But that was five 
years ago. There were no longer any difficulties, and it was 
understood in the trade that the Juxton millions were behind 
Dennis Passiful. He had done well in every way, and his 
fine credit had a substantial cash backing. 

From a purely pecuniary point of view, those five years 
of his marriage had been five fruitful years. It had been 
under Amos's advice and with Mr. Dolland's co-operation 

75 



Digitized by 



Google 



76 JOSEPH IN JEOPARDY 

that he had added antique furniture, tapestry and works of 
art to his dealings in pictures. "There was room in the 
Galleries," the "opportunities for acquiring and selling the 
one were generally opportunities of selling and acquiring the 
other." Amos hammered home his arguments by examples 
from his own experiences. Amos, for instance, using many 
cigars in his business, found it advantageous to become a 
shareholder in the business of a Havana importer. Besides 
manufacturing their own cigarettes, Juxton's participated in 
the profits of many brands that the firm supplied. So with 
wine, and whisky, and other commodities. He had often 
spoken of catering for the refreshment bars of theatres, and 
talked of going in for it. The more Dennis considered, the 
more probable it appeared that Amos might be willing to 
finance a season at the " Kemble " Theatre, if the bars were 
free. He had no hesitation in going to him about it. He 
and his father-in-law were on very good terms ; and he knew 
where to find him at this hour. 

Dennis caught Amos just as he was leaving his office. He 
had a man with him, another waiting, and had hardly a 
moment to spare. But he spared his son-in-law the half 
minute. 

"Theatrical Syndicate! Well, well, what will you be 
thinking of next? Why not, my boy, why not? Grist to 
the mill, it's all grist to the mill. As a matter of fact it 
might suit me quite well. The * Kemble ' did you say ? A 
nf3W play? Never mind about the play, the theatre's the 
thing. I'll tell you why afterwards. I'll come round this 
evening and talk it over. I'm up to my neck now. No, 
not to dinner, Merritt is dining with me. I'll be round 
about half past nine. Excuse me, I must rush away 
now." 

Dennis got home in time to dress for dinner. He would 
have liked a bath, and half an hour to himself. He wanted 
to marshal Roddy's arguments, and prepare them for Amos ; 
he had to tell Mabel that Roddy had returned. But solitude 
and leisure were not for him. He ran up to his dressing- 
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room, and had hardly taken his coat off before there came 
that perfunctory rap tap at the door. 

" I suppose I can come in. I heard the street door shut, 
and I knew it must be you. IVe got so much to tell you. 
rU sit with you whilst you're dressing. I had such a crowded 
afternoon. The Cheltons came, and the Barrels, all the 
way from Canonbury, and the Lindsays. ..." 

Never had he found her emphasis so flat and unnecessary, 
the string of names she reeled off, and her observations about 
them, so futile. And she was so anxious to be of use. She 
wanted to get him another towel, to put in his studs, to help him 
with his boots ; it was Mabel's way to talk about doing things, 
instead of doing them. Juxton's intervention had deprived her 
of her domestic faculties. She had the desire to be of service, 
but her capacity was as flaccid as an unused muscle. But 
that was also perhaps a little Dennis's fault, he hated having 
things done for him, he negatived all her offers, abruptly, 
curtly. She was not at all offended, she sat by the dressing- 
table, just where she was most in his way, and went on talking : 

" Fanny promised to come, but she never came until nearly 
six o'clock. Then it was all so unlucky. Fanny has just 
joined a Bridge Club, Crockford's it is called; it is quite 
close to the new house. She was telling us how smart it 
was, and about the Committee, all Countesses and Duchesses^ 
and I don't know what, when Ethel Jones came in. You 
know how she and Fanny can't bear each other, although 
I'm sure I don't know why, Ethel is such a nice girl. . . . 
Well, to bring her into the conversation I said ; 

"*Mrs. Ted is telling us about Crockford's, she has just 
been made a member, it's all so interesting.' Then up 
answered Ethel Jones in that bright way she has: 

"*Oh, Crockford's! My Mother is one of the original 
members. Lady Slater founded it, and she put Mother up, 
but Lady Slater left a long time ago, and then all the Com- 
mittee resigned. It has gone down very much since then. 
The man who was the Club wine-merchant, is now the Chairman 
of the Club ! He was never paid for the wine he sent in, but 
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he has been paid now. They are always sending round the hat, 
just to keep the Club going. I often go and fetch Mother, if I'm 
in the West End, but there are a dreadful lot of people there now. 
Anybody can get in who can pay, or promise, a subscription.' " 

Mabel went on to say that she thought it such a pity that 
Miss Jones had come in just then. She was in such a lovely 
dress too, red chiffon over painted mauve charmeuse, and a 
large hat from Paris, which made it worse. It appeared that 
Fanny hardly stayed a minute after that, and Mabel had so 
wanted to ask about Ted, and the new house, and everything. 

"Why did the dress make it worse?" Dennis asked, he 
was recovering his jeopardised temper, had finished the struggle 
with his tie, and was nearly ready to go downstairs. He rarely 
followed Mabel's talk very closely, but this seemed more in- 
consequent than usual. 

"Well you know, Dennis, Fanny is a little strange about 
such things. She thinks girls ought not to dress too 
well. She says one never knows who pays for their clothes." 
Mabel brought out Fanny's spiteful innuendo so innocently, 
it was obvious the inference of it had completely missed 
her. She wound up a little lamely by repeating, " And Fanny 
never has liked Miss Jones." 

"Nor any other good-looking, smart, or amiable young 
woman," Dennis finished, with a final glance at the looking- 
glass, and a pat to the obstinate necktie. 

"You are so prejudiced against Fanny," she murmured, 
following him downstairs. " You know you are, Dennis." 

"And always shall be until I see Ted looking a little 
happier, and not as he does now, like a man under torture. 
I told you so this morning." 

" Oh ! But you don't think really that Fanny is a bad wife ? 
She always says she is sorry for Ted. He has so few hobbies, 
she never minds if he wants to go out. He is very morose 
at home, I'm afraid. Fanny says she is almost frightened 
of him." 

"There are many ways of being a bad wife," Dennis 
answered shortly. He was beginning seriously to dislike 
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Fanny, but could hardly give Mabel chapter and verse for his 
alteration of feeling. " Ted wants sympathy, not criticism." 

That Ted wanted more than that from his wife and got 
less, was known to everybody, apparently, but Ted's sister, 
and Ted's father. If she were subtly, and continually, cruel 
to him, his humility still found excuses for her, and his love 
and loyalty held. Dennis suspected more than he knew, and 
if he despised Ted for his weakness, he was always sorry for 
him. 

There was a great similarity about the Juxton meals, dinner 
resembling breakfast in the service, and luke-warm abundance. 

Mabel's evening dress was brown, with a tucker of blue lace 
and some trimming of the same. It was new, and had been 
worn in the afternoon with the ' neck filled in.' Mabel told 
him that, after she had finished for the fourteenth time the 
story of the lady who said she always had to have flat fish for 
dinner because her rooms were so low. Mabel thought this 
the best story she had ever heard, and Dennis sat through it 
every time Juxton's supplied soles. Then she came back 
again to Miss Jones. 

" Oh ! And I forgot to tell you, she says she shall go in 
to Crockford's just to see how Fanny gets on. I don't think 
that was quite nice of her, do you? And Mrs. Smithers 
asked her to come to dinner afterwards, and tell them about 
it. She doesn't like Fanny either. I can't think why so 
many people don't like Fanny. She had quite a rude letter 
the other day from a Mrs. Walker. And only because Mr. 
Walker had been to see her three or four times. Fanny 
thought he would be so congenial to Ted. . ." 

The dining-room was a shade closer and less stimulating in 
the evening than it had been in the morning. Mabel was a 
martyr to neuralgia, and open windows were a signal for its 
onset. Dennis had struggled in the first year or two of his 
marriage to persuade her of the advantages of fresh air. But 
the attitude of her mind toward it was ever hesitant and 
uncertain ; there is little doubt that her very anxiety to fall in 
with his views helped to bring about the result she dreaded. 
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That was why they had so soon decided on separate bedrooms. 
Dennis slept with his windows wide open, no blinds. Mabel 
liked the windows fastened up, and everything quite dark. It 
was due perhaps partly to Mabel's idiosyncrasies that the 
dinner was always reminiscent of breakfast, and breakfast of 
dinner. Mary's ideas of the amount of airing a room required, 
were limited by the knowledge of the amount of dust an open 
window encouraged. 

The same liveried porter had brought in the same block tin 
tray, and in the same ware were served soup and fish, entree 
and roast. They all arrived together, and were ranged upon 
the sideboard. The hot water dishes were supposed to keep 
them in a state of suspended animation ; " ready for eating " 
was Amos's phrase. Mary's white knee had necessitated her 
attendance at the hospital. The porter put the soup and 
plates on the table. 

"It will be so nice, we can wait upon ourselves," Mabel 
said when she had given the necessary explanation. And she 
jumped up before the soup was finished to make sure the fish 
was not being spoiled, forgetting where to find the plates, 
bringing the wrong ones, and dessert knives instead of those 
intended for fish, making a great clatter with dishes, and 
generally displaying an awkwardness in domestic service, that, 
combined with the atmosphere, made it difficult for Dennis to 
conceal his impatience. He would so much rather, in Mary's 
absence, have allowed the porter to remain, as he suggested — 
for Juxton's were used to emergencies with servants — or even 
to have gone without dinner at all. Mabel could do nothing 
without talking about it, handle nothing without spilling a 
part of it. But always her intentions were admirable, and 
she said, after the uncomfortable dinner was over, how much 
she enjoyed waiting on Dennis. 

During the bustle and confusion her attempts had brought 
about, it was impossible to bring out his news. Mabel was 
never a restful person. Sofas and easy chairs lured her in 
vain. She found needle-work "fidgety," and rarely read a 
book sufficiently interesting to lose herself in it. She also 
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had a suspicion that reading was another name for " idling." 
Dennis would often try and read in the morning-room after 
dinner, but was never safe from his wife's interruptions. She 
meant well, she thought it part of her duty to talk to her 
husband in the evening, the " only time they were together," 
and her attempts at sprightliness, the purpose of which was so 
clear, vexed him by the knowledge that he resented rather 
than appreciated her efforts. 

To-night, when she had finished fidgetting with the dinner 
things that Juxton's man would have done equally well if she 
had left them alone, she announced that she knew what he 
wanted, and was going to fetch it for him. And she trotted 
off, heedless of his remonstrance, to return to the morning- 
room with a stale pipe he had long ago discarded, and some 
tobacco which she spilled out of the pouch. 

" I haven't smoked that pipe for years. I wish you wouldn't 
mess about," he began, rising from his easy chair to take 
them from her. But he failed to finish his sentence, for her 
face fell when she realised she had not pleased him. 

" Oh dear, how tiresome ! I've brought you the wrong 
pipe." And then she went down on her hands and knees 
in an endeavour to gather up the tobacco that had escaped 
from the pouch. It was at that inappropriate moment he 
chose to say : 

" I saw some one you know to-day." 

" Some one I know, dear me ! And who could that be ? 
It couldn't have been father, could it ? He hasn't been in this 
week." 

Dennis, filling his pipe, not the one she had broughtj^^him, 
but his own immediate favourite that had been lying on the 
mantelpiece, was careful not to watch his wife's face : 

" Roddy Ainsworth," he said, carelessly, as he struck a 
match. He became conscious of a sudden silence, andj'a 
sudden stillness. Mabel was habitually neither silent nor 
still. So he went on talking. The pipe didn't draw] well, 
and he had to keep his eyes, and attention, on it. 

"I daresay you remember him. One of the best lob 
6 
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bowlers the Club ever had ; I must try and get him to join 
again. He came into the Gallery this afternoon. He has 
been abroad all these years. He asked after you." 

It was impossible to associate romance or deep feeling with 
Mabel, gentle, conscientious Mabel. Yet Dennis at this 
moment was conscious of the same desire to put his arms 
about her, to comfort her, that he had felt five years before, 
when it had proved so fatal. She had not spoken, but he 
felt rather than heard, the catch in her voice, her struggle for 
self-control, her desire to speak naturally. Now he took a 
hurried glance at her, and her strange unusual flush re- 
proached him; he looked away again, quickly, ashamed of 
having seen it. Poor Mabel ! But how ridiculous ! He 
remembered one or two of Roddy's anecdotes of his ex- 
periences, and he felt a rising disgust, difficult to analyse, 
at the sentiment called love. That Mabel had not forgotten 
Roddy Ainsworth, that she still cared for the fellow could 
not arouse in him any feeling approaching jealousy; his 
attitude towards Mabel made such a thing impossible. He 
was sorry for her, and a little disgusted ; that was all. 

** He wants your father to put up money for a theatre for 
him. He wants to go into management here, with a musical 
play he has brought back with him. He seems to have 
been very successful in the Colonies. I saw your father 
about it, for a moment, on my way home, he is coming 
round presently to talk it over. That fellow Merritt is dining 
with him." 

Dennis's pipe drew badly. Mabel's flush had faded, and 
she looked pale. 

" He asked after me ? " she said, her voice a little strained 
and unsteady. 

" Who, Roddy ? Oh, yes ! He wanted to come and see 
you, told me to tell you he hadn't forgotten how good you 
were over his accompaniments." 

Dennis's disgust left him as he noted the flutter of her 
pulses, divined the uneven beating of her heart. What rot 
it all was ! Yet he was sorry for her, and a little curious. 
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Could Mabel feel deeply, and how deeply was she feeling? 
Dennis had sat through many confidences, in his time; 
despising nevertheless the weakness that prompted them. 
And despising, was yet vaguely sorry in that he had never 
experienced the emotion of which they told. It seemed so 
impossible to him to feel as Ted did, as apparently Mabel 
did. Poor old Mabel! Did she want to see Roddy? What 
would happen? Surely she would note his theatricality, his 
perpetual egotism. 

" I suppose now you are sorry you married me ? " came out 
involuntarily. To that at least Mabel would utter no cliche ; 
there could be none of her phrases that fitted the occasion. 
But in that he wronged her. 

"Oh, Dennis, how can you say such things! I'm sure 
weVe always been very happy together." 

Dennis laughed. 

"Of course, I was only joking. You'd got over it before 
we were married, hadn't you ? " 

" What nonsense ! Got over it ? I don't know what you're 
talking about." 

If her lips trembled her speech was unchanged. 

"We were good friends. Roddy and I were very good 
friends ..." 

"Only friends?" 

Dennis had flung himself again into the easy chair. He 
thought a little banter would be the best way to restore 
her calm. "I thought it was more than that. I seem to 
remember ..." 

" Oh ! I do wish you wouldn't talk so," she said, quite 
breathless, "it was nothing, nothing at all. You oughtn't to 
remember, . . . there was nothing to remember ..." 

Of course he did not want to distress her, and it was obvious 
she was becoming distressed. 

"Well, he wants to come and see you, that's all. He 
asked me where we lived. He hasn't altered much, only 
he's become quite the professional actor, talks nothing but 
shop, wears his hair long 1 " 
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He reached out for "Gwilt's Dictionary of Architecture" 
which was within reach of his arm. He even found his place 
and read a line or two, before he heard the door closing softly 
behind him. She had gone out of the room. He read on 
for a little time, but with a growing sense of impatience. He 
supposed it was his duty to go after her, to see what she was 
doing. He was feeling a little remorseful, yet he could not 
help feeling also that it was more than a little ridiculous. 
Love and Mabel ! How absurd ! They had been married 
five years! Surely long enough for her to have forgotten 
"that blighter." He was impatient of her folly, even as he 
moved his long legs reluctantly from the chair and went off 
to find her. 

Her bedroom door was locked, and when he called out to 
know if anything was wrong, her voice came to him muffled 
and almost incoherent. He made out that she said her 
neuralgia was very bad, it had come on suddenly. She hoped 
he didn't mind, but she had gone to bed. 

He was glad that no further demand was to be made upon 
his tact, or his sympathy, glad to be alone for once, able 
to read on without interruption, and without his conscience 
reproaching him for his unsociability, for being so poor a 
companion to her. But the impatience and the phrase " it is 
all such rot" came between him and "Shadows in Scio- 
graphy." And then he caught himself wondering about love, 
and other fellows* lives, and was more restless than ever, until 
Amos Juxton was announced, filling in the background and 
the foreground, and the whole picture. 

As he talked to Mabel's father, he was once again sorry for 
Mabel. She had no one's consideration. Amos was so 
entirely self-sufficient, and self-sufficing. He not only filled 
the room when he entered, he filled the house. He asked 
after Mabel, of course, but he seemed to think it of no 
consequence that she had gone to bed with neuralgia. He 
brushed it aside, saying vaguely she "ought to take more 
exercise." 

"Now about that theatrical Syndicate. Yes, whisky and 
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soda. I'll mix it myself, please. And one of those Upmanns. 
IVe got a match. You were saying . . ." 

And he made himself comfortable in the chair on the 
other side of the fireplace, preparing to talk, affecting to 
listen. 

For some inexplicable reason Dennis's sympathy with 
Mabel and resentment of her father's indifference to her 
absence, made him desirous that Roddy should have his 
chance. He determined he would try and give him a 
helping hand. If Mabel liked him, why shouldn't he do him 
a good turn ? 

He put Roddy's case very carefully before Amos, and Amos 
spotted the weak points in it at once. Amos was used to 
dealing with plausible tales. 

" We've only got his word about the play, and we've only 
got his word for his own successes, and fine voice. Who 
has heard him here? Who's putting up the other three 
thousand ? What sort of press notices has he got ? " 

" Very fine Colonial, and American notices, he says." 

" I daresay. But that's very little good to us." 

Yet even whilst he was pouring out cold water, and find- 
ing every reason why he should neither finance the actor, nor 
his play, Dennis became conscious that Amos was bringing 
forward objections only that they should be overthrown. He 
was not really negativing the proposition, he was only altering 
its provisions. It became obvious to Dennis that his father- 
in-law was very much attracted by the thought of seeing 
himself as the lessee of a theatre. This was what Amos saw 
himself, not merely as a shareholder in a Syndicate. 

"The *Kemble' now, he told you the 'Kemble' was 
vacant, did he ? What's the rent of it, or could it be bought 
outright ? I should have to find that out ; whether one could 
buy. I'd rather buy, that is if I went in for it at all. About 
young Ainsworth? I recollect his father well, a very good 
dentist but no business ability, no business ability at all. He 
stopped these. ..." Amos opened his mouth and champed 
his teeth together to show how serviceable they were. " That's 
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ten years ago, and IVe never had pain nor ache, and only 
three eighteen altogether. If I go into this affair, young 
Ainsworth mustn't expect it's only to put up his play. What 
did you say was the name of the play ? * Charles Auchestet ' ! 
Well, that's not a very taking name. There's nothing very 
clever about that. * The Girl from the Orchestra ' would be 
better. I know what they want, Dennis, my boy, I've always 
known what the public want, that's the secret of my 
success . ." 

Amos grew more and more mellow, and confidential This 
was no new idea to him, he told Dennis, this idea of taking 
a theatre, and running it himself. He didn't say the 

* Kemble ' would suit him, and he didn't say it wouldn't. A 
great deal depended on whether the bars were free. As for 
young Ainsworth, the dentist's son, he would have a look at 
the play, and he'd have to hear him sing. Amos really seemed 
to swell with complacency as he figured himself as a dramatic 
critic, musical expert, connoisseur of plays. 

It only gradually became clear to Dennis Passiful that it 
was another man's game he was playing, that it had been 
Cosmo Merritt's clever fingers that had moulded Amos 
Juxton's plastic vanity until it had taken this form. Cosmo 
had obviously been working on him for many months to this 
end. Roddy Ainsworth, and "Charles Auchester," and 
the "Kemble" theatre, were all extraneous to the real 
issue. 

"It's curious your coming to me to-day about taking the 

* Kemble' theatre. As you say, I've had it in my mind 
some time. What a fuss they make about this writing, my 
boy ! Now I'll teU you something nobody else knows, not a 
soul. I've written a book myself. What do you think of that ? 
And it will be published next month. That takes your breath 
away, doesn't it? *The Tale and the Typewriter'; that's 
something like a title. It was Merritt put me up to it I 
must say he's a clever fellow. I never thought anything at 
all about the story I told him, until he came to me with it 
written out. It was just something that happened in the 
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ordinary way of business, a trade secret got from a type- 
writing girl, by a man who has had wind of it, and made 
love to her on purpose. Merritt had just written in a few 
characters, but it is my story, there was no doubt about that ; 
it was as plain as a pike-staff. And she had red hair, though I 
don't recollect telling him so. It's coming out under both 
our names ; that's only fair. * By Amos Juxton and Cosmo 
Merritt.' And now I'm coming to the point. He says there's 
a play in it, a fine play. He was talking to-night about the 
difficulty of getting a West End Manager to put up a play by 
a new author. I said I didn't think that would hold good 
with an advertiser like me. I could see about the notices. 
You know what I spend a year on the newspapers. But he 
said that wasn't the point, there were vested interests. I'm 
coming to it, don't hurry me . . . 

" Well ! I'm not going to anybody hat in hand. If I 
write a play, my boy, I can put up the play." For by now 
he thought he had not only written the story, but the play 
that grew out of it "And I'll engage what actors and 
what actresses I please. Always supposing the bars are free. 
There's money in it, boy, take my word for it, there's money 
in a well-managed theatre. Those failures we see are all due 
to the actor-manager element. A man sees himself strutting 
about in a part. He doesn't stop to think what sort of a play 
it is." 

It was a little discouraging to find how very subordinate 
Roddy and " Charles Auchester " had become. With infinite 
difficulty at last Dennis got some «ort of promise from Amos 
that if he took the " Kemble," and he liked the play, and 
thought well of Roddy's voice, he might put up "Charles 
Auchester" as a stop gap, until "The Tale and the Type- 
writer " was ready. 

" But, mind you, don't let him run away with the idea that 
salaries are going to swamp the profits. If I go in for a thing 
ifsgottopay .... God bless me! It's twelve o'clock. Here 
have I been talking away and forgetting the time. You find 
out about the bars for me, or I'll talk it over with Merritt. 
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He'll be on the telephone in a day or two. He's going to 
share expenses with Ted in that new house of his in Grosvenor 
Street. What the boy wants with a West End house at that 
rent, I can't imagine . . ." 

But Dennis could see Amos was rather pleased at the figure 
his son was going to cut, and that he had so much enterprise. 

"He don't earn his income, and if he did his income 
wouldn't cover his expenses. He's always overdrawn. But 
sh^s got her head screwed on the right way. It was her idea 
that Merritt should keep house with them. Lord Loughborough 
has just come up to London for the parliamentary season. 
His son is the other side in politics, they don't hit it off any 
too well. He's been a widower now for more than a year ; he 
don't want a grown up son living with him, disagreeing with 
him most of the time. He's got his widowed daughter there, 
and she's a handful by all accounts. But she'll call, they'll 
both call. I'm not a snob, Dennis, but there is something in 
Society when you've got money, and can afford it. I don't say 
Ted can, but / can. . . ." 

Dennis was conscious of a sudden sense of fatigue. It was 
his father-in-law's habit to drop in once or twice a week like 
this, to see his daughter, and talk about himself. But Mabel 
was a good audience, and Dennis could often lose himself in 
his own thoughts whilst they talked. Amos had prolonged 
the stance to-night, and Dennis was conscious of nothing now 
but the desire that he would finish saying good-night, and go. 
Yet an uneasy sense of duty forced him unwillingly to the 
words. 

** Do you think it wise, sir, do you think it quite wise that 
Merritt should go to Grosvenor Street? People might talk, 
might say . . ." 

"That my name has no right on the title page?" Amos 
laughed. " Good of you to warn me, boy, you needn't have 
been afraid to bring it out," for he had noted Dennis's 
hesitation. "Let 'em, that's all. Let 'em. I'm prepared. 
I've got documentary evidence, I wrote a bit of it down. ..." 

" I was not thinking of that. . . ." 
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But Amos was too full of himself and his schemes to press 
for what he had been thinking. And Dennis was tired, and a 
little uncertain of his ground. 

When Amos had left he was glad he had said nothing, glad 
too that he had done his best for Roddy. He wondered as he 
locked up and put out the lights, and went up to his room, 
whether Mabel had fallen asleep, or was lying awake wishing 
she was still free, that she had never been married; if she were 
thinking of Roddy Ainsworth. And somehow the thought 
made him uncomfortable. He had meant to do so much for 
Mabel. His last waking thought was how little she had become 
to him, how little he had given her except tolerance. 
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CHAPTER VII 

NEVERTHELESS Dennis must be acquitted of pure 
Quixotism. His life was at the moment unsatisfactory. 
For two consecutive years he had expected to be chosen for 
" The Gentlemen and Players." Now he thought seriously of 
giving up first-class cricket. He needed fresh interests, some- 
thing to prevent him becoming introspective; there was a 
long winter before him. The M.C.C. were sending a team out 
to South Africa ; and he wished he had been going with them. 
Privately, and in a way that made it possible, he had helped 
towards the expenses. Three of his best friends at the Club 
were going, and he knew he should miss them ; they were 
all golfers. Small, who was captaining them, played scratch, 
and was always available on Sunday. He knew he would 
miss Small ; and would have a " rotten " autumn. 

He did not want to spend his days in criticising MabePs 
ways, in being impatient of them. Roddy Ainsworth and the 
theatrical atmosphere generally might supply a new stimulus 
to them all. Dennis had an instinct he was living in a narrow 
and contracted area. At present it was only instinct, but 
reason was behind it. The world of the theatre has a certain 
glamour and illusion for those who know nothing of it from 
behind the footlights. Dennis had a sense of excitement over 
the matter, a feeling that it would lead to something, to some 
change ; they were all stagnating. 

But there was no stagnation where Roddy was concerned. 
Dennis had no time to get out the figures, and Amos had had 
no opportunity of communicating with Cosmo Merritt, before 
Roddy turned up again in Bond Street to urge his case, and 
the necessity for quick action. 
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" I tell you, Dennis, this play is going to draw all London. 
There are three big scenes. I suppose you know the book ? 
The first is at the Academy with all the girls in their white 
dresses, and Seraphino, you know I play Seraphino, is singing 
for them. WeVe changed him, of course, from violinist and 
conductor into a vocalist. One of the papers said my voice 
was like an organ. Without swank I think I may say he's 
right. But you shall hear me yourself. There is a fine scene 
when the dying girl sings her swan song, and Seraphino from 
outside her balcony takes up the refrain. There's a dash of 
Romeo and Juliet about it, perhaps, but the music wakes it 
up ; makes it new. Then there's the masked ball at the villa ; 
moonlight and all that sort of thing ; it wants a bit of stage 
managing I can tell you. When will Amos decide ? Hadn't I 
better open negotiations with the theatre people ? " 

It was difficult to make Roddy believe that Dennis had any 
more pressing business to occupy him. 

" I did see Amos yesterday," he admitted, somewhat reluct- 
antly. And as he expected, Roddy was eager to hear what 
had been said. He not only took hope from what Dennis told 
him, he was exultant with certainty as soon as he heard Amos 
was not absolutely averse to the idea of leasing or buying 
the " Kemble." 

" You take as many shares as he'll let you have. I tell you 
it's going to be a big thing. Musical Comedy has about had 
its day, and serious drama, Ibsen, Shaw, and that sort of 
high-falutin won't catch the same audience. Sentiment is what 
they want, or melodrama. Sentiment set to music is a * cert ' ; 
and that's what this is. There's no comic element, nothing 
vulgar. Only let Amos say the word. I'll get together the 
prettiest girls in London for the chorus. My scene with Maria 
will flood the place with tears." 

He brought all sorts of people into the Gallery to answer 
questions, or to give details. Mr. Dolland grew quite im- 
patient of them, and of the atmosphere they imported. Roddy 
said he wasn't good at figures himself but "Mr. Hart" or 
"Mr. Nathan" or "Mr. Berman," as the case might be. 
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would tell Dennis what he wanted to know, or what Amos 
wanted to know. Dennis ascertained the ground rent of the 
" Kemble," and the multifarious interests that were involved, 
under what conditions the bars would be free, and who had to 
be bought out, or "taken in." The cost of the production 
was worked out, and a tentative salary list produced. Roddy 
did nothing himself, except talk ; but he knew the right people, 
the practical people; he was sure about that, extravagantly 
eulogising to their faces each new importation. They never 
contradicted him, these geniuses of the under world. The 
whole machinery could be set in motion if the motive power 
were there, the motive power being Amos Juxton's money. 
Certainly before the week was out, carried a little off his feet 
by the other^s impetuosity, Dennis was beginning to look upon 
the production of " Charles Auchester " as one of the things 
that was sure to happen. A slight hitch, however, in the 
negotiations for the theatre gave opportune pause. It should 
have been free at the end of the run of " Moonrise " ; and 
" Moonrise " had looked like rising on a frost within a week 
of the opening. That is what Roddy had meant when he said 
the theatre was in the market. But theatrical events had once 
more surprised critics and box office, the piece had caught on 
to a certain extent, sufficiently anyway to warrant a limited 
extension of the lease to the present occupier. 

" It's only a flash in the pan, it's not real business, only 
stalls and dress circle. It's Connie Lander drawing them. 
Connie Lander will come to us when we're ready. I played 
with her two years ago in * Frisco.' ..." 

But there was no doubt Roddy was disappointed and a little 
cast down at the delay. He had taken for granted that the 
money would be forthcoming, and that the theatre was not was 
a blow. He came every day to the Bond Street Gallery, 
making Dennis his confidant, incidentally exhibiting himself 
as the supreme egoist. 

"I shall have to find something, temporarily. I hate 
sponging on you." 

If he hated it, he disguised his feeling very well, accepting 
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daily lunch, borrowing a tenner, or twenty-five, going to 
Dennis's tailor for his clothes, and to Dennis's hatter, maJcing 
free with his name and credit. 

He told Dennis stories of women, boasted a little of his 
own successes. Dennis did not appreciate these stories, thought 
many of them abominable in fact. Yet imperceptibly they 
affected him, keeping him interested, stirring in him some 
emotion for which he had no name. He never approved, but 
he always listened. He forgot about the red lacquer cabinet, 
which changed hands without his intervention, and went for 
a song. He neglected Christie's, and the masterpieces on the 
walls of his Gallery received no addition, whilst day after day 
he sat in his office, listening to Roddy's amorous and other 
adventures, becoming intimately acquainted with the affairs of 
the " Kemble " theatre, even going out to lunch at Roddy's 
invitation with the very Connie Lander who was responsible 
for the strange feverish popularity of " Moonrise." 

It was Roddy's lunch party, Dennis had never taken an 
actress out to lunch. Connie became very fascinated by 
Dennis before the meal was over, and in the manner of ladies 
of her profession, with a dash of American accent to excuse 
her boldness, she suggested he should ask her to supper one 
evening. The supper party actually took place, for Roddy 
had been enthusiastic at the suggestion, adding himself to the 
party as a matter of course. He took all the trouble of it off 
Dennis's hands. Connie brought a friend on the eventful 
occasion, with peroxide hair, and large ingenuous blue eyes. 
That made a partie carrke^ and Dennis was amazed at the 
amount of champagne the ladies absorbed, and at the liveliness 
of their conversation. 

Nevertheless he found himself yawning before the evening 
was over, and was quite glad that a paternal government 
decreed that no one should sup after twelve o'clock. There 
was so much of the talk that he did not understand, or in 
which he took no interest. Afterwards he knew he should 
have made himself aware of all the parts Connie Lander had 
ever played, and been able to answer intelligently when she 



Digitized by 



Google 



94 JOSEPH IN JEOPARDY 

questioned him as to how he thought this or that had 'gone,* 
how she looked as "Thais," or "Zenda, the Pride of the 
Pyramids," and whether her songs had suited her. She was 
certainly disappointed in him. She told Roddy afterwards that 
his friend " didn't seem to have much gumption, there was no 
go in him." Roddy admitted Dennis had the reputation in 
the Club of being somewhat of a prig, but " a good fellow for 
all that," he added : " one of the best." 

There was another lunch party, and tea in Miss Lander's 
flat, but Connie made no progress with her wooing. Dennis 
may have been interested, but he was certainly not enter- 
prising. He was really experimenting with himself, and the 
experiment proved a failure. He thought her vulgar and 
meretricious ; in the end he thought worse of her than that. 

It had been a strange bewildering week, but Mabel had 
gained by it, gained decidedly in comparison.. Each even- 
ing he went home meaning to tell her all about it and that 
he was seeing Roddy Ainsworth daily, principally he meant to 
tell her that he was seeing Roddy Ainsworth daily. But there 
never seemed to be an opening. 

Mabel complained more than usual about her neuralgia, 
and seemed nervously to avoid conversation with him, talking 
sometimes spasmodically and inconsequently about her paint- 
ing or household matters, but with unusual intervals of silence. 
She looked ill, and Dennis was sorry for her; believing she 
was suffering. He could criticise, but could not analyse. 
Everything seemed suddenly to have altered in his way of 
regarding life, and to have become complex instead of simple. 
He began to wonder sometimes if marriage had been more 
satisfying to Mabel than to himself, to doubt it. He thought 
he detected something apologetic in her manner and feeble 
vehemence of interpolated talk. Now he wanted her to meet 
Roddy, anticipating her disillusionment. He had a spasm of 
self-reproach after the termination of his short-lived acquaint- 
ance with Connie Lander, and bought Mabel a Louis Seize 
pendant, a pretty fragile thing that had caught his eye in a 
sale-room. In expressing her admiration and gratitude, she 
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tried to say something else to him, but burst into tears and 
rushed from the room. He was indefinably irritated, and when 
they met again, he made another effort to bring in Roddy 
Ainsworth's name. He felt he was keeping them apart, but 
quite without intention. On the contrary, he wished them 
to meet. 

Roddy himself cut the Gordian knot, and in the simplest 
way. He sauntered into the Gallery one day, as usual, but 
found Dennis in earnest conversation with a little grey gentle- 
man with side whiskers and gold eyeglasses. Impressively 
one of the assistants came forward and whispered to Roddy 
that it was Lord Rosenstein, and that Mr. Passiful must not 
be interrupted. 

"How long is he likely to keep him?" Roddy asked 
impatiently. 

"There is no saying, sir. Lord Rosenstein generally 
goes round the Gallery when he comes in. Sometimes Mr. 
Passiful goes out with him. If there is any message . . ." 

"Tell him IVe got the score of the music at last. I 
want him to hear it, and Mr. Juxton. . . ." 

Roddy was really annoyed to think that Lord Rosenstein, 
or anybody else, should stand between him and his desires, 
him and his intentions. Dennis found a moment to come 
over to him and say quietly : 

"Sorry, Ainsworth, I can't get away just now, he doesn't 
like to be left." 

Roddy seized the moment and the lapel of his coat : 

" But I say, IVe got the score of the music. I want Juxton 
to hear it. Can't I get at him, or at Mabel ? I must have 
some one to play it for me. I want to see Mabel again. It 
isn't everybody could play these songs. You've never given 
me your address." 

Dennis gave it, hurriedly. 

"Yes, go and see Mabel, by all means. I don't know 
whether you'll find her at home. Go into the office, ask over 
the telephone." 

Mabel must be warned, prepared. But Lord Rosenstein 
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was not a customer who could be ignored, or kept waiting. 
Dennis went back to him, composing his mind to listen whilst 
that famous collector gave his view of the new " Duchess of 
Devonshire," and the old, or perhaps renaissance, Venus with 
the Cestus, of Bode and the Lucas bust. Lord Rosenstein 
revelled in art gossip as women in bargain sales. But no 
picture dealer could afford to cut short his garrulity. Dennis 
kept that in mind, even if only part of his intelligence was pre- 
sent, and the rest occupied in wondering whether Roddy would 
find Mabel altered ; and what Mabel would think of Roddy. 

It was characteristic of Roddy to have entirely forgotten how 
he and Mabel had last parted, of anything the girl might have 
suffered. 

Dennis could not leave Lord Rosenstein again, and the 
latter maundered on through all that interminable afternoon. 
He did, however, find time to ask his assistant : 

" Did Mr. Ainsworth get through to Hamilton Terrace ? " 

" Yes, sir, I think so, sir. He said he was going straight up 
there. He had the music with him." 

But any anxiety Dennis had felt on MabeFs behalf was 
set at rest before he had been home ten minutes. Roddy -s 
visit seemed to have had the effect of loosening Mabel's 
tongue, and restoring her to her habitual volubility. 

"It was so kind and thoughtful of him to telephone me. 
I was just back from Church Row. Ursula has a cold, and 
I thought perhaps I could read her something of Mrs. Eddy's. 
She has only got to think she hasn't a cold, you know. But 
she sneezed so much, poor thing, it was difficult to persuade 
her. Agatha, who never sneezed at all, thought it all so 
wonderful. But of course she has no cold to commence with, 
which made it so much easier. When I came home the 
telephone was actually ringing. So I changed into my 
brown . . ." 

But it was about the interview Dennis wanted to hear, and 
as soon as he could get a word in edgeways he asked : 

" Did you find Ainsworth altered ? " 

At that her colour changed a little. 
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" No ! I don't know. He, he is . . . older." 

She faltered a little, then took courage ; her courage was a 
poor thing, but it affected Dennis, who avoided looking at her, 
and moved about the room as if searching for something that 
interested him more than her answer to his question, which 
now he felt had been unkind, almost brutal, like the probing 
of a wound. 

"I say, Where's that book I left here last night, the one 
I was reading?" 

But having found her courage, the flush coming and going 
in her sallow cheek, she went on more bravely, and without 
stumbling. 

" I thought I did not want to see him, but it all came so 
suddenly. And I was agitated, and then so pleased. It was 
like old times. You don't mind, do you ? He wants to see 
me again, often. He wants me to take up my music. You 
see we were friends for so long. When you were at Harrow 
he was still at home, going to a day school. His father was 
our dentist, and they were quite poor. I wonder if you 
remember, you did not know him imtil after that, did you ? 
Roddy would not have had music lessons at all but for me. 
He said so himself to-day. He had such a beautiful boy's 
voice, like you hear in a Cathedral. He sang duets with me 
sometimes . . ." 

She stopped short. " You don't mind?" she saiti again, 
confused. 

"Mind? What should I mind? He's an egoistical 
braggart, and in time I should think you'd find him a bore." 
To avoid her eyes and give the conversation the lightest 
possible tone seemed the kindest thing to do in the face of 
her obvious agitation. 

Dennis had never cared enough for any woman to be 
agitated about her. Mabel's attitude about Roddy Ainsworth 
inspired him with an unwilling interest ; a little contemptuous. 
He thought of the stories Roddy had told him of women who 
had offered themselves to him. Not but what he knew his 
wife's timorous modesty, it was that which had originally 
7 
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attracted him to her. He was vexed, even if he did not admit 
it to himself, that she should be agitated or engrossed in 
Roddy Ainsworth ; it was incongruous in her, and he liked 
to think of her as unvarying. Dennis wanted married life 
made easy. Nevertheless he would not thwart or influence 
Mabel She must do what she liked. 

" Have him here as often as you like. It will relieve me. 
He has been sitting about in the Gallery all the week, in- 
terrupting business. I suppose you know he wants your 
father to put up money for him, to take a theatre?" 

" Oh, yes ! It would be so nice if he did. Roddy wants 
me to play some of the score to him. It is such a pity IVe 
let my music get rusty. He was quite vexed once or twice 
to-day, and that made me worse. And the accompaniments 
to the solos are so difficult. But I wanted you to know all 
about it before I began to practise. I'll finish painting the 
new poppy piece for the dinner table first. I am not going 
to neglect any of my duties. But he said he never had had 
an accompanist that suited him like I did. He means to 
take up a great deal of my time. Dennis, you are sure you 
don't mind?" 

Her anxiety to be of use to Roddy was obvious, yet at the 
same time she would not rob her husband of any of his due. 
She was loyal and good all through, if inept. And again he 
wondered if marriage had brought her much more than it 
had him, or if her vapid continuity of talk covered the 
same emptiness as his silences. 

" I'm very glad if he gives you a new interest in life, some- 
thing to think about. He might cure you of Christian 
Science." 

" Oh dear, yes ! He met some of them in America. Such 
dreadful stories he told me of their untruths, and how keen 
they were for money. I'm sure I shall never read Mrs. 
Eddy's book again." She hastened to reassure him. But 
then pulled herself up to say that she would never have 
pursued her studies in Christian Science if she had thought 
that Dennis objected. 
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Dennis said, rather brutally, that it was better than Female 
Suffrage. After that he was permitted to read in peace for 
a while, and Mabel stole away to her studio, where she started 
the assiduous practising that Roddy had urged upon her. 

Dennis, for the next few days, had his office to himself. 
The scene of Roddy's eloquence was transferred to Hamilton 
Terrace, where practising went on from early morn till dewy 
eve. 

And there, one day, to Fanny's astonishment, quickly 
changed to suspicion, she was actually denied admission! 

" Mrs. Passiful is not to be disturbed," Mary said. 

" But is she alone . . . who is with her ? " 

Fanny heard that Mr. Ainsworth was with her, they were 
practising together. Fanny was altogether astonished, irritated, 
and curious. She talked about it to Cosmo, who laughed 
and said he should think Mabel was quite safe. 

Mabel, unconscious of Fanny's comments, was yet vexed 
to hear that she had been turned from the door. Mabel was 
absorbed in the music of the new play, and in working to 
prepare it for her father's acceptance. It was quite a little 
conspiracy that was hatching, whereby Amos was to be forced 
into hearing what neither Mabel nor Roddy had any doubt 
would secure his support. Interruption would have been 
fatal to these rehearsals. It was Roddy who instructed 
Mary, and was liberal to her. If he had borrowed money 
from Dennis, no one could say he hoarded it. Mabel was 
dreadfully afraid lest Fanny had been offended, she knew 
how sensitive Fanny was. 

Meanwhile, "The Tale and the Typewriter," by Amos 
Juxton and Cosmo Merritt, appeared and was received with 
that spurious admiration by the Press that every big advertiser 
can command, and that presents the semblance of success 
to a happy amateur author. The reviewers might have had 
their tongues in their cheek when they spoke of " The Tale 
and the Typewriter" as a masterpiece of invention and 
technique, proving talent of an unusual degree, almost 
amounting to genius in its sublimer passages of passion and 
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poetry. Cosmo had many influential friends, and "Juxton's" 
took full pages all the year round. Amos never saw the 
tongue thrust into cheek, it was the other side* he noted with 
exultation, smooth and smiling. There was no question but 
that the book must be dramatised, and the " Kemble " secured 
as soon as it was vacant. Amos's good humour overflowed, 
and effervesced in those days. Fanny secured an extra 
cheque for new furniture. If the bulk of it went in clothes 
with which to astonish Crockford's no one was any wiser, 
nor worse. MabeFs request for a hearing for "Charles 
Auchester " found easy assent. Time and place were quickly 
arranged. It was customary for Dennis and Mabel, Ted and 
Fanny to dine every Sunday with Amos at Fitzjohn's Hall. 

" You bring your music, and the young man to sing it, the 
Sunday after next I'll have Merritt there to give his opinion. 
I*m not saying I'm going to take the theatre, nor what I'm 
going to produce there when I have got it. * The Tale and 
the Typewriter' isn't ready. Mr. Merritt and I are not 
satisfied with the lyrics, and we haven't decided on a 
composer. I'll hear the young fellow's songs, or what of 
them you've got ready to play to me. Don't let him build 
too much on it, that's all." 

It was not in Mabel to try and nobble Fanny, nor to realise 
the advisability of so doing. But her conscience reproaching 
her that she had said she was " out " when she was at home, 
she wrote inviting her to lunch, to meet Mr. Ainsworth, and 
she added a timid hope that she would be able to stay for 
half an hour or so afterwards, and listen to the new musical 
melodrama. 

Fanny accepted Mabel's invitation; she was a practical 
"free fooder," always ready to lunch or dine out with any- 
body, anywhere, to avoid the mere chance of domesticity, 
or t^te-a-tHe with Ted. 

She also wished to see the man who had been "closeted 
with Mabel." She had little doubt of the result. Fanny's 
vanity was quite a unique thing, she really thought she was 
irresistible. When any man failed to give her a due meed of 
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admiration, she found him "weird," or "quite imcanny," 
"quaint," or "not only impossible but improbable." She 
had now quite a few phrases culled from Cosmo, that gave 
her an air of smartness. 

But the entertainment, if the luncheon party was to be 
considered in that light, proved something of a fiasco. After 
a few osillades, to which the "weird looking actor" proved 
himself completely indifferent, Fanny would talk of nothing but 
Crockford's, boasting in her languid and indifferent way of the 
aristocrats who played cards there, and of what each and all of 
them had said about Miss Jones. From Fanny's conversation 
it appeared that there was no other subject discussed at the 
Club but Miss Jones, her dress, manners, appearance, and the 
Scotch Baronet who was supposed to be enamoured of her, but 
of whom Fanny obviously thought better things. Now Roddy 
Ainsworth had no sort of interest in Miss Jones, nor, be it 
admitted, in anybody but Roddy Ainsworth, and incidentally 
"Charles Auchester." Mabel tried to please both of them, 
wandering from Miss Jones to Maria, and Seraphino to Fanny's 
new frock, with a nervous desire to please both her guests, and 
place them en rapport. But failure resulted, as was perhaps 
inevitable. 

Fanny had not nice table manners. She crumbled her bread, 
picked at the food on her plate, mixed it up with her fork, and 
left it uneaten ; declaring she had no appetite, and only cared 
for pickles and salted almonds. When her want of appetite, 
and love of pickles, excited no attention from Roddy, she said 
to Mabel that she had a most terrible headache, she didn't 
believe she could listen to music. Her head became worse 
as Roddy showed more and more familiarity with Mabel, 
urging on her the necessity of becoming completely ac- 
quainted with the whole score of " Charles Auchester " before 
Sunday, and reproaching her with want of spirit in it. When 
Fanny had cracked a filbert with her pretty white teeth, and 
Roddy had ignored the performance, it became obvious, 
even to Mabel, that all hope of harmony between her guests 
was over. Fanny — still talking about Miss Jones and the 
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Club — left quite early, and fortunately the afternoon became 
free for further practice. 

Before the time for Amos to pronounce a verdict had arrived, 
Dennis grew sick of hearing fragments of the "Charles 
Auchester " score, and of being regaled with tit bits of the 
dialogue, and the words of the songs. Mabel could think and 
talk of nothing else, speculating as to what her father would 
say of this, that, or the other number, half elated at the import- 
ance of her position in the matter, desperately nervous lest she 
should break down at a critical moment, spoiling Roddy's 
effects, or incurring his just anger. 

It seemed to Dennis, watching, that Mabel had forgotten all 
her sufferings on Roddy's account, all her fears of meeting him 
again, her doubts and tremors. She was singularly happy and 
occupied, younger looking than when she had married; the 
short sighted eyes were very soft, and bluer than he had noticed 
them. She talked less, hardly at all of anything but the play. 

Dennis saw his father-in-law once during this week. He 
came into the Gallery with a bundle of press cuttings that he 
thought Dennis might care to see. There was one headed 
" The Playtime of Famous Men," which Amos pooh-poohed, 
but was careful Dennis should not miss a word. 

He swelled visibly whilst Dennis was reading the article, 
saying how much he deprecated that kind of thing. 

It was illustrated with Amos's portrait, and there was another 
one of the interior of his library. Amos " could not think " 
where they had been obtained. That to which he wanted to 
draw Dennis's attention, however, was a curious coincidence, 
a phrase. The article said that " Amos Juxton supplied the 
people with food, but there was other than material food, for 
which the populace was hungering ! There was no doubt he 
could supply that also if he would." 

Cosmo Merritt knew his man, and that a sense of humour 
was not his strong point. The article laid the butter on a 
little thick, perhaps, and Amos had a buttered look ; Dennis 
noticed it. 

" It was to that I wanted to draw your attention. Curious, 
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isn't it, that line ? It*s true you know, in a sense. They want 
good fiction as well as good food. And then there is the theatre, 
it's a great educator, Dennis. I wouldn't have anything but 
what a mother could bring her girl to see, no innuendo, or 
anything of that sort. The programmes could be interleaved 
with * Juxton's quick supper ' scheme, and a nice tea served 
between the acts, made fresh. China tea, mind you, not that 
Indian stuff you get now, stewed, half cold. Not that I've 
made up my mind, only I thought you'd like to see what the 
papers were saying." 

Amos had always loved seeing his name in print, but some- 
times he had resented the terms. Every notice of his book 
seemed indirect or gratuitous advertisement, and gratified him 
as a business man, as well as a great raconteur. His appetite 
grew by what it fed on, and in imagination he saw his theatre 
as a great advertising medium for "Juxton's," with himself 
hailed as the great benefactor of the age. 

" Clean plays, great moral plays, my boy, that's what they 
want. I shouldn't mind losing money over them either, if I 
felt sure I was doing good, giving them other than material 
food." He quoted the sentence with great complacence; it 
seemed to fit his circumstance so admirably. 

Dennis could only marvel at his father-in-law's obtuseness, 
and at Cosmo's adroitness. For himself he was pledged to 
give Roddy his chance. And not for the world would he have 
driven from Mabel's face that new young look of happiness, 
nor quenched the eagerness with which she waited for her 
father's decision. If Dennis wondered sometimes if he had 
been everything a husband should be to Mabel, he was at least 
more than her friend. He was becoming more critical alto- 
gether, of himself as well as of his wife. And his intelligence 
made him a good critic. If ever he began to think, he would 
think clearly ; but of course, when his leg got all right again 
he would have no time for thinking. Mabel was a giver, but 
there had been no gift he wanted from her. She was blos- 
soming in Roddy Ainsworth's need; that was what he 
thought now. 
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The momentous Sunday arrived at last. Punctually at eight 
o'clock Amos was airing his enormous width before the fire- 
place in the drawing-room of Fitzjohn*s Hall. His white waist- 
coat accentuated his size. The guests arrived almost simultane- 
ously. It was known that punctuality was one of his hobbies, 
and most of those who were present were bent one way or 
another on propitiating him. 

"Well, here we all are!" he exclaimed with satisfaction, 
when Mr. and Mrs. Ted Juxton, Mr. and Mrs. Dennis Passiful, 
Mr. Cosmo Merritt, and Mr. Ainsworth, had been definitely 
and separately announced by the butler with the assistance 
of two liveried footmen. 

"You two are the only strangers." He indicated Roddy 
to Cosmo. The two were immediately conscious of antipathy. 
Cosmo regarded Roddy's long hair with disfavour, and found 
his collar too low. Roddy was almost too much occupied 
with himself to be censorious, but Cosmo's eyeglass, held in 
its place without visible support, seemed somewhat offensive. 
In a way, too, it had been conveyed to him that Cosmo was 
the arbiter of his destinies. Amos being the moneyed man, 
this seemed unfair. Also, notwithstanding the press notices 
of which he had boasted, Roddy distrusted journalists, not 
quite without cause. Policemen and cabmen have the same 
feeling towards each other. 

" This is a family meeting, Mr. Ainsworth. Sunday is the 
day for the family ! I've always said it, and I always shall. 
I've made an exception in your favour to-night, for I look upon 
Mr. Merritt as practically one of the family, seeing that now 
he occupies the same house. I remember you, young fellow," 
he went on, talking to Roddy, "when you were almost no 
height. Many a trick your father performed on my teeth. 
We were a regular income to him. There was Mabel with a 
plate, and Ted with toothache, and as for me. . . ." Again 
he opened his mouth and showed his golden molars. " Good 
work, eh ? Your father did good work. We'll see presently 
of what his son is capable. But dinner is on the table. You 
take in Mabel. I remember when you were always running 



Digitized by 



Google 



JOSEPH IN JEOPARDY 105 

after Mabel, never out of the house. She found a better match 
for herself, eh ? " 

But now dinner was announced and they all followed Amos 
into the dining-room. On such occasions Amos put on company 
manners, and offered Fanny his arm. Fanny was still persona 
grata with her father-in-law, although she had not, as a rule, 
the gift of retaining her friends. It was only Cosmo Merritt 
who, after five years, appeared to be faithful to her. Their 
alliance however was offensive and defensive, a curious thing, 
not explicable on ordinary grounds. 

It was Mabel who sat at her father's left hand. Her 
marriage was entirely satisfactory ; Amos Juxton liked Dennis 
as well as any man he knew, better than most in fact. Some 
quality of candour or simplicity in the young man, his com- 
plete honesty, perhaps his belief in that of other people, had 
endeared him to his father-in-law. Amos was curiously proud 
of Dennis, too, and Mabel shared the favour with which he 
regarded his son-in-law. 

Ted on the other hand was never anything but a vexation. 
Once he had been ambitious for Ted, but he had had no satis- 
faction in his ambitions ; now he found fault with him con- 
tinually. Yet Cosmo, who was a good observer, especially 
when his own interests were concerned, held the opinion, 
notwithstanding Amos's constant fault-finding with his son, 
and the way he habitually spoke of, and to, him, that Ted 
was really the innermost core of Amos's heart, and that his 
censoriousness was a cloak for a feeling of which because he 
could not be proud, he was a little ashamed. 

But whichever of his children he loved, or whether be loved 
either of them, he was equally tactful in his conversation. 
Having made his observation about Roddy running after 
Mabel, and implied that Mabel had thrown him over for 
Dennis, he turned his attention to Ted, and began to chaff 
him about his clothes. His clothes and his wife were Ted's 
sensitive points. Before the soup was finished, and Amos 
gulped it down with strange noises, his serviette tucked under 
his collar, he had touched on both. 
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Ted was heavily built, his hair grew low on his forehead, 
and his clean-shaven face was rugged and sullen. He had 
coarse hands and big feet, he slouched in his carriage, slunk 
through life, speaking but little. Fanny had laughed at him 
so often for what he said or left unsaid, exposed his uncouth- 
ness to him so ruthlessly, that now he had little self-respect 
left His brain power was perhaps a little below the normal, 
the fist was his only idea of a repartee. But Cosmo always 
told him that a man should consider his appearance, and in 
that Fanny agreed with him. It was under Cosmo's advice 
that Ted's dress clothes came from the best tailor in London. 
His shirts were soft, and of the latest fashion, his jewelled 
waistcoat buttons, four of them in the long pointed double- 
breasted garment that was the " dernier cri " in " Modes for 
Men," matched the sleeve links, and toned with his studs. 
He, too, had lately taken to carrying an eyeglass. It was his 
misfortune that it would not keep in position as Cosmo's did. 
But placing and replacing it served him with an occupation, 
and his father with the opportunity for satire, of which he 
availed himself freely. 

"Try Stickphast, Ted," he said now, looking up from his 
soup, " or train Fanny to hold it in for you. She's an obedient 
wife I take it, and wouldn't go back on you." 

Ted's short hoarse laugh was the only answer to the gibe, 
but Fanny, who had little sense of humour, remarked, " I see 
myself doing it," with a toss of her head. 

It was strange that at Amos Juxton's house one dined better 
than at any of those he served. Since his children were 
married, he had discarded the communal system. He said 
it was only truly economical for a family. He had his own 
chef and kitchen-maids, his portentous butler, so much like 
himself in build, the footmen and a full establishment. There 
was perhaps a lack of elegance about the repast, consisting as 
it did of mulligatawny soup, boiled turbot, roast beef with 
Yorkshire pudding, and a baked treacle tart. The menu varied 
but slightly from year's end to year's end. Salmon was some- 
times substituted for turbot, the mulligatawny was occasionally 
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replaced with ox tail, and exceptionally with turtle. The 
vegetables followed the seasons. In the summer, instead of 
the treacle, there were gooseberries, cherries, or currants for 
the pudding. It was not elegant, but all the materials were 
of the very best. It had been difficult to train a French 
chef to Amos's tastes; a German compromise, instructed 
by Juxton's, finally solved the problem. Amos liked his 
guests to eat heartily, and it was with difficulty always that he 
condoned Fanny's conduct at meals. 

The silver on the table was bright and there were flowers 
in specimen glasses. Nothing was lacking but good humour. 
Fanny and Ted had been quarrelling all day. It had ended 
as usual in Ted giving in on every point, and Fanny sulking 
because he had not done so before. 

Fanny was dressed in white, and Mabel in a new orange- 
coloured charmeuse trimmed with oriental embroidery. Fanny 
found time to admire it before they left the drawing-room. 
And Cosmo had regarded it with interest. Mabel did not 
know that Cosmo's interest was due to Fanny's admiration. 
He knew there must be something singularly unbecoming or 
hideous about a fellow-woman's dress if Fanny admired it. 
And truly the orange hue was unfortunate for Mabel's com- 
plexion. But Mabel was pleased with Fanny's praise and 
showed at her best, as soon as she had recovered from her 
father's observation. She admired her father very much, but 
his jocosity had always been a terror to her and Ted. It 
provided Cosmo with an aphorism which, however, he had not 
yet put into polished form. " The fiinny man has tarely a sense 
of humour" expressed it but dully. Margaret Lemon, to 
whom he was in the habit of taking his best things, had told 
him that it was feeble. 

Cosmo made no effort to shine at this family dinner-party. 
Observant silence was his attitude. And Fanny, as always, 
kept him amused. Whatever their relations, and the whole of 
Hampstead was exercised over the matter, he had certainly 
no illusions about her; and she may have been madly in love 
with him, popular opinion said that she was, but it did not 
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prevent her from making uncomplimentary remarks to him in 
public, though certainly they were made in a flirtatious way ; 
but the flirtatious way was the only way Fanny knew of talking 
to any man who was not her husband. " Cosmo, I hate you," 
accompanied by a shrug or an ceillade^ was one of her favourite 
phrases. She often accused him of meanness, and gave in- 
stances that failed to prove it If Ted, however, dared to 
agree in any attack she might make on Cosmo, she would 
turn upon him furiously and say unthinkable things ; but not 
in her father-in-law's presence. Amos exercised some restrain- 
ing influence over her. She behaved better towards Ted when 
Amos was present than at any other time. It was a sad 
spectacle, nevertheless, to see the two together, and to notice 
how little of the man there was left in Ted after six years of 
married life to a girl whom he loved, and who was dependent 
upon him for the very bread she ate. But her nature knew 
no gratitude, and her heart no softness. Dennis suspected 
more than he knew, seeing the demoralisation of Ted's 
character. He was, however, as yet far from realising her com- 
pletely, and often thought Ted might have managed her better, 
exercised more control over her. He also blamed him for a 
violent temper that gave Fanny excuse for much that she said 
and did. She pretended to be frightened of her personal 
safety, and had more than once said if it had not been for 
Cosmo, and his influence over Ted, she could not have gone 
on living with him. Her attitude to-night, for instance, was 
one of dejection. 

" Ted's been simply intolerable, all day," she said to Mabel. 
And, of course, poor Ted heard it, as had been meant The 
only offence of which he was conscious was having asked her 
to go for a walk in the Park with him. 

" One would think Ted had been beating you," Amos said 
jocosely. The swimming eyes she turned on him, and then 
away, almost admitted the charge. But Cosmo laughed, and 
the growl from Ted seemed to be directed more at him for 
laughing than against Fanny for implying the correctness of 
bis father's guess. 
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If there had been any stranger present but Roddy Ainsworth, 
who obviously was not worth powder and shot, Fanny might 
have revived. But Roddy could talk nothing but "Charles 
Auchester " and " the Kemble," the run of " Moonrise," and 
a short engagement he had just been offered, to play Oliver 
Orchard's part in " The Girl from Galway," whilst that eminent 
comedian was " resting," after a severe attack of professional 
jealousy. He had an idea that everyone at the table wanted to 
hear what he had to say. And perhaps that was well. For 
Amos had a habit of becoming absorbed in his food, and no 
one else was conversationally inclined. 

Cosmo was interested in seeing what form Fanny's ill-temper 
would take. He really understood her so much better than 
anyone else. He knew she would be unable to bear Amos's 
kindness to Mabel, Mabel's evident happiness and pride in 
her pupil or prot^g^. Mabel was looking young, almost nice- 
looking to-night, notwithstanding her unbecoming dress. It 
was not given to Fanny to see another woman's happiness with 
equanimity, from whatever source. 

" I should think the play would go to pieces without Oliver 
Orchard," Fanny said. 

"Come and see me take his part," Roddy said good- 
humouredly. 

" But I hear the booking has fallen off altogether since the 
public have known he is out of the bill" 

What Fanny had heard, and what Fanny invented, were often 
the same thing; but she could not get through Roddy 
Ainsworth's thick skin. 

"They don't know I'm in it yet. The announcement will 
be made to-morrow. I shouldn't be surprised if there was 
quite a fresh boom given to the play. They are going to ask 
the Press when I've sung myself in, make a regular first night 
of it. You ought all to come. Won't you, sir?" he asked 
Amos. 

She could not hurt Roddy, so she put out a little spiteful 
paw with which to claw poor Ted. Ted jumped when she 
addressed him, although it had only been to ask him to pass 
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her a salted almond, she said it was the only thing she fancied. 
The eyeglass figured again, it dropped into the treacle tart. 
The incident might have been ignored, if Fanny had not drawn 
the attention of the whole table to it, by her malicious laugh, 
by repeating Amos's witticism, and saying the "Stickphast" 
had better be brought down ; it was such a pity he should use 
the treacle. 

" You shut up." 

Ted grew red, and there was a little passage of arms between 
the husband and wife, not very edifying. Dennis saw how 
Fanny's malicious laugh had exasperated Ted, how his sensi- 
tiveness wilted under her ridicule. It is possible Cosmo saw 
it, too, and was amused, for such things amused him. But he 
covered it up by entering languidly into the conversation with 
an anecdote about Oliver Orchard and the prima donna, 
under cover of which Ted's red face, and Fanny's satisfaction 
in having roused him, escaped Amos's attention. He was 
recommending Dennis to try a glass of port. 

"You're too sober, my boy. You overdo it. That port 
cost me six-and-six a bottle in bond ..." 

Mabel was sorry for Ted, and that the incident should have 
interrupted what Roddy was saying. But Roddy went on 
talking about himself, when Cosmo's anecdote was finished, 
quite unaffected. 

When the ladies had left the room, things went a little 
better. Cosmo drew his chair up to Amos, and began to tell 
him what he had heard. people saying about "The Tale and 
the Typewriter," and what a fine play it would make. 

"I think I've found a librettist. As for the music . . ." 
Roddy dashed into this with another eulogy of the music of 
" Charles Auchester " and what a treat they were going to have 
presently, when Mabel ran through the score and he let them 
hear some of the songs. 

Cosmo, notwithstanding his prejudice against long hair, was 
so anxious that Amos should take the " Kemble " as soon as it 
could be got, that he refrained from snubbing Roddy. It did 
not matter what they put on at first. Why not "Charles 
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Auchester," since Dennis Passiful was backing it, and Dennis 
had his father-in-law's ear. The great thing was that Amos 
should have the house. Cosmo saw endless advantages to 
himself when Amos should be the lessee of the Kemble theatre. 
He knew the world quite well, into which the other was 
venturing as a novice ; he had no fear of any influence Roddy 
Ainsworth might acquire, he knew the type, and that its 
egotism swamped its interests. But for his constitutional 
inertia Cosmo Merritt would have been a great man, or a rich 
one. He could always see his opportunities ; getting up early 
enough to take advantage of them was what generally beat 
him in the end. That he could not do. He put in just the 
right word at the right time, when Roddy's eloquence inter« 
fered with what was meant to be a private talk with Amos. 
Amos might listen to " Charles Auchester " and consider the 
author as a possible candidate for setting " The Tale and the 
Typewriter" to music. But Cosmo would see that Amos 
recognised Roddy as only " out for himself." 

Dennis urged the merits of " Charles Auchester " temperately 
and tactfully. Ted was the only one who took no part in the 
conversation. The poor fellow was ashamed that he had lost 
his temper, sorry that he had spoken rudely to Fanny. He 
knew that he was always putting his foot into it, but she 
exasperated him and he resented his father's interference. He 
did not look sorry, he only looked sullen, and smoked aggres- 
sively, whilst the plays were under discussion, nursing his 
grievances. 

"Well, you're sitting there as glum as if I'd given you 
under-done mutton " Amos said to him once. " Did you 
read * The Tale and the Typewriter ' ? What do you make of 
it ? Think your father can write as well as any of 'em, eh ? " 

"To tell you the honest truth, I couldn't get through it,'* 
Ted answered doggedly. " I like those stories of Jacobs." 

Roddy knew enough to praise the "Tale and the Type- 
writer " sky high. 

By the time the move was made into the drawing-room 
Amos had come to the conclusion that if " Charles Auchester '^ 
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was good enough, he might open the season at the ' Kemble ' 
with it. Renting or purchasing the * Kemble' had been 
decided upon, although no one, except perhaps Cosmo, knew 
how the decision had been reached. It had been reiterated 
again and again that '^ Charles Auchester" had drawn all 
America, and was therefore bound to draw at least half 
London. 

"But we must hear Mr. Ainsworth's voice," Cosmo said 
in the hall. " We must assure ourselves of its calibre. His 
'Seraphino,' as he tells us, may have satisfied New York, 
although I believe, correct me if I am wrong, that there were 
one or two dissentient opinions in the press — important dis- 
sentients. The London audience is so much more critical. 
We might be able to get Angell . . ." 

This had the anticipated effect of angering Roddy. He had 
the option of the play, nobody but himself could put it up. 
Dennis held him back, almost with force. 

" Let it go at that, Roddy. It's all right, can't you see it's 
all right ? Merritt has a way of putting one's back up, it's his 
method, my sister-in-law taught it to him, I believe, but it 
doesn't mean anything. You can see for yourself that Mr. 
Juxton has quite decided upon becoming the lessee of the 

* Kemble.' Isn't that good enough for you ? He'll put up 

* Charles Auchester ' if you can sing him into a belief in it. 
Isn't that enough for one night ? " 

Dennis held Roddy back while he expostulated with him. 
He meant to see that he had fair play ; he scarcely knew why, 
except that he was Mabel's old friend. 

" That's true. My option won't expire for three months." 
Roddy was easily assuaged. " But fancy that monocled fool 
doubting my fitness to play lead. Do you think if I had not 
had the best tenor voice in England that Fowler would have 
recommended me to play Oliver Orchard's part, or that 
Edwards would have engaged me for it ? He heard me, he 
didn't go on the recommendation alone. You see he'll offer 
me a permanent engagement. But that's not what I want." 

" I know well enough what you want, and you'll get it, too. 
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But keep calm, don't quarrel with Merritt if you want Amos 
Juxton's ear or money. Come along." 

In the drawing-room, Fanny, relapsed into depression, 
perched on the fender-stool, her back rounded, a little himched, 
was complaining of headache. Mabel had been sympatheti- 
cally plying her with aspirin and advice. Whenever Mabel 
ceased to be sorry for Ted, she began to feel sorry for Fanny. 
The entrance of the men cut short her ministrations. Fanny 
revived when Cosmo joined her on the fender-stool. And 
Mabel, at Roddy's instigation, went at once to the piano. 

Fanny, looking up from her low toned conversation as Ted 
came in, said to him : 

"I suppose you are going to tell us what you think of 
Mr. Ainsworth's voice." And then, turning to Roddy, who 
was already arranging the music for Mabel on the stand, she 
added : 

"Ted ought to be a good judge of voices. He hasn't 
missed a performance at a Music Hall for years. Lottie 
Collins is his favourite heroine in real life, and he simply 
raves about Malcolm Scott." 

** And what's the matter with Malcolm Scott ? " Ted put in. 

" Nothing," she answered, smiling sweetly ; her good humour 
suddenly restored. " Nothing, but this is serious music, isn't 
it ? " She appealed prettily to Roddy. 

" Oh, if it's serious music, I'm off. Come for a turn in the 
garden, Dennis, my father keeps his rooms so hot," Ted 
remarked. 

Amos thought the room was very comfortable, but there 
was no pleasing Ted. Amos was already enthroned in his 
favourite easy chair, his coat was thrown open, he had his 
hands folded over his stomach, a favourite attitude. He 
looked the picture of well-fed benevolence, as he signalled to 
Mabel to begin. 

Dennis followed Ted out of the room. He had done all that 

was necessary, and already he was tired of hearing Mabel play 

snatches of the music from " Charles Auchester." The garden, 

even in the chill autumnal air, was more to his mind than the 

8 
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juxtaposition of those two on the fender-stool, perhaps of the 
other two at the piano. Mabel was again absurdly wrapped 
up in the fellow. But it was good to see her looking so 
happy. 

Mabel, although as a musician she was more accomplished 
than inspired, was really an excellent accompanist. She had 
no desire to show her own prowess, and a great wish that 
Roddy should have his chance. Indeed his voice was re- 
markable, and his diction excellent If Mabel, who had a 
trained ear, and knew when a divergence from note must be 
concealed, helped him more than was legitimate or than would 
be conceded by an orchestra, none of her auditors were aware 
of it. 

Amos openly expressed his pleasure after the first song, and 
praised it heartily. Cosmo, more cautious, said it was certainly 
a very good voice in a room, but he should like to hear it in a 
theatre, or large concert hall. Fanny gave forth some wholly 
ignorant remarks about the music, which she said reminded 
her of Wagner. Cosmo, for his own entertainment, made her 
point out the resemblance, and Fanny said, perceiving she was 
being ridiculed, " Cosmo, I hate you," and began to wonder if 
she could persuade Ted to walk home ; it was such a fine night 
and he needed exercise. Cosmo was never nicer to her than 
when he had been "nasty." 

" Why not hear me in a theatre then ? Why not make up a 
party and come on Wednesday ? Then Mr. Juxton and you 
will both get an idea of what I am like on the stage. They 
are sending round notices and press invitations. I must say 
Edwards is behaving well over it. They are billing me as 
•The Great Australian Tenor.'" 

" I should so like to hear you on the stage," Mabel mur- 
mured. 

" You mean all of us to come ? " Amos said tentatively. 

" It would be great fun," Fanny put in. 

"As a matter of fact I believe I have a stall," Cosmo 
volunteered. Roddy urged Amos. He sang again, and gave 
them a specimen of what he could do that Oliver Orchard had 
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left undone. Before Ted and Dennis returned from the 
garden, Amos had agreed to take the whole party to the 
theatre " if they could get seats." Fanny said if he thought of 
taking them on to supper at the Savoy afterwards he ought to 
secure a table. Amos had had no such thought, but in his 
good humour he said he "would see about it." 

It needed little manoeuvring on Fanny's part to get Ted to 
walk home. Amos kept early hours, and did not hesitate 
presently in drawing his guests' attention to the fact that it 
was eleven o'clock. Ten minutes' whistling only succeeded in 
producing two derelict hansom cabs. Ted said he hated 
driving three in a cab, and Cosmo maintained an admirable 
calm whilst the matter was being argued. He had obviously 
no intention of walking. Ted said that he would rather walk, 
but that he had no latch key. Quite sweetly Fanny said she 
would sit up for him, and a little wifely touch of anxiety lest 
he should take cold without a coat gave the poor fellow so 
much pleasure that for the first time that evening they saw 
him smile. 

" Oh, I'm as strong as a horse ! Don't you worry about me. 
To tell you the honest truth I like the cold." 

Driving home with Mabel, Dennis, full of the conversation 
he had had with Ted in the garden, asked whether she thought 
anything could be done to make her brother's life a happier 
one. 

"Make Ted's life happier?" she repeated. "But I do 
really think he is sometimes quite happy! Perhaps they 
understand each other better than we know. Ted lets fall a 
word or two to me now and again ; he says everyone admires 
her. Their new house is so nice, although it is dearer than 
Father thinks prudent. It is so lucky they have got Mr. 
Merritt to share it with them." 

" Is it ? " asked Dennis drily, " is it ? " 

Mabel was surprised he should doubt it. 

"Fanny really is frightened sometimes of Ted's temper. 
He seems to have no control over himself at all. And 
Mr. Merritt influences him. Ted is just like father, he 
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thinks the world of Mr. Merritt. Fanny says she doesn't 
believe she would have gone to Grosvenor Street at all without 
Mr. Merritt. Oh, Dennis," she came a little closer to his 
side, Mabel was not demonstrative, but she did come closer 
to him, " I am so glad you're so good-tempered. It is 
dreadful for husband and wife to be always quarrelling. I'm 
sure Fanny is fond of Ted : she always speaks so nicely about 
him when he isn't there, and says she is sorry he is so 
violent, and difficult." 

" Yes, I've heard her. But she never has her playful little 
paw, with its sharp talons, out of the sensitive parts of his 
flesh. It is pain makes him violent. Merritt laughs at her. 
I can't help thinking they would be better with him out of the 
house. Ted is of the same opinion, I fancy." 

"I really don't think Fanny would like that at all," said 
Mabel doubtfully. "And surely you're wrong about Ted. 
I've heard him and Mr. Merritt talk racing together, and 
about all the things Ted likes. He is going to introduce 
them to such nice people. And the house is really too 
expensive for them alone." 

" How much do you think Cosmo Merritt is going to pay 
for his suite of rooms, his food and the telephone?" asked 
Dennis curtly. 

Mabel did not know, and Dennis could not convey to 
her the impression that Ted had left on his mind. Ted was 
loyal, and suspicion had hardly touched him, but there 
was no doubt the gossip had reached him, and if it had 
not shaken his confidence in either wife or friend, it was at 
least worrying him. He had become suddenly doubtful of the 
wisdom of having Cosmo Merritt to live in his house. He 
told Dennis they had already had a row about it. He had 
tried to tell Fanny what people were saying, and she had 
turned upon him as if it were his fault. She had put herself 
in a perfect fury about it, said he had invented it, and God 
knows what beside ! Fanny said if Mr. Merritt were turned out 
of the rooms that had been prepared for him in Grosvenor 
Street, she would refuse to live in the house, or with a man 
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who suspected her ! Ted did not suspect her, nor his friend. 
But he was. very unhappy, and uncertain what he ought to do. 
It was not doubt of his wife, nor of his friend, that Dennis 
had read into Ted's halting speech, but of his own duty to 
both of them. 

"It's what people are saying. Cossy will have it that it 
never matters what people say. But I could kill them when I 
think they are looking at her as if they thought . . . you know 
the sort of things people say. I say, Dennis, you don't think, 
no one could think, could they, that Fanny was that sort? 
I've been in a rage with her sometimes, and said things I'd 
have bitten my tongue out rather than believed. But it's only 
when I've been in a rage. She's so attractive . . . you can 
see for yourself how attractive she is. It isn't as if Cossy is a 
woman's man either. You know how little notice he takes of 
women. He was always like that at Cambridge, always. And 
he was dead against my marriage from the first. He only got 
reconciled to it after your wedding, when he saw for himself 
how clever she is. Not that he calls her clever, he laughs at 
her often. Advise me, Dennis ; I hate to seem to be always 
contradicting her, or to set myself against what she wishes. 
The house is expensive, but that's not anything to do with it. 
He's only going to pay two pounds a week. I don't want 
him to pay anything. I can't bear to think people are talking 
about her." 

Ted's distress had been painful. All his love for Fanny, 
that incredible love at which Dennis wondered, could not 
make him quite blind to her conduct towards him. But he 
made endless allowances for her, and was ever humbly, 
miserably conscious of his own unworthiness, and short- 
comings. Fanny said she "hated married life"; and whilst 
taking his money, for she had none of her own, living beyond 
his income and running him into endless debt, she lost no 
opportunity of ridiculing and running him down, of telling 
him how much happier she would be if she were free. Fanny's 
tongue was sharp, she had no conscience to restrain it, and 
poor Ted had neither peace nor love in his home. His 
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own self-control was imperfect. Cosmo had hinted, had 
suggested. . . . Ted could not quite bring himself to put into 
words exactly what Cosmo had hinted or suggested. But 
there were other women in the world. If Fanny did not care 
for him, and if she was persistently cold, denying him his 
husband's rights, he could go where he was more welcome. 

" Ever met a Mrs. Margaret Lemon ? " Ted asked Dennis. 
And Dennis remembered his wedding journey, and the soft- 
eyed young woman who had told him marriage was imprison- 
ment. "Cossy introduced me to her the other day. She's 
a rippin* nice woman, clever too, although she isn't always 
making you feel what a fool you are. . ." Dennis was too 
sorry for Ted to argue with him. But Ted understood he had 
been shocked, and said hastily : 

" Of course I'm really too fond of Fanny for that kind ot 
thing. But isn't it enough to make a fellow wild ? " 

The conversation had ended abruptly and inconclusively. 
To convey the impression of it to Ted's sister proved 
impossible. Dennis soon left off trying, and drove the greater 
part of the way home in complete silence. 

When he said good-night to Mabel at the door of her room, 
he added : 

"By the way, you'll be glad to hear it's all right about 
Seraphino. Your father was simply delighted with the 
* Maria ' song. He said he could have cried like a child only 
he held himself in. There is no doubt Roddy will have his 
chance." 

"How kind of you to tell me . . ." 

Dennis left her abruptly, he certainly did not want to be 
thanked. 
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CHAPTER VIII 

IT was before the evening of the projected theatre party 
that Mabel astonished her husband by telling him she 
thought of trying face massage. Rather hesitatingly, with a 
deprecatory glance as if she expected him to dissuade her, 
she said she heard it was good for neuralgia. Mabel was 
never untruthful, and rarely disingenuous. Dennis had not 
the clue to this development, and naturally misread it. He 
did not know it had been Fanny's suggestion and had its in- 
centive in a story about himself and Connie Lander. Fanny 
said how " fascinating these variety actresses were," and that 
Dennis had been seen lunching at the Ritz. Then she went 
on to tell of her own troubles. 

Fanny talked about "leaving Ted," the state of affairs 
between them was growing daily worse. If she seriously con- 
templated escaping from the stream of married life, it was 
characteristic for her to wish to leave the water behind her 
obscured and dirty. She scented intrigue between Mabel 
and Roddy, since the day the music room had been closed 
against her. She tried to raise a little gossip about Mabel's 
name ; talking about her to Cosmo and at Crockford's, throw- 
ing out hints whenever she could obtain a listener. She advised 
Mabel to pay more attention to her dress, the face massage 
was followed by manicure, she said Mabel ought to try to 
make herself more attractive; to be attractive was woman's 
first duty. Mabel was quite in a flutter of pleasure over 
Fanny's kindness; and spent time and a little money in 
carrying out her suggestions; which by the way left her 
appearance very little altered; it affected her conversation 
chiefly, and set Dennis wondering. He traced her manifesta- 
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tions of vanity to her renewed interest in Roddy Ainsworth, 
just as Fanny had intended. 

But she did not vary at all in her attentiveness to her husband. 
To Dennis it seemed that in her own way, exculpatory, 
apologetic, newly timid, she was trying all the time to tell 
him that she was missing none of her wifely duties ; depriving 
him of none of his rights. He understood her so well, or 
thought he did. He found himself seeing right through her ; 
there was nothing that should not be there, something about 
which he caught himself wondering nevertheless. He knew 
that Roddy carried about him an effect of picturesqueness and 
adventure. He had fresh scenes and places to describe. If 
the descriptions were specialised, and he himself was in the 
foreground of every picture, Mabel might not find him less 
interesting in consequence. Dennis would not point out to 
her that she, and the piano, and the house, were being 
made use of to suit Ainsworth's convenience. Roddy was 
living in cheap apartments, and the grand piano at Hamilton 
Terrace was invaluable to him. When he was not practising 
Oliver Orchard's part with the orchestra at the theatre, he was 
practising it to Mabel's accompaniment in Hamilton Terrace. 
He lunched there nearly every day. Mabel was sorry Roddy 
had so little money, and hoped he would make a fortune with 
the new play. Roddy made constant demands upon her, 
upon her time, her attention, everything. Dennis had made 
no demand. It was wonderful how clearly Dennis saw the 
position, and how tolerant he was over it towards her in his 
mind. He seemed to understand her these days better than 
in all their life together before Roddy's return, and in some 
way to care for her more, guarding her happiness, careful in 
word and manner to reassure her that there was nothing at 
all wrong or unusual in what she was doing, that it was with 
his complete approval. 

For himself he was really glad ot a new sense of freedom 
that came upon him, a sense it was no longer necessary to 
play at being his wife's companion, to listen to the monotonous 
talk, to give up his evenings to her. He could read in peace. 
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His leg had entirely recovered from the strained ligature and 
his spirits shared in the improvement. Of course he heard too 
much about Roddy and his voice, Roddy and his career, Roddy 
and what people said of and to him, but this was a small 
price to pay for the freedom of his conscience. Certainly he 
was making his wife happy now. In cynical mood Dennis 
would tell himself that Roddy disfigured the house less, and 
less permanently, than the painted plaques. Mabel was 
apparently foredoomed to devote herself to cheap art, it was 
better for everybody that she should foster Roddy Ainsworth's 
voice, rather than produce flower pieces on satin or looking 
glass. In more genial moments he knew that the complete- 
ness of Roddy Ainsworth's egotism found its counterpart in 
the completeness of Mabel's unselfishness. It seemed so 
natural that Mabel, who had given him his first encourage- 
ment in music should be helping him now, that he was 
not even grateful. Dennis saw this and was a little resentful 
of it He thought Roddy should show Mabel more attention, 
should bring her flowers or theatre tickets. He resented, 
even whilst acquiescing, in the actor's way of taking all her 
kindnesses as if they were his due, of using the Hamilton 
Terrace house as if it were his own. With all his satisfaction 
in the position of aflairs, he missed his wife's need of him, 
missed it curiously. 

The night of Roddy's first appearance in a London theatre, 
often postponed, came at last. Oliver Orchard had made a 
great effort when he saw the announcements of the " Great 
Australian Tenor " who was to take up his part, and went on 
a few weeks longer. But even his iron endurance had its 
breaking point, and a triple encore for Miss Venner had 
proved the last straw. It was given out that the doctors had 
simply insisted on his taking a rest. But it is possible that 
what he heard of Roddy Ainsworth, and a slight deficiency of 
ear, was responsible for his obeying them. The London 
public could never be captured by a man who did not sing 
true, however magnificent his voice might be. So Oliver 
Orchard argued, and proved himself right ; this, however, is 
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history. London was true to her old favourite, although she 
had a welcome for the newcomer. 

On the night of the theatre party Mabel habited herself in an 
art green satin, somewhat eccentric in cut, perhaps, but it had 
met with Fanny's approval. She wore also an oriental opera 
coat that had once graced a Mandarin, but was curiously 
incongruous with the severe English way with which she 
dressed her drab hair, and with the gold cross that depended 
from her thin neck. 

She was very agitated, and in her anxiety not to be late, 
nor to miss a moment, succeeded in getting Dennis and her- 
self to the theatre, almost before the covers were off the seats, 
or the attendants in attendance. 

" Oh, I'm so sorry I made you come away so early 1 I'm 
afraid you've hardly finished your dinner, I hurried you so. 
My watch must have been wrong." 

Mabel's wrist, day and evening, was decorated with a watch 
in a gold case, set in a gold curb. It had been Dennis's first 
gift to her, and she thought it would have hurt his feelings if 
she removed it. But in truth he had forgotten that he had 
given it to her, that it had been her choice of a betrothal 
present, and all about it. 

" I don't mind being early, I like to see the people come 
in," he told her. He had no wish to spoil her anticipated 
pleasure in this evening, on which, for the first time, she was 
to see her friend upon the stage. For himself, he was in 
anticipation a little bored. 

" I hope father won't be late. He is fetching Fanny and 
Ted. Mr. Merritt is coming, but not with them. His father 
and sister will be here. Perhaps they are here already. It's 
almost like a first night, Fanny says. I've never been to a first 
night. Father says he is going to reserve a box for us for 
every first night at the * Kemble.' I do hope there won't be 
too many. Roddy says * Charles Auchester ' will run a year. 
Oh dear, isn't it tiresome that they are so late. I wish they 
would come." 

Dennis had never seen her so excited. As the time went 
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on she craned her neck to watch for their coming, and said 
the same thing over and over again. She was so anxious lest 
her father and Fanny should miss Roddy's entrance, that she 
almost forgot to be anxious of the effect that entry would 
produce upon the house. The programme shook in her 
trembling hands, and a flush showed irregularly on her cheeks. 

The house filled gradually, the curtain had just risen, and 
even Cosmo Merritt was in his seat, before Fanny and Ted, 
piloted by Amos, disturbed everybody by their entrance. The 
management had used the occasion of Oliver Orchard's illness, 
and his replacement by Roddy Ainsworth, to announce a 
" second edition " of the play, with new dresses, dances, songs. 
The occupants of the stalls were principally press men and 
habitual first nighters. 

The stalls were very close together, and every late comer 
necessitated some one's inconvenience. 

Fanny was deliberate in her movements. She was very well 
dressed to-night, and was not unwilling for her new chiffon 
opera cloak from Poiret to be admired. That the curtain was 
up, and that until she sat down she was obstructing other 
people's view of the stage, were not the sort of things to 
influence Mi^. Ted. Mabel's agitation, her heartfelt "Oh, 
I'm so glad you've come, he will be on in two minutes, do sit 
down" had not escaped her, and her laugh pointed the 
situation. 

First she thought she would sit by Mabel, but at the 
moment she made her choice she noticed Cosmo was talking 
to the man next to him. The man turned round to see who 
was causing the little disturbance, and Fanny caught his eye 
and smiled mischievously, as much as to say, " It's me, and 
you've got to put up with it." That mischievously flirtatious 
smile of Fanny's was distinctly attractive, the man looked 
again ; and Fanny eventually took the seat behind him, leaving 
Amos beside his daughter. 

The stage was filled with a moving gesticulating crowd of 
Irish washerwomen, each with her tub, in short red petticoats, 
green jackets, shawls over their heads. Their incongruous 
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wooden shoes tap-tapped with the music from the orchestra, 
and they were singing a chorus of which " shillelagh " was the 
only distinguishable word. 

MabeFs eyes and attention were now free for the stage. 
Amos had folded his hands upon his paimch, and the 
benignity of his expression made Cosmo think of Archdeacons 
when he turned round and saw him. Fanny clamoured for a 
programme. Fanny had been too lazy to put on her gloves. 
Dennis always thought Fanny's were cruel hands. They were 
long in the fingers, the knuckles promment and bony. The 
tops of the fingers were spatulate, and thick, the nails, cut in 
points, were over-manicured, the pink varnish contrasting ill 
with the yellowish skin. Fanny sat erect, for at any moment 
Cosmo or his companion might look at her ; they were only 
one row in front. She wanted to talk, not to listen ; to be 
noticed ; most of all she wanted Cosmo and his companion to 
see her new cloak. 

She pointed out celebrities to Dennis, who did not trouble 
to contradict her, although she was usually wrong, and he was 
much better acquainted than she with the fashionable London 
world. He wanted her to be quiet ; but that was difficult to 
achieve when she was bent on attracting attention. She 
leaned across Amos to tell Mabel how nice she was looking, 
she even smiled on Ted and told him where his friend 
Margaret Lemon was seated, with the tall fair man in glasses. 
Fanny said he was a well-known author. If he were a 
publisher, as Dennis surmised, it was quite near enough for 
Fanny. She was quite urepressible, and people near them 
frowned and showed their annoyance. 

Mabel said : 

" Oh, hush ! do hush ! everybody is looking at us," in an 
agony of confusion and agitation. But nothing stilled Fanny, 
until the man next to Cosmo whispered an inquiry, and 
Cosmo glancing round, answered shortly. Then Fanny 
smiled again, and her manoeuvres having accomplished their 
design, she settled herself in her place, hunching her shoulders, 
relapsing into ease. 
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The chorus was still proceeding ; every washerwoman had a 
shillelagh in her tub, the sticks beat time with the music, 
the voices rose and fell rhythmically. Dennis, now that 
Fanny was silent, heard, above the strains from the orchestra, 
and the voices, clogs, and sticks on the stage, the buzz of 
talk behind him from the young critics of the weekly 
papers. 

** Rotten idea making us sit the thmg out twice within two 
months." 

" Orchard isn't ill. He only had a row with Elsie Venner." 

** She booted him. Serve him right, bounder ! Who's the 
' Great Australian Tenor ' ? " 

" How should I know ? Some Johnnie from Whitechapel.** 

Dennis found everything more interesting than the stage. 
Musical comedy generally reduced him to a state of tolerant 
somnolency. 

Amos applauded the washerwomen's chorus, he applauded 
when Roddy in the uniform of an officer of the Royal Irish 
Constabulary, made an effective entry at the head of his men. 
Amos evidently felt the whole entertainment was given for him, 
and that the house was watching for his approval. He nodded 
his head in time to the music. 

Fanny's manoeuvres irritated Dennis; it was a long time 
now since she had tried her wiles on him, but he knew 
them all. Mabel, in her absorption, aroused his sympathy, 
although he wondered again what she could see in the 
fellow ; the costume was ridiculous and he acted like a stick. 
Ted looked for once almost happy, under the stimulus of 
Fanny's amiability. 

Then, quite suddenly, without any premonition, he became 
conscious of a quickening of pulse and interest. He looked 
away from Mabel and Ted, and his eyes, before they had time 
to reach the stage, were arrested by the most perfect back he 
had ever seen. He did not know a living woman's back could 
be so beautiful : he could not look away. Fanny's back was 
palely yellow, and in its thinness Dennis had always been 
conscious of that slight curvature. Poor Mabel's back was 
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rounded, and the prominent shoulder blades were ugly. 
He had never seen a woman's back like the one before 
him. 

Afterwards he knew that it was Lady Diana Wayne he was 
regarding with such absorption. For the moment he was 
only glad that her dress was cut in the early Victorian style, 
sloping off the shoulders, leaving the lovely top of the arms 
visible. Dennis was no sensualist; a clean living man, as 
yet almost entirely ignorant of woman and her possibilities. 
Beauty had hitherto made its appeal to him only through 
scenery, pictures, and statuary. He was, nevertheless, in- 
explicably attracted by the perfection of hue, and curve, and 
contour before him. Gazing, unaware that he was committing 
a bitise, staring unwarrantably, he was becoming entranced by 
every movement of the slender graceful neck. The dark hair 
was rolled up and away from it, the whiteness was dazzling. 
He saw the rounded dimpled elbow, and imagined the slender 
wrist, the tapering fingers. 

The back and arm absorbed him during the first act. It 
was only towards the end of it that he was seized by an 
overmastering desire to see the face that surmounted this 
wonderful torso. He thought of the Venus of Milo, the 
crouching Venus, the Venus with the Cestus, all the Venuses 
with which he was familiar, but could find no equal to the 
one before him. He gratified his desire by going to the end 
of the stalls in the interval between the first and second act. 
The dark hair, parted in the middle, waved loosely into that 
roll of hair that left the back part of the neck visible. The 
profile, the short nose, the square chin, were pure Greek. 
She turned to speak to the man by her side. The movement 
of the slender neck was like music, Dennis could see the 
pencilled brows under the parted dark hair, and the iridescent 
green of her eyes. As she spoke and smiled, there were stars 
in the iris of her eyes ; and the face was no longer Greok, it 
was vivid and sweet with life and laughter. Dennis lost 
himself in admiration. The low cut dress was black ; the 
great row of priceless pearls was her only ornament. He guessed 
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who she was; she must be Lady Diana Wayne, Cosmo 
Merritt's widowed sister. Her husband lay in a soldier's 
grave in India, killed in some obscure frontier trouble. 
But hers was not a widowed look, she was radiant with 
youth. 

The play, Mabel, Roddy's entrance and exit, the applause, 
became shadowy and unreal to Dennis. He was absorbed 
in this beautiful face. It was not until the curtain had been 
raised and had fallen three separate times, that he recalled 
himself to his position, and remembered he must not stand 
where he was, and stare. She was one of a party of four, of 
whom one, the man whose attention Fanny had attracted, 
was evidently an acquaintance of Cosmo Merritt's. Cosmo 
and the man came out now together, Cosmo saying a word to 
Dennis as he passed. 

It was very slowly, as one who moves in dreams, that Dennis 
followed the others into the foyer. He did not want to 
smoke, nor to talk about the play, he wanted to be alone. 
He found that his father-in-law had button-holed Cosmo, and 
was talking with conviction. Cosmo had already shunted 
his companion. 

" He made a distinct hit, that young fellow, a distinct hit. 
ril put his play on for him, then if it doesn't go, we shall 
see what we shall see. What do they call this ? * The Girl 
from Galway ? ' Well, anybody could write a play as good as 
that. There's nothing in it, nothing in it at all ; it's all chorus 
and noise. Merritt, my boy ..." He was about to say 
how very much better a thing he could produce if he had 
time. 

" It is a bad play, but good business," Merritt interpolated. 
" We can do better, of course. I am surprised you are so pleased 
with Ainsworth, but I am sure you're right, you know the 
public taste, represent it. But wasn't he a little out of tune now 
and again ? I thought he went flat occasionally. I saw Stephen 
Frail looking at him once, I thought he was going to stop the 
orchestra! But he is certainly extraordinarily handsome on 
the stage, a good mover, and with a personality. The women 
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will be sure to run after him. My sister, Lady Diana Wayne, 
was just saying that he is the best-looking man she has seen 
on the stage since she came back to England" 

" She has been away ? " Dennis asked, stupidly. 

Cosmo looked at him curiously. 

" She was in India when Wayne fell. She was more than 
a year with the Carews. After that she went big game 
shooting. Haverford has only just brought her back." 

He forgot for the moment that Dennis was not in Society, 
and could not be expected to know its gossip. 

Amos was impatient of Lady Diana Wayne. He wanted to 
talk of " Charles Auchester " and its chances, of the cost of 
a production like the one they were seeing, of himself as a 
potential playwright. 

When Dennis went back to his seat he found Fanny had 
dropped her scarf, her gloves, her opera glasses. Mabel 
was looking for them, but the man who had left the theatre 
with Cosmo, and was again in his place, had been fortunate 
enough to secure the glasses. 

"Are these what you are looking for?" he asked Fanny. 

" Oh, yes. How good of you I they had fallen down." 

Lady Diana turned to see what Haverford had found, she 
knew he would not have exerted himself to pick up opera 
glasses for a plain woman. For the moment, however, she 
failed to focus Fanny. Her eyes encountered Dennis's, and 
what she saw in them arrested her own. She had not time to 
recognise his party, nor to what social order they belonged. 
She did not then, nor until many events had happened, 
associate Dennis Passiful with Fanny, or Amos Juxton. She 
only saw a young man, of distinguished presence, who thought 
her beautiful, and could not keep his thoughts from showing 
in his eyes. Her own colour heightened, that was her only 
acknowledgment of his regard. She turned her face away 
abruptly, and then toward the stage. Certainly the man had 
looked at her more intently than he should. She would not 
on any account look round again. She wondered who he 
was, and once, at least, broke through her resolution. 
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Long afterwards she told Dennis she had dreamed of him 
that night, seen him quite distinctly, woke to wonder at such 
dreaming, slept, and had seen him again. But this was not 
until many events had taken place, and she was hearing how 
similar had been his own experience. 
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CHAPTER IX 

IN the crush of leaving the theatre Margaret Lemon, dark- 
eyed, languorous, found herself in close proximity to the 
Juxton party. The man with her, publisher, or author, 
called out : 

" Wait where you are, I'll get the brougham up in a minute." 

She had on an opera cloak rather more elegant than Fanny's, 
and was surrounded by friends whom she was obviously 
entertaining with her slow and humorous comments on the 
play, and the audience. Therefore Fanny resented it bitterly 
when she nodded to Dennis, with a recognising smile, and a 
word of greeting, and then spoke to Ted, and seemed to 
distinguish him. Lord Haverford and Cosmo were nowhere 
near them. The whole party must have got away early. It 
was natural that Fanny should be displeased, standing there, 
exposed to the autumnal damp, in a gathering fog, with no 
one but Mabel to whom to talk. To hear Ted's hoarse 
laugh when he was in colloquy with "that woman," was 
galling. When they were in the motor Fanny said bitingly 
to Ted : 

" Must you speak to that sort of woman when I and your 
sister are with you?" 'That sort of woman' was Fanny's 
euphemism for any lady better dressed than herself. 

" What's the matter with Margaret ? " asked Ted in surprise. 
He had rather prided himself upon his acquaintanceship with 
her since Cosmo had first taken him to see her. She seemed 
to him to be almost as clever as Fanny, he had seen and 
heard nothing that could justify Fanny's remark. In truth 
Margaret had only received Ted at Cosmo's request, he 
was not at all the type she affected. 
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"Who is 'Margaret'?" asked Amos. "Not that nice 
looking woman who was standing near you in the hall ? " 

"Yes, with the ruby on her finger." Fanny laughed 
maliciously. " You always say Ted's so extravagant. Perhaps 
that's what his money goes in ! I know / have not got a ruby 
ring!" 

" How you do go on ! Tve never even sent her a flower." 

" I don't care if you've sent her a waggon-load of flowers, 
but I won't be insulted by your talking to low women when 
you are with me." 

" Oh dear, Fanny, I'm sure Ted didn't mean to hurt you," 
Mabel hastened to put in. 

" Hurt me ! " 

" Come, come, children, don't jangle. We're out to enjoy 
ourselves, aren't we ? I want to hear what we all thought of 
young Ainsworth's singing." 

Fanny could not afford to disregard Amos's evident wish 
that the matter should be allowed to drop. Of course what 
he really wanted was to tell them what he thought of Roddy's 
voice and presence upon the stage. 

Ted had not yet recovered from the onslaught upon him 
when they found themselves in the hall of the Carlton. 
" Nothing I do is right," he muttered. 

Dennis, on the box seat, heard none of these recriminations. 
In spite of the murky air, the gathering fog and the autumn 
chill, Dennis felt warm and content. He had seen the most 
beautiful woman in the world. And she had seen him. That 
was the most curious thing about it. In her eyes when they had 
met his there was a sense of recognition, almost of understand- 
ing. Perhaps Cosmo Merritt had spoken to her about him ! 
But that was impossible, and absurd. Not more impossible and 
absurd, however, than that she should be Cosmo's sister. 
The sister of fat and flaccid Cosmo ! She, with her swan 
neck and sylph form ! Thus far had his musings taken him 
when they were at the hall of the Carlton, and he had to get 
down from the car and perform the duties of the footman 
whose place he had usurped 
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Fanny was at once all smiles. She discovered so quickly 
that Cosmo was in the hall, and the other man with him. 
After all it seemed the evening was going to end up pleasantly. 
Cosmo lost no time in presenting Lord Haverford to Amos, 
and he had already given him the carte du pays. Before 
Fanny and Mabel disappeared into the cloak-room, Fanny 
heard Lord Haverford say : 

" Glad to meet you, Mr. Juxton ! That's a devilish clever 
book of yours. I congratulate you ; by Jove, I do ! Cossy 
tells me you're going to turn it into a play. I must have a box 
for the first night. Cossy, you'll see I get a box for the first 
night" 

When Fanny and Mabel emerged from the cloak-room, 
Fanny, in the last stage of elegance and refinement, her 
nose newly powdered, a soup^on of rouge on her cheeks, her 
hair-net accurately adjusted over the Marcel waves, more 
ladylike even than the real article, they had become one 
party. Amos's gratified announcement that " Merritt and his 
friend are joining us for supper. Lord Haverford, my daughter 
— my daughter-in-law," regularised the position. 

Fanny, walking up the lounge with that peculiar jerky, or 
springy step of hers, head erect, leading the party, was 
supremely conscious of Lord Haverford and the Honble. 
Cosmo Merritt in attendance, and imagined herself the 
cynosure of all eyes. Amos had secured a table near the 
door. They could see everybody, and what was much more 
important, everybody could see them. Fanny, talking to 
Lord Haverford, conveyed the implication that all her friends 
and acquaintances were to be found in Burke. Notwithstand- 
ing his irritation and anger, Ted was secretly very proud of 
her. With the soupgon of rouge, and the darkening of her 
red lashes, her animation and pretty smiles, her white dress 
and youthful air, Fanny was really very captivating. Lord 
Haverford evidently thought so, and he gave the great Amos 
the most perfunctory attention. He paid Fanny compliments, 
ogling her and making his appreciation obvious. As supper 
went on he was found guffawing over empty jokes, saying 
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" By Jove ! " and " By Gad ! " in a way that one expects from 
the House of Lords in Transpontine melodrama. 

Lord Haverford was really so typical as to be almost a 
caricature. He was very nearly bald, and had a thin and 
weedy moustache at which he pulled intermittently with an 
aristocratic and indeterminate hand. His chin retreated one 
way and his forehead the other, as if they were afraid of 
meeting. He was enormously wealthy, but not at all fond of 
parting with his money. Boon companions would describe 
him as a " blood " and a " nut " and any other slang term 
that implied "seeing life" and gallantry; but in truth even 
his vices were feeblings. The only respectable and decent 
thing about him was his life-long devotion to his cousin Diana. 
It had survived her first marriage, and would probably have 
survived another. But it did not prevent him carrying on 
quite a lively flirtation with Fanny, who, of course, did 
considerably more than her share in inaugurating it 

Dennis watched them with a gathering sense of disgust, 
whilst Cosmo devoted himself to the propitiation of Amos. 
Surely Cosmo had said this fellow was engaged to his sister, 
that peerless, beautiful creature ! To dally with Fanny when 
he could be in such incomparably better society, marked him 
the fool that his empty laugh proclaimed. 

Just as they had finished supper, when the first warning 
lights went out, Margaret Lemon, at the next table to theirs, 
supping tHe-h-Ute with Gerald Summers, recognised the party. 
She raised her glass to her lips, and sent a smiling greeting 
to the table. 

" Do look at that woman," Fanny said to Lord Haverford. 
" She is actually trying to send you a message. No, it isn't 
to Lord Haverford, it's to you. . ." She turned to Cosmo, 
still engaged in that earnest talk to Amos about the new 
venture. Both men's faces went in the direction she in- 
dicated, and, seeing Margaret, they smiled and nodded, lifting 
responsive glasses : 

" You don't know Margaret, do you ? " Cosmo said coolly 
to Fanny ; he had recognised the malice in the pretty smile 
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and glance. " Ted is more fortunate. Come, Ted, let's go 
over and speak to her." 

Ted kept his place, looking uneasily at Fanny. But 
Haverford, to her imspeakable chagrin, rose with Cosmo : 

"I'll come. Ripping woman, Margaret Lemon. You 
ought to know her, Mrs. Juxton. Two rippin* women to- 
gether, eh, by Jove ! " 

" There, you see," Ted said triumphantly to his wife, not, 
however, following the other men. He had not the courage 
for that. 

Amos read Fanny a little homily about misjuc^ing people. 
He was fuller than ever to-night of the milk of human kind- 
ness, and overflowed with milky talk. 

"You don't suppose Lord Haverford would go over and 
talk to her if there was anything wrong about her, do you ? 
You shouldn't be so ready to think ill of people. It is not 
at all a nice trait. I am surprised at you. We are all as God 
made us, and if she is more striking looking than the majority, 
why, that's no reason she should be no better than she ought 
to be." 

He was very glad to welcome his guests back again when 
they returned in good spirits, full of something amusing 
Margaret Lemon had told them. 

"She's the best company in London," Cosmo said with 
malice prepense^ noting Fanny's detached air. 

" Barring the present — barring the present," Lord Haverford 
put in, proud of himself for the neat way he paid a compliment. 

Cosmo explained to Amos that Margaret Lemon was one 
of the first people in London to appreciate " The Tale and the 
Typewriter," that it was she who had urged him to dramatise 
it, and he added one or two other apocryphal utterances. 

Fanny knew Cosmo well enough to see that she had made 
a mistake, and she tried to repair it presently when Amos's atten- 
tion was diverted to settling the account. Amos was attended 
by the head waiter, and the major domo, and other minor 
myrmidons. He pompously and benevolently assured them 
that everything had been served to his satisfaction, but never- 
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theless pointed out one or two ways in which the service, or 
the supper could have been improved ; they listened deferenti- 
ally, and he gave generous gratuities to the right people. 

Fanny, meanwhile, shrugging her thin shoulders, made a 
pseudo-apology in a low voice to Cosmo : 

"I thought Ted made a rule of never speaking to a re- 
spectable woman ? " 

" * Respectable ' ! How Margaret would laugh if she heard 
you ! I wish you knew her, but I can't get her to consent. 
IVe asked her a dozen times. She says she can tolerate 
the upper and lower classes, but the bourgeoisie turn her 
stomach." 

"How vulgar!" 

If Fanny had a famt glimmering of Cosmo, he, on his part, 
knew his Fanny through and through. Now she was deter- 
mined, as he anticipated, that an introduction should be 
effected. If the woman they all called Margaret Lemon 
could say things like that, Fanny would be able to make use 
of her, learn her phraseology, copy her clothes. Under cover 
of the now almost complete darkness, and in the bustle of 
departure, she murmured to Lord Haverford : 

" Can't you introduce me to your friend Mrs. Lemon ? I 
believe we are neighbours. She lives in Berkeley Street, 
doesn't she ? " 

" Dover Street, next door to the Bath Club. She's pretty 
nearly always there ; I saw her to-day with Lady de Wraythe. 
We'll fix up a meetin' ; I'll see you home afterwards. Eh ? 
Not a bad idea. To-morrow? Tuesday? When is it to 
be ? I want to see you again." 

Fanny was immensely exhilarated. She wanted to tell 
Cosmo that Lord Haverford had invited her to lunch with 
him at the Bath Club. And Lady de Wraythe might be there 
again. A title was a title to Fanny, and she could not be 
supposed to know that Lady de Wraythe had been the 
notorious Lotty Gordon of Music Hall fame. She accepted 
the invitation with avidity, fixing date and time so that there 
should be no mistake about it. She had a delightful hope 
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that Cosmo might be jealous. But Cosmo, when the news was 
hastily conveyed to him, was only amused, and more than 
ever convinced of his own diplomatic talent Margaret wanted 
to know Fanny, and Cosmo had known just how to bring it 
about. 

Fanny actually spoke to Margaret in the cloak-room without 
an introduction at all, to the amazement of Mabel, to whom 
Fanny, however, was so often a bewilderment. 

"This is your cloak, isn't it? It is so like mine." That 
paved the way. " But it is really much prettier." 

Fanny smiled and Margaret disclaimed the superiority, but 
in a way that made the continuance of the conversation easy. 

"I believe we have a great many mutual acquaintances. 
You know Lord Haverford, don't you ? " 

She did, a very great deal better than Fanny was ever 
likely to, but this she did not say, claiming merely a casual 
acquaintanceship. But then there was Cossy ... 

"Oh yes, and I think I have met your husband, Mr. 
Edward Juxton." 

Then it was that Mabel nudged her quietly. 

" We ought not to keep father waiting." 

Fanny actually shook hands with "that woman," being 
careful to do so at the most fashionable and impressive angle, 
and the wish that they should meet again seemed quite 
reciprocal. 

In the car going home she was quite lively, and had not 
one unkind word to say to Ted. She thanked Amos very 
prettily for the pleasant evening he had given. She said she 
was looking forward to " their own " first night. Amos was 
quite sorry to leave her and Ted in Grosvenor Street. 

" She can hold her own with any of them," was his appre- 
ciative remark as the car moved on again. " It's a pity they 
don't get on better." The allusion was obviously to Fanny 
and her husband, for she had got on excellently with Lord 
Haverford. "Ted has always been difficult." 

"He is so sensitive," Mabel put in. Mabel had been in 
the background all the evening, but now she was alone with 



Digitized by 



Google 



JOSEPH IN JEOPARDY 137 

her husband and father, she came out a little, developing like 
a negative in a dark room. She was very anxious to know 
if her father was satisfied with Roddy, with the effect his 
entrance had made, with this, that, and the other song. 

"Don't you think he was very good, and that the house 
liked him ? He had three recalls. Dennis, you noticed it was 
his name they shouted ? " 

Amos said he had been very pleased with the young fellow, 
very pleased indeed. But Dennis had noticed nothing, and 
answered nothing. He was absorbed in retrospect; he was 
seeing again that wonderful neck. He was not able to resume 
his seat on the box, Mabel was too solicitous of his catching 
cold, and it was easier to stay where he was than to argue. 

Mabel and Amos talked all the way from Grosvenor Street 
to Hamilton Terrace of the play and Roddy, and the other 
play, the book and its dramatisation. Dennis sat in almost 
complete silence. 

He was very glad presently of the solitude of his own room. 
So many women had looked at him, but never had he looked 
at a woman before to-night. Never, at least, with the same 
eyes. He wanted to be alone and think about her. He 
had often thought in this way of a picture, a set of Louis 
Seize mounts, a tapestry or a cabinet, visualising them, 
dwelling on detail. To think of a beautiful woman with 
the same thrill of appreciation was new to him, and astonish- 
ingly pleasant. In his room to-night he saw her quite plainly. 
That rolled up hair from the centre parting was surely the 
perfection of head-dress. There was a lovely little dimple in 
the right shoulder. When he slept he dreamed of it, and of 
the radiant eyes. 
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RODDY rushed up to Hamilton Terrace betimes the next 
morning to hear what Amos had thought of his voice. 
HeVas full of the compliments that had been paid him by 
his colleagues behind the footlights, of various 'lines' in 
various papers. He had evidently seen nothing but favour- 
able notices. 

Dennis left him with Mabel ; he was already late in getting 
to business. He heard them arranging for a long morning's 
practice. 

" There is some difference in the climate. I can't tell what 
it is, but it affects my throat You didn't notice anything, did 
you ? I'd like to go through * Heart of my Heart ' with you, 
Mabel. Let's go upstairs. Say that nobody must disturb us. 
The conductor nearly stopped the orchestra last night I 
don't know what he was doing, he put me out awfully. I 
didn't go flat, did I?" 

Dennis was glad to be off. It was all right that Roddy 
should be there nearly every day to lunch ; if he also stayed to 
dinner he talked to Mabel, but that was over for the present 
Actors when fulfilling an engagement do not dine, Dennis 
would be saved that. He had grown used to hear of nothing 
but Roddy and his music. But this intrusion into his break- 
fast hour was an outrage, nothing but an outrage ; so he told 
himself hotly. And yet he resented it but slightly as he 
thought of it on his way down. It was all part of the price 
he was paying for freedom. Whilst Mabel was happy and 
occupied he could do what he liked. He had a vague 
consciousness that he did not like to do anything very 

desperate or unusual. It was a jolly good thing his leg was 

X38 
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all right again. Want of exercise played the deuce with him. 
Last night he had caught himself dreaming, his dreams last 
night had been extraordinary. He did not want to dwell upon 
them just now, holding it over, like a gourmet with a tit-bit 
on his plate. 

So things went on for a few days. But before the end of 
them he had recaptured, or thought that he had recaptured, 
his self-command. The dreams had grown fainter, and fitful. 
He wondered now sometimes if she had been so beautiful 
after all, if he would admire her as much if he saw her again. 
He even talked of her to Small, Wilfred Small, who was going 
to captain the team for South Africa when it went out next 
month. He had a knock up with him at the squash racquet 
court at Lord's, and afterwards they walked down West 
together. 

"You specialise in women, don't you?" he asked him 
lightly, jestingly ; for Small's adventures were public property, 
and notorious. " Did you ever meet one who was actually as 
beautiful as a statue, perfect in every way, dimpled shoulders 
and elbows, curves like music ? " 

Small's answer cannot be given in exienso\ it set Dennis 
tingling. 

" I've known all sorts," he went on to say, " I wish to God 
1 had not, they play the deuce with a man." Other details 
followed, and Dennis had to remind himself of Small's bowling 
performances agamst Kent before he was reconciled, and that 
he had just beaten him at racquets. Small was six feet two, 
dark, stalwart, mclined to be morose, and confidential about 
his love affairs. " I'm married now, you know." Dennis had 
known it. " Well, that's the very devil, that's the worst of 
all. It's imprisonment, without the option of a fine." It was 
strange Small should use Margaret Lemon's metaphor. " My 
wife, she's Stockholm's sister," Stockholm was the best wicket- 
keeper in England, " doesn't want me to go to Africa. She's 
kicking up hell about it, says she isn't well." 

He was really gloomy, but Dennis perceived under his 
gloom a curious pride in the claim that was bemg put in for 



Digitized by 



Google 



I40 JOSEPH IN JEOPARDY 

his company. He even admitted presently, grudgingly, that a 
fellow owed something to the woman who had married him. 
She really was * down in the mouth,' at the prospect of parting 
with him, and the Doctor said *it was bad for her to fret.' 
Small had also a certain pride in his prospects for the future, 
and spoke of the preliminary steps that should be taken if you 
want to turn a little shaver into a really fine bowler. It was 
premature, perhaps, but Dennis did not remind him of that, 
nor of the possibility of the expected "shaver" turning 
out a girl. He was conscious of a little envy of Small ; not 
only of his prospects, but of his experiences, and that 
his wife would oppose his leaving her for so many weeks. 
Dennis had a new idea that Mabel would not mind now if he 
had arranged to go to South Africa. Still, he didn't think 
Small could possibly have met a woman as beautiful as Lady 
Diana Wayne. Stockholm's sister was certainly not much of a 
* looker,' in cricketing circles parlance. 

Just to refresh his memory he went into the National Gallery 
to look again at Velasquez' " Venus with the Mirror." Again 
he decided that it was not by Velasquez at all. And he 
thought Lady Diana Wayne had a far more beautiful back, 
slenderer, more youthful. He thought nevertheless that he 
had been extraordinarily foolish in dwelling upon it, dreaming 
of it. He would dismiss it now, go into Christie's, go about 
his business, it was time to leave off dreaming. 

This was Friday. To-morrow there was a big picture sale, 
and according to the catalogue, there were several good things. 
" Star turns," he called them to himself, and smiled at the new 
vocabulary he was acquiring. From the National Gallery to 
Christie's in King Street was but five minutes. He ran lightly 
up the broad steps of those famous sale rooms. Quite a 
number of people were there, dealers with their clients, 
society, for it was a well-known collection to be dispersed; 
idlers, and Lord Rosenstein. Lord Rosenstein was on the 
look out for Dennis. He buttonholed him immediately, and 
began talking about the three Nattiers : " one worse than the 
other." 
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" And they'll bid for 'em, Passiful. They'll bid for 'em as 
if they were masterpieces." 

Lord Rosenstein walked round the big room with Dennis, 
talking all the time. Lord Rosenstein had been a great 
supporter of Abe Abinger. Barring himself, he had looked 
upon him as the best opinion on a picture to be had in 
England. It had been a great thing for Dennis when Lord 
Rosenstein began to come again to the Gallery after Abe's 
death, when he talked to the younger man as he had to the 
older, and gave him commissions. Lord Rosenstein liked the 
strong young arm to lean upon, and Dennis's deference to him. 
Lord Rosenstein patronised, lectured, and sometimes called 
him " my boy." There was no doubt he had a fund of expert 
knowledge, and Dennis in early days had been grateful for the 
patronage and glad to draw upon the knowledge. Now he 
was sometimes a little bored with his principal client ; and 
wished he could turn him on to DoUand. It was not interest 
that kept him deferential; it was something nearer akin to 
pity. Lord Rosenstein was growing old, there were people 
who called him a bore. Most of his contemporaries were 
dead, he was a little lonely in that dwindling world of 
connoisseurs and collectors that he had once dominated. 
The big American buyer, ignorant, dealer-led, phenomenally 
wealthy, has entered the market, and the market is manipu- 
lated to suit the length of his purse. 

"Prices are ludicrous now, out of all proportion. 
Thousands where we used to give hundreds. Isn't it so? 
And labels made to fit the pictures, even here. But I 
suppose they must put them up as they are sent in. Just 
look here, look at this, Passiful. Watteau, indeed ; Watteau ! 
They might just as well have labelled it Poussin ! " 

He had halted before a small oil colour of a dancing girl, 
delicate, rare, the paint breathed on to the canvas, the figure 
light, poised in movement. 

" His signature is larger than the label, Passiful. He has 
written it large, if they could only see it. Who else could 
paint like that ? Who else blew his paint on to the canvas 



Digitized by 



Google 



142 JOSEPH IN JEOPARDY 

There is not a brush mark to be seen. I'll buy that, Passiful, 
1*11 buy it. But don't tell them who painted it, don't tell them. 
Watteau ! Watteau, indeed ! " 

It is impossible to convey his contempt for the mistake that 
had been made in attributing the little masterpiece to the 
wrong master. 

Dennis made a note of the order, putting down in the 
catalogue, 

"A Dancing Gh-1, labelled Watteau. By Fragonard." 
Rosenstein peered over his arm. 

" Good boy," he said, " good boy ! " and patted his shoulder. 

" Who is a good boy, Rosenstein ? ' said a voice from behind 
them. 

It was Lord Loughborough, who knew Dennis, however, and 
nodded to him. 

" So it is you, Mr. Passiful, who has merited the encomium. 
What have you been discovering ? " 

He then made a sort of informal introduction to his daughter, 
courteous, as befits a Liberal Peer to a man who buys and 
sells, but not familiar ; for Lord Loughborough, like so many 
of the party with whom he had thrown in his fortunes, was 
strong upon class distinctions. Lady Diana was greeting Lord 
Rosenstein when her father interrupted her to say : 

" This is Mr. Passiful, my dear, who knows more about those 
miniatures you were looking at than even our friend here," indi- 
cating Rosenstein. "What have you done to make him so 
pleased with you ? Agreed with some dictum that will turn 
the critics inside out, and strike dismay into the experts ? " he 
asked Dennis. 

Loughborough and Rosenstein were of the same school. 
Lord Loughborough had all the instincts of the collector, but 
he was too poor to indulge his fine taste. Many a tussle he 
had had with the other, however, before his children grew up 
to squander his income. And Rosenstein would have liked 
nothing better than to find him napping. 

" Well, who painted that picture, eh ? " 

" What picture ? The Watteau ? " 



Digitized by 



Google 



JOSEPH IN JEOPARDY 143 

" Watteau ! " 

Rosenstein's contempt did not prevent Loughborough from 
stoutly maintaining the correctness of the description. The 
two elderly connoisseurs had each a hundred reasons for his 
opinion. 

Meanwhile Lady Diana would have been left stranded, for 
naturally her father did not appeal to her judgment, if she 
had not immediately recognised Dennis, and said to him, 
very simply : 

" Didn't I see you at the theatre the other night ? " 

" It is very good of you to remember it." 

The answer was quick, although low voiced. The sudden 
meeting threw Dennis from his balance. He felt now, for 
the moment, that he had taken a liberty in dreaming of her. 
And she was far more beautiful in walking costume than she 
had been in evening dress. It was a long time before Dennis 
ceased to think that every fresh dress in which he saw her 
was the most becoming in which she had ever appeared to 
him, and the one most calculated to heighten her beauty. 
Certainly the sables enhanced the softness of her skin. Under 
her small fur toque the eyes, that he had thought were green, 
now seemed to be hazel, the radiance was in them still, and 
something of the changing colour of the sea. 

" Do you really know so much about miniatures as father 
says? I should like you to tell me about an Oliver that 
is in the, case in the other room. We have one so like it 
at home. Father, Mr. Passiful is going with me to see the 
Oliver. . . ." 

But by this time the controversy had grown heated, and 
Lord Loughborough was much too keen upon proving his 
point with his old rival and life-long friend, to notice what 
became of his somewhat inconvenient daughter. 

"Why do you say it was kind of me to remember seeing you 
at the play ? " Diana asked as they moved off. But she did not 
wait for the answer. Here a bit of silver in a glass case arrested 
her, and there a Jacobean needlework picture. The great sale 
was to-morrow, but all the rooms through which they strolled 
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as they talked were full of rare and beautiful things. It seemed 
that Lady Diana knew something about them all. That Dennis 
knew more impressed her. While to him it seemed wonderful 
how keen was her interest, how just her judgment. 

"I never can understand how people can collect such 
things as these. ..." these were the needlework pictures ; 
" they are merely old, very ugly, generally with a suggestion 
of dirt and decay, of moth and general disorder. I only care 
for things antique when they are also things beautiful. And 
you, what do you think ? What do you collect ? " 

Dennis stammered something about " Chippendale." It was 
many years since he had thought there was anything infra dig, 
in having a Gallery in Bond Street. Now for the moment, 
quite suddenly, he wished he had not been a dealer, wished 
that he was here as she imagined him, only as an amateur, 
a collector, a buyer of beautiful things. 

" I have a little * Hawthorne,' too." 

She could not imagine why he hesitated about it. She was 
even more enthusiastic about Hawthorne than Chippendale. 
For herself she had made some study of English china, had 
inherited a few fine pieces of Chelsea and Bow from her 
godmother, but was too poor to add to them; so she had 
specialized in pottery, early Staffordshire. Before they arrived 
at the Oliver, Dennis thought her beauty was eclipsed by 
her learning, and that her voice was even more like music 
than her curves. It was not to be expected that he would 
remember that she had already been round the rooms with 
Lord Loughborough, whose knowledge and taste were both 
proverbial. 

Diana, on her part, was greatly taken by her cavalier. 
There was no doubt Mr. Passiful was one of the most 
attractive looking men she had ever seen, and extraordinarily" 
more intelligent than the soldiers with whom so much of her 
life had been passed. There was nothing to differentiate him 
except his intelligence. He wore his hat at the right angle, 
carried his height with grace, and was quite unable to conceal 
his admiration for her. Diana liked admiration. She had 
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had a great deal of it in her time; for although Dennis 
might have exaggerated her good looks, they were really 
quite remarkable. But no amount of admiration had brought 
her satiety. 

At first they talked of the things about them ; but drifted 
now and again to a more personal theme. Dennis told her, 
for instance, that his father had been an artist, and something 
about the Heath pictures. It was strange how soon he found 
himself at ease with her. He seemed to have known her so 
much longer than just the last half hour. But then she had 
been in his mind all the week. He felt himself flush once or 
twice whilst he was talking to her ; that was when he remem- 
bered a dream, and his visit to the National Gallery to recall 
the Velasquez Venus. He had a feeling of indelicacy about 
that, as if he ought not to have done it. But of course it was 
not like her, not in the least ; the picture was that of a big 
woman ; she was slender, sinuous. He was so glad that he 
had the opportunity here of correcting his impressions. 
Although she was slender, she was not short. The top of 
her sable toque was on a level with his eyes, and he was over 
six feet. Her veil was very clear, with little spots on it. He 
said, irrelevantly, 

" Did you ever see a picture by Sickert of a woman in out- 
door costume with hat and veil ? " 

" No. Why ? Do you think me like it ? " 

" I was only thinking of your veil," he answered. 

" What a strange thing to think about ! " 

Soon afterwards Lord Loughborough joined them, with the 
conscious self-satisfaction of one who felt he had wrestled well 
and defeated his adversary. 

" All you fellows pander to Rosenstein," he said to Dennis. 
"You have not really a serious doubt about that 'Dancing 
Girl * being by Watteau, have you ? '* 

Dennis may have pandered to Lord Rosenstein, for he had 

a feeling of loyalty to Abe Abinger in carrying on the tradition 

of the Gallery. But he had the wit, or the adroitness, to 

admit to Lord Loughborough that the matter was certainly 

10 
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doubtful, thus giving Lord Loughborough the pleasure of 
persuading him that there was no doubt at all about it. 

" I have a Watteau drawing at home, half-a-dozen dancing 
figures; one of them has the very movement of this, the 
grace. What do you think the picture will fetch? Has 
Rosenstein given you a commission for it?" 

Dennis was unable to say Lord Rosenstein had given him 
a commission, but his professional opinion valued the picture 
at a figure that put it out of Lord Loughborough's power to 
purchase. His smooth red face took on a petulant expression. 

" It's always the way, one cannot buy a thing now-a-days. 
Every soul I know complains of poverty, but there is always 
money enough for works of art. Nothing goes cheap." 

Dennis agreed. He lifted his hat in farewell. Lady Diana 
put out an unexpected hand. 

" You will come and see us in Curzon Street, won't you ? 
Perhaps you would like to look at that drawing of which my 
father speaks. We have other things that might interest you. 
You will find me at home almost any day, after five." 

He took her little hand, it seemed to disappear in his. 
He wondered what it would have felt like if it had not been 
gloved. 

" I shall like to come," he answered quickly. He forgot 
she did not yet know who he was. It was not likely, either, 
that he would notice Lord Loughborough failed to endorse 
his daughter's invitation. 

Dennis walked away with his heart very light. If he 
lunched at all that day, it was but a perfunctory business. 
He was as one whose face is turned towards an enchanted 
garden. Already the perfume from its flowers was wafted to 
him, and he heard the glad sound of the fountains from afar. 
There were trees with branches that rustled in the sweet air. 
Somewhere Pan was playing his pipes. And there was blue 
sky to be seen between the branches, and a dapple of sunshine 
on the sward. With such a garden Prince's was incongruous, 
and the Ritz impossible. The sudden hunger he knew was 
not the hunger of the body, but of the spirit. And all the 
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time he was surprised at himself, wondering indeed if he were 
quite well. 

Lord Loughborough, who was not an idealist, but that 
thing of shreds and patches, a Liberal Peer, remonstrated with 
his daughter for her imprudence. 

"What on earth made you ask young Passiful to come and 
see you ? He will only think 1 want him to buy the heirlooms. 
It hasn't come to that yet. Although," he added gloomily, 
"it is probably only a question of time." 

Her query elicited that her late companion executed com- 
missions for gentlemen like her father and Lord Rosenstein. 
There was no denying that it was somewhat of a shock, 
although it was one from which she quickly recovered. Lord 
Loughborough went on to say, indifferently, that he supposed 
one could not quite place Passiful with the general run of 
dealers. Apparently he had a bad opinion of the 'general 
run' of dealers. 

"There's some story going about him. I forget what it is. 
Some one told me he was an illegitimate son of old Mount- 
ford." Old Mountford was the Duke of Glastonbury. "I 
don't think it is true ; not that Mountford would be above it, 
but he looks better bred. I believe he races." 

Lord Loughborough knew that Dennis Passiful was 
associated in his mind with some form of sport, it was very 
unimportant which ; his mind was so full of other things. The 
sport with which he was most familiar and immediately con- 
cerned was racing; so he concluded it was that. A letter 
from his heir lay heavy in his pocket ; and his first visit after 
breakfast that morning had been to the family lawyers. 

After she had recovered from the first shock of hearing 
that her new admirer was hardly in her own world, Diana 
began to reconsider him. Certainly he gained in romance. 
In the result her father's incautious words succeeded in 
piquing, not deadening, her interest. To restore her father's 
drooping spirits was her immediate task ; there was never any 
doubt what depressed them. 

" Is it Mervyn or Vansittart ? " she asked, wisely. 
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It was unlikely that the news from Morocco was worrying 
him, the coal strikes in Wales, or the threatened famine in 
India, the Chinese rising or the conduct of the Italians in 
Tripoli. Lord Loughborough did not take his country's 
business very seriously; when not pursuing his hobby, he 
lounged contentedly enough in the windows of his Club in 
Pall Mall. He would have been a happy man if he had 
neither had to support his children, nor to put up with their 
society. Under these circumstances, and if never contra- 
dicted, even his temper might have left little to be desired. 
As circumstances made him, he was a little uncertain in his 
humours. Diana, needing maintenance for the moment, put 
up with its drawbacks. She always had the option of marry- 
ing her cousin, although it was one of which she was slow to 
avail herself. 

"If it isn't Mervyn, it must be Vansittart," she said 
sapiently, but not aloud; exerting herself during the walk 
home to make herself so agreeable that he would be able, if 
only momentarily, to forget her brothers. And presently the 
reward of her father's confidence was hers. 

" The only one of you who does not bleed me from morn- 
ing to night is Cosmo," was the beginning that confirmed her 
judgment, and led to a summary of what his children, and 
especially the Honourable Captain Mervyn, had cost him 
during the last three years. If Vansittart represented the 
interests of the estate, it was equally exasperating. He 
wanted money for drainage or cottages, Mervyn for gamb- 
ling and women, she for dress; all of them had some 
excuse. 

It was true that her own jointure was insufficient for her 
needs. Dress is terribly expensive, and she had failed to 
produce the Wayne heir that would have made so great a 
difierence to her income. 

" It is something that Cosmo never worries you in this way," 
she said sympathetically. " He, at least, takes his allowance 
and lives on it decently." 

"I would not go so far as that, I don't call it decent 
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to go about like Cosmo. Look at the people he knows, 
look at that fat man he was talking to the other night ! " 

But she recollected her role, and got the conversation 
safely back to bric-k-brac. Nothing more was said about her 
imprudence in inviting Mr. Passiful to call. She could trust 
her wit to find further excuse if necessary. 

She had quite made up her mind to see him again. Every- 
thing about him had pleased and attracted her; she had 
balked so many of her inclinations ; she would not balk this 
one. 

She had married Colonel Wayne to please her father, or to 
escape from her home. They had not had a thought, nor an 
opinion in common, and he was five and twenty years older 
than she. Yet she had made him a good wife, as wives go 
in these circles. He had been his uncle's heir, and his uncle 
had been over eighty when they married. Who could have 
expected that the murder by a few blacks of an unnecessary 
missionary, and the punitive expedition that followed, would 
have resulted in the death of the heir before the uncle, and 
the ruin of her own fine prospects ? If she had had a son it 
would have been difierent. Now she was almost as poor as 
before her marriage, whilst her home was barely more toler- 
able. There was always Haverford, of course. But there 
was nothing in her tentative promise to her cousin Adolphus, 
Lord Haverford, to prevent her from seeing something of a 
really attractive man when she met one. And the more 
impossible he was from a social point of view, for she was 
capable of reasoning either way, the less danger there would 
be in her talking to him when the occasion served, or even 
of making such occasion. There were so few people in 
Town, every one she knew was so dull, life was dull. 
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CHAPTER XI 

IT is to Dennis's credit that he allowed three days to pass 
before he paid his first visit to Curzon Street. He had 
already a vague, fleeting, occasional sense of fear, mistrust. 
Enchanted gardens are, perhaps, dangerous places for a cricketer, 
for a man who wanted to improve his golf handicap, or for a 
Bond Street picture-dealer with a wife in Hamilton Terrace. 
But these gusts of indecision and doubt were very vague and 
occasional. For the greater part of the time he turned his 
face deliberately to where the scented air could reach him, 
drinking it in, luxuriating in it. It was good to be alive those 
days, to feel the sap rising in the veins, and the heart bounding 
exultantly. There was neither sense nor reason in it, in the 
sudden inexplicable flushes, the unevenness of the pulses, the 
almost physical thirst; but without sense or reason, it was 
nevertheless exhilarating. 

The day he chose for his visit was grey and dull, but he 
saw neither the greyness nor dulness. He did not know of 
what he should talk, nor how long he would stay. If this 
were the garden whence all those sweet winds had blown as 
they listed, it was enough to know his feet might enter. 
Something of awe was in him as he rang the electric bell of 
that ponderous door; he did not know what he might en- 
counter. The unexpected width and sombreness of the hall 
was part of the enchantment. 

He was heralded upstairs; the drawing room was full of 
women clothed in furs, in large hats, chattering, and it was a 
moment or two before she emerged. Then the greeting was 
ordinary, cool. It was incredible that he should have expected 
otherwise. But the coolness steadied him, and presently he was 
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handing tea-cups, capping commonplace with commonplace. 
She moved among her guests, and quite soon he found himself 
watching her. Surely the dress she had on to-day was the one 
in which she was most beautiful. It was black and long, hang- 
ing in light and graceful lines, clinging to her slendemess in 
the mode then fashionable; like a sheath to a flower, he 
thought. When she sat for a hovering moment in the chair 
beside him, he was near enough to see that the ears behind 
which the parted hair disappeared into its roll, were so small 
and pale and wonderful, that he had no analogy for them. 

* Shell-like' seemed an inappropriate word. He connected 
corrugation with the word * shell ' and a hard, fan-shaped thing 
he had found in thousands on the beach near Westgate when 
he had been taken there as a child. 

Dennis moved in indecision when that hovering moment 
was past. Perhaps he had already stayed the ten minutes 
prescribed by etiquette. He was no law-breaker; he would 
go. But a word came to him, he hardly knew whence: 

* StayJ* Before he realised it, all those voluble clothes props 
had gone, said their adieus, vanished into the outer darkness, 
and he and she were alone. The large room was beautiful 
with the flotsam and jetsam of other centuries; pictures on 
the walls, ivories in the cabinet, Sevres on the mantelpiece, 
miniatures and snuff*- boxes in the vitrines. It was but 
a vague impression he had of these things. She sank into 
the comer of the big sofa with something like a sigh of 
relief. 

" Now we can talk." 

Of course she saw his eyes fall to the level where her feet, 
slender ankled, with high instep, prettily shod, were worthy 
of his inspection. 

" Don't say you want to see the drawings at once, that you 
haven't a moment to spare ! Fm exhausted with my Aunt 
Mary, and a swarm of cousins, I know the gossip of two 
continents. I want to be rested. Tell me something new 
and different, about things, not people. Did you buy the 
Watteau that was by Fragonard, or the Fragonard that was 
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by Watteau? What a much more interesting life you lead 
than other people do. My father was telling me of it. How 
did it come about?" 

She was not less tired of gossip and commonplace than she 
professed. She had been five years in India, and after that 
in Egypt with the Carews. This was almost the first autumn 
she had spent in town, for she had married firom Denham, 
and her first London season had been her last. Mervyn was 
stationed at Aldershot, and was fully occupied when he came 
up for the day or night. Vansittart remained at Denham 
in his chosen post, as his father's estate agent. She had no 
one to play with but Cosmo, and Cosmo failed her often, 
although he was attached to her in his way, and proud of her 
beauty, and that she had held Dolly Haverford all these years. 
But she was dull, dull, dull. She felt more widowed here 
than she had in the two years of her widowhood. She meant 
Dennis Passiful to amuse her. There was a romance in his 
life. Well, he should tell it her. It was barely 6 o'clock, too 
dark to see the drawings, too early to dress for dinner. 

^^ Do you want to see the drawings at once? My father 
was afraid you would think he wanted to sell them." 

This was the only moment Diana felt the question of social 
inequality might come in. For a fleeting second she wondered 
if she had said the wrong thing, reminded him of Bond Street, 
or Christie's. He had not answered her query as to how it 
had all come about But she was speedily reassured. Dennis 
smiled, and said he was not in the slightest hurry to see the 
drawings. His smile was really quite attractive, and when 
their eyes met, and she smiled too, she was sure that they 
were going to like each other. 

** I promise I will not make him an offer for them. I am 
not always thinking of business." 

" I suppose I must not ask you what you do think about," 
she said quickly, too quickly, she was surprised at her own 
question, and would have withdrawn it. After all he was the 
merest acquaintance ; she was always too impulsive. But her 
slight hesitation made it easy for him to plunge into talk. 
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He had had little companionship with women. His very 
attraction for them had been against it. This was different, 
different from anything that had ever happened to him. She 
had intellect, interest in artistic pursuits, and in the things 
among which his life was spent. It was not difficult to find 
subjects of conversation. There was that Titian for instance, 
it was the most recent acquisition to the National Gallery 
and the most debated. There was again a slight pause, during 
which he wished he had not been to the National Gallery so 
recently, and for such a reason. He had an uncomfortable 
moment, and then he found himself discussing the merits, the 
critics of the picture. Quite soon they were on easy terms. 
He was not telling her about himself, of all she wished to hear ; 
instead, she was telling him of her family ; of Mervyn, in the 
Guards, whose extravagance kept them all poor ; of Vansittart, 
who lived the year round at Denham, complaining always that 
too much money was spent out of, and too little on, the estate. 
She was rather plaintive on that score, and a word lamenting 
her widowhood, hinting at the inadequate provision made for 
her, aroused his sympathies. She said, almost under her 
breath, as if she were talking generally, that it was dreadful 
the sacrifices poverty necessitated. 

If she were thinking of clothes, regretting the evening coat 
of chinchilla that was beyond her means, it was not wonderful 
that he should have thought she meant other deprivations. 
Already he began to be ashamed of his comparative wealth, 
to tell her how recent it was. He wished he could give her 
things. Already he thought it monstrous that her brothers, 
or her father, should grudge what she needed. In thinking 
of her need he forgot her beauty. When, presently, she 
spoke of her mother, and how dreadful it had been to be 
so far from her when she died, he found within his eyes the 
tears of two. He spoke of his own mother whom he had 
never known. In the gathering dusk of the autumn after- 
noon they grew almost to intimacy; although it was more 
an intimacy of imagination, than one brought about by 
words. 
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" I have a third brother, Cosmo ; I think he is my favourite 
of them all. We are nearest in age, he is only two years older 
than I am." 

" Only two years ! I should have thought it was ten." 

" Then you know Cosmo ? '' she asked in surprise. " And 
I suppose you know Mrs. Margaret Lemon, too ? " Perhaps 
he would tell her more about her brother, about his life. She 
always felt Cosmo was too secretive. This it was that helped 
to make life dull. She missed Cosmo's confidences. It was 
her father who had thrown out an incautious word about Mrs. 
Margaret Lemon, had told her to look the other way when she 
saw them together. She was not so innocent but that she knew 
men had women acquaintances or friends whom their sisters 
could not know. But Cosmo, himself, had told her his father 
had been mistaken. He said that Margaret Lemon helped 
him in his work, played Egeria to him, inspired him; that 
that was all. 

Dennis might have been surprised at the question, or the 
implication, only there was no room in his mind for surprise. 
He was drinking her in very slowly, but nevertheless she was 
mounting to his head. Her voice was as beautiful as her 
face, and what she said was of little moment, since it was she 
who was saying it, and to him. None of their conversation 
represented the phase through which both were passing. 

" I have met Mrs. Lemon twice. Is she then a great friend 
of your brother's ? " 

"I believe so. Father was much exercised in his mind 
about it when I first returned from South Africa, and used 
to bewail himself to me. Now, however, I think Cossy has 
switched his facile affections to the daughter or daughter-in-law 
of our * greatest living grocer ' ; that is Cossy's name for Amos 
Juxton. She seems an underbred little woman. I have seen 
him with her once or twice." 

It was too dark for her to see his face ; it is strange, there- 
fore, how she felt in him a slight embarrassment, an awkward- 
ness. She wondered what she had said that caused it; 
wondered, but went on easily before he had time to collect 
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himself, or, realising it was of Fanny she was speaking, to 
discover to her his connection with Amos Juxton. 

" But Cosmo has always been more or less a philanderer. I 
believe that is his step I hear. Ring the bell, will you ? It*s 
time we had the lights. Don't go, you must see those 
drawings." 

Cosmo's entry with Lord Haverford, the turn of the switch 
that flooded the room with electric light, destroyed the en- 
chantment of the hour. If Cosmo was surprised to find 
Dennis with his sister, he was too well bred to show it. As 
for Lord Haverford he was generally unconscious of any- 
body else when he was in the presence of his cousin and 
fiancee. 

It was quite a different Haverford that Dennis encountered 
in Lady Diana's drawing-room from the one that had guffawed 
with Fanny at the Carlton. If he had a vaguely proprietorial 
air when he took his seat on the sofa beside her, it was dashed 
by nervousness. Di had certainly promised to marry him, 
but the date was still unfixed, she treated him indifferently, 
and never twice alike. He knew that he owed what favour 
she showed him to her father's sordid consideration of ways 
and means, to his irritability over her expenses. Intending 
to take the fullest advantage of her extremity, he nevertheless 
lacked the courage of his intentions. 

She was, however, strangely gracious to him this evening : 
and made him welcome beside her on the sofa. 

" I haven't seen you all the week," she said, with a smile. 
"What have you been doing with yourself? Do you want 
tea, Cossy, or whisky and soda? It's six o'clock, isn't it? 
Mr. Passiful — you know Mr. Passiful, don't you ? — has come 
in to see those Watteau drawings father brought up from 
Denham. I suppose you haven't the least idea where they 
are to be found ? " 

Dennis, who wished to leave, paused at her words. It 
gave him a strange uneasiness to see Haverford with her on 
the sofa, to note her smiling greeting ; and he was glad when 
Cosmo said, flinging himself into the easiest chair in the room. 



Digitized by 



Google 



156 JOSEPH IN JEOPARDY 

that he had not the least idea where the drawings were, and 
he was much too exhausted to search. 

" Come and see them another day, old fellow," he said to 
Dennis. " My father likes to show them himself. He'll yap 
for hours about his collections. It may amuse you, but it 
bores us all most confoundedly." 

Dennis felt himself dismissed, but he had wanted to go 
ever since Lord Haverford had come in. It was perhaps 
inevitable that Haverford's Christian name should be Adolphus, 
but " Dolly " was a hateful abbreviation on her lips. 

" Cossy is quite right," she said when she held out her 
hand to him; "my father must show you those drawings 
himself. I'll find out when he is free and let you know." 

She reverted to him later on, and asked Cosmo : 

" Does Mr. Passiful really know as much about pictures and 
works of art generally as father thinks ? He seems very young 
to be so learned ! " Diana was in that very early stage when 
she wanted to talk about the man who had attracted her, 

Cosmo did not share Fanny's dislike of Dennis, suspecting 
its source. If he had any feeling at all toward him it was 
one a little warmer than toleration. Not an athlete himself, 
athleticism excited in him a certain half unwilling admiration, 

" I should think what Passiful doesn't know about works 
of art isn't worth knowing. How did you pick him up, Di ? 
He is not at all your type. A Sir Lancelot of the suburbs, 
without a Guinevere ; his Holy Grail being Warner's average. 
Your attentions will be wasted, " The light and cynical tone 
was habitual to him. 

" Don't be so absurd ! " 

Haverford, sucking the stick that he had brought into the 
room for companionship, asked if he knew anything about 
armour. Naturally he had missed the Sir Lancelot allusion, 

" Thorpe is full of old armour. They tell me it's worth a 
pile of money. It ought to be catalogued, or insured or some- 
thing. Cadsby has written me a long screed about it. D'you 
think this fellow could put me in the way of it ? " Then he 
added, for Diana was being very nice to him and had not 
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even rejected a tentative hand that sought her own, and held 
it : " Cadsby is seeing what's wanted doing down there." He 
was still a little shy about his engagement. " You might help 
me, Di. I'd like to get the place nice for you." 

Diana gently put away the effeminate hand that held hers 
flabbily. 

"Of course I'll help you. But from what I recollect of 
Thorpe it is very nearly perfect as it is." 

" Well, of course, if you like it, Di " 

She really could not stand Dolly when he was sentimental. 

"About the armour. I should think Mr. Cadsby is quite 
right ; he is your agent, isn't he ? Probably he knows more 
about Berkshire pigs than Toledo blades. Would you like me 
to speak to Mr. Passiful about it ? " 

His little eyes were almost eloquent when he turned them 
on her ; he was pathetically eager. 

" Speak to anyone you like ; do anything you like about it. 
I want you to take an interest in Thorpe, Di. You're not 
going to keep me waiting much longer ? " 

"Oh, Lord; I suppose I am in the way! What a 
nuisance. I had just found the most comfortable angle of 
the chair. I would have liked a nap in it before dinner." 
Cosmo rose slowly. "But I cannot possibly risk assisting 
at a love-feast. When I first came in I had rather an 
idea I was interrupting one," he added, for Diana's 
benefit alone, and was amused when he saw her change of 
expression, her angry flush. 

Perhaps one of the reasons Diana had for liking Cosmo 
better than her elder brother, was that he was so much 
more intelligent. But at the moment she resented his 
intelligence. 

When she was alone with Haverford she talked of Thorpe 
as if she had really made up her mind to share its ancient 
splendours with him. She could not, nevertheless, fail to 
contrast him with the other who had sat with her but a short 
time before, and to whom she had talked with that conscious- 
ness of being met half way, responded to and understood. 
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At his best Haverford had little more sympathetic quality than 
a jelly-fish. She might make him quiver, but she could not 
make him comprehend. She suffered a kiss or two, for she 
was up to her eyes in debt, and her father more difficult than 
usual. For some inexplicable reason, nevertheless, after 
Cosmo had left the room her spirits were buoyant, and she 
felt kindly, even towards Dolly. If it had been possible for 
him to be more in love with her than he had been for the last 
ten years, she would have brought it about by her treatment 
He did press her to fix a date for their marriage, and although 
he had to be content with something vague about the * end of 
next season,' he felt more secure than he had since he brought 
her home from Egypt, and more confident that she was not fool- 
ing him, that she really had meant what she said when she had 
answered his forty-fifth proposal with a tentative acceptance. 

How could he imagine that she was playing for safety, that 
already she doubted if her new friend might not prove too 
attractive, that she was strengthening herself against him, 
assuring herself that in the security of her engagement to her 
cousin she could afford to indulge a caprice, enjoy the 
companionship of a man of culture, which no one could of 
course call Dolly. 

At dinner that evening she gratified her father by telling 
him casually she had arranged to marry Haverford in a few 
months* time — at the end of next season, in fact. She hoped 
that suited him ? When he replied with something more than 
the alacrity she expected, suggesting even that, as far as he was 
concerned, it was unnecessary to wait until the very end, she 
threw in a casual allusion to her other afternoon visitor. 

"Dolly is very much exercised in his mind about the 
collection of armour at Thorpe. I am arranging for Mr. 
Passiful to send a man down. I suppose he knows all 
about it?" 

" I should not say Passiful was the best man on armour. 
Deeping is the authority. Why not consult Deeping ? " He 
liked to think of his daughter at Thorpe. Part of it was 
thirteenth century, all of it was historical. 
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Diana burnt her boats quickly : 

"It is too late now, weVe practically arranged that 
Mr. Passiful is to take it in hand." Then, as after-thought 
and with an effort, although she tried to speak quite coolly, 
she added: "I have asked Mr. Passiful to dine with us 
next week, to meet Dolph. You said something about 
entertaining your colleagues. The Luscombes are in town, 
and the Adairs. Everyone likes to be asked to dinner in 
October, it they are passing through, or up to get clothes." 
She gave hurriedly concocted arguments for an October 
dinner party. 

The servants were still in the room, and Lord Loughborough 
held back his exclamation until the dessert was on the table. 
Then he said : 

"You have not really asked Mr. Passiful to dine with 
us?" 

Diana having gone so far, was not prepared to retreat. 
She went on pealing her peach very deliberately as she spoke, 
her voice indifferent. 

"Indeed I have. Is there any reason why I should 
not?" she asked, as if in surprise. "We cannot resent his 
illegitimacy, if he is illegitimate. Although for myself I 
think the whole story is probably a canard. He's not in 
the least like Mountford to begin with. He is extraordinarily 
good-looking whilst the Duke might have been a baboon for 
all the difference it would make in his appearance. Aunt 
Mary was delighted with Mr. Passiful. She was asking all 
about him, hinting mysterious things. I told her no one 
knew exactly whose son he was. She said he was very like a 
man she knew once. She wants to meet him again." 

This was a stroke of genius, besides having a basis of truth 
in it. *Aunt Mary' was the Duchess of Newtown, a very 
considerable person, her father's sister, who had early won his 
respect by her brilliant marriage. Diana's deliberation over 
her peach hid her expression as she went on with her little 
tarradiddles. The impression conveyed to Lord Lough- 
borough, it is difficult to say how, was that the Duchess had 
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discovered an interest in Mr. Passiful, and wished to meet him 
again; that it was her idea as much as Diana's that Mr. 
Passiful should be asked to dine with them, and that she 
intended to interrogate him on his family history. Certainly 
Lord Loughborough had heard rumours about young 
Passiful's parentage. Only want of interest was respon- 
sible for his want of memory of what these rumours had 
been. 

" But who does she think his people are ? What is all the 
mystery about him ? " he asked testily. " To me he seems a 
very ordinary young man, above his position, perhaps. But 
not in ours, your aunt will not forget that, I hope." 

Diana was already ticking off on the table cloth with a 
jewelled pencil that hung among the trinkets of her bag, a list 
of guests to whom they owed hospitality. 

Loughborough grumbled, and said to use the table cloth for 
such a purpose was just like her extravagant habits, all his 
children were^^the same, combined to ruin him. There were 
times when the merest trifle ruffled him. But then the butler 
had forgotten to take the chill off the Burgundy, Vansittart's 
letter was still unanswered, and he had both excuses for his 
ill temper. Diana ignored it. She had a gift for managing 
her father, and presently he was jogging her memory about 
the people who were in London. He said nothing more 
about Dennis Passiful ; she had led him away from it 
skilfully. 

She was really possessed of tact, and there were times when 
Lord Loughborough knew she was an ornament to his house. 
Now, havuig established her point, by the best possible way 
of ignoring that there was one, she made herself thoroughly 
agreeable to him, suggesting the chilly Burgundy should be 
replaced by a bottle of '94 port, listening whilst he told her 
how he had bought it for a mere song at poor Summer's sale, 
and of the other bargains that he had picked up at the same 
time. She had heard it all before ; she was therefore able to 
abstract her mind, and wonder what Dennis Passiful would 
say when he received her invitation. 
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"A country sale, my dear; most misleading catalogue, 
and mismanaged from start to finish." 

She had heard it often before, but he thought that she was 
listening with absorbed interest. He got mellow with the 
mellow port, and presently was telling her other familiar 
stories of sale-rooms, and his own acumen. When she left 
him to finish his cigar, he was quite sorry to open the door 
for her. 

"You need not hurry away, my dear," marked the high 
water mark of his favour. But she pleaded letters to write. 

Would ^he be glad ? Was he as keen to meet her again as she 
to meet him ? She never doubted it ; it was not the first time 
a man had been in love with her. It was the first time, that 
was the strange part of it, that she had wanted to know how it 
would be when he told her so. She did not think Mr. Passiful 
would make love well ; and she wanted to assure herself on 
this point. There was so much more in him than in other 
men, in many ways he was so different; he was boyish, in- 
experienced, ingenuous, altogether a new experience. 

The hour by herself in her drawing room was spent in 
wondering how she should word her letter to Dennis, and how 
she should contrive that he sat next her at the table. 



II 
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CHAPTER XII 

THE invitation, eventually quite formally worded, arrived 
in Hamilton Terrace at breakfast time. Dennis flushed 
while reading it, short and formal though it was, and let it lie 
beside his plate until he had finished his coffee. Then, casually, 
from behind the bulwark of his newspaper he said : 

"That's an invitation to dine in Curzon Street next 
Wednesday, at Lord Loughborough's." 

" Mr. Merritt's father ! How very nice of them ; father will 
be so pleased. Wednesday ! What a .short invitation ! I 
shan't have time to get a new dress. Isn't that tiresome? 
What made them write to you, ought not they have written to 
me? Oh, but I forgot. There is no Lady Loughborough 
now. Let me see how it is worded." 

Dennis passed her the letter without comment, then he filled 
his pipe and waited. There was a note of disappointment in 
Mabel's voice, none of rancour. 

"It's only for you. What a pity! * Diana Wayne.' She 

must be his married sister, the one that lost her husband in 

India. So sad, they had only been married three or four years, 

and there was no heir. I recollect Fanny telling me there was 

no heir. She has only just come back to England. She was 

with Lord and Lady Carew for ever so long. Lady Carew was 

her cousin, and ill all the time. He held some position in 

Egypt, I forget what, and couldn't get away, so Lady Diana 

travelled back with her and her cousin. I thought she must be 

a thoroughly nice woman when I heard that. You've never 

met her, have you ? How strange of them to ask you like 

this." 

" I meet Lord Loughborough very often, at Christie's, and 
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other salerooms, he is quite a connoisseur. He has some 
Watteau drawings he wants me to go through." 

" A business dinner, I see. I thought it funny of them to 
invite a married man without his wife." 

" Probably they don't even know I have a wife." 

He was stung into saying that, he hardly knew why. The 
invitation was unexpected, surprising. He had thought he 
might have bored her that afternoon, feared lest he had stayed 
too long. He roused himself to hear what Mabel was saying ; 
her feelings must not be hurt because she was not included in 
the invitation. 

" Oh, don't you think so ? Don't you think they know you 
are married ? I should say Mr. Merritt had told them about 
us. Fanny expects Lady Diana will call upon her. She will 
be surprised to hear you are going there to dinner." 

" Then you don't mind if I accept ? " 

" Of course not ; I do so hope you will enjoy it. I must 
send your best dress suit to be pressed ? I can have it done 
in the neighbourhood. And ties, there are some new sort of 
ties for evening wear. Green and Edwards keep them all ready 
made up. You do worry so about getting your ties right. Is 
there anything else you might want? I'm quite free for 
shopping or anything. Roddy isn't coming this morning, he's 
seeing father about his agreement. You know everything is 
arranged; father has got the theatre." 

Dennis was able to protect his dress suit from the local 
tailor, and himself from the indignity of a ready made bow 
from Green and Edwards, but he could not prevent Mabel's 
betraying to Fanny her innocent pleasure in the honour done 
to her husband. 

" I did so hope Lady Diana had called on you by now, and 
that you were going too. It would have been so nice for 
Dennis to meet some one there he knew. He and Ted always 
find plenty to say to each other," was almost her first observa- 
tion when they met as usual on Sunday evening at Fitzjohn's 
Hall. 

To say Fanny was surprised that Dennis had been invited 
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to dine in Curzon Street expressed her feelings very mildly. 
But, after a moment to collect herself, of which Mabel 
noticed nothing, her mendacity was equal to the occasion, 
and she said, languidly, that they were "engaged for next 
Wednesday." 

The interval between the arrival of the invitation and its 
materialisation into the dinner found that curious new restless- 
ness of Dennis considerably accentuated. At Suningdale on 
Sunday he played worse than he had ever played since he 
had begun to take golf seriously. The fourth hole took him 
five strokes, bogey being three, and four his own worst effort 
up to then ; he sliced his ball on the next tee, and missed a 
putt of a foot that a child could have holed. Wilfred Small 
chaffed him and said he must be in love. Dennis resented 
that, for Small knew Mabel and often came to the house ; it 
was an infernally stupid thing to have said. He told him so, 
and Small apologised ; he had not meant any harm, he said, 
it was only a joke. Of course every one knew the Skipper 
was a saint ! Dennis played rather better in the afternoon 
round, but still hopelessly below his form. 

On Monday the annual stock-taking at the Gallery should 
have begun, but neither Mr. DoUand nor the accountants 
found the senior partner of any practical value. The walls 
of the office shut him in and stifled him ; he went home 
early. 

It has been already told that in his idle hours Dennis made 
architectural drawings, studied Gwilt, and thought if he had his 
time to come over again he would have gone in seriously for 
the one art for which he could claim to have any talent He 
had often been in Mr. Gamer's house and revelled in its 
perfections. But this Monday night before the dinner party, he 
replaced Gwilt with Browning. She had talked to him about 
Browning that afternoon ; it would be awkward if she started 
on it again on Wednesday, and he could neither verify her 
quotations nor cap them. He had never neglected the poets, 
and there were some lines of Browning that had always ap- 
pealed to him. 
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" And I shall find my slab of basalt there 
And ^neath my tabernacle take my rest, 
With those nine columns round me two and two, 
The odd one at my feet where Anselm stands. 
Feach'blossom marble all, the rare the ripe 
As fresh poured red wine of a mighty pulse, ^^ 

But 

" Was it something said, something done that moved him 
Touch of hand, turn of head^^ 

was new to him, and he did not know where he should look 
for it. " Any Wife to Any Husband " again ; she had spoken 
of that. 

Upstairs his own wife was pounding away at the ' Charles 
Auchester' music. He wondered what she could see in 
Roddy Ainsworth. He had had him re-elected at Hendon to 
"The Grasshoppers," paid his entrance fee out of his own 
pocket, but the fellow had shown no gratitude. He got up 
late, "fugging" all the mornings, lunching with women, 
women of Connie Lander's sort, when he was not ** squalling " 
with Mabel. He went to matinees ! When he had reached 
that last point in Roddy's iniquities, he abandoned him and 
turned again to Browning. " Any Wife to Any Husband." 

^^ And hadst thou only heard me play one tune,^^ 

He could find no other line in the whole poem that was 
appropriate to himself and Mabel. 

Lady Diana now; Diana/ He wondered quite idly and 
irrelevantly on what terms she had been with her husband. 
He was years older than she, he had heard. He wondered 
also if it was quite settled that she was going to marry Lord 
Haverford. He could not credit it, it seemed impossible. 
That beautiful girl ! She had the figure of a girl, and a girl's 
eyes. 

Dennis had to practise his drawing, he was a man of regular 
habits, and each evening in his study he spent an hour or so 
before he went to bed deftly drawing lines, measuring, ad- 
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justing, correcting. To-night, when he had put aside Browning, 
and settled to the drawing-board, he found to his surprise that 
he was reproducing a wavy mass of dark hair, a delicate line of 
pencilled brow over radiant eyes, a firm chin with a cleft in it, 
curved lips that laughed. He tore them all up before he 
went to bed. But he read his letter again. It was such an 
unusual handwriting, clear and upright, without curves or 
flourishes, and yet feminine. 

" Dear Mr. Passiful, 

My father and I will be so pleased if you could 
dine with us on Wednesday the 7 th inst. at 8.30. 
I hope you are disengaged. 

Yours sincerely, 

Diana V. Wayne." 

He liked the complete simplicity of it. She was unusual 
altogether, very simple, he thought, although so companionable 
and intelligent. The sort of woman a man would like for a 
pal, to whom he could talk as one could to a fellow of one's 
own tastes and pursuits. None of his men friends knew 
anything about Art, and, of course, one could not talk shop at 
home. He had never admitted it to himself before, but 
to-night he thought it was pretty rotten that he had not a soul 
to whom he could talk of the things that interested him; 
outside Bond Street at least. But the men to whom he talked 
in business were interested in commercial and not artistic 
values. He would like to see more of Lady Diana. He 
could tell her where there was some quite remarkably early 
Staffordshire figures and groups. 

If Dennis Passiful, wandering through his enchanted garden, 
had reached a river and embarked upon it, drifting in a 
direction where at any moment the current might seize him, 
carry him off his strong feet, engulf and drown him, he was in 
extraordinary ignorance of his danger. He recalled where he 
had seen the Staffordshire, tore up all his drawings, yawned, 
and proceeded to lock up the house. Then he went to bed. 
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THE night of the dinner party came at last. Mabel 
seemed much more excited about it than her husband, 
sitting with him whilst he dressed, exclaiming, and really 
exercised in her mind over the number of ties he dis- 
carded. She made more than one effort to persuade him to 
wear the waistcoat buttons her father had given him for 
Christmas, she had actually, in fact, put them in before he 
came upstairs. He was sorry to disappoint her, but he did not 
want to make himself conspicuous. She said she was sure he 
was right, and hastened to replace them. After the moment- 
ous waistcoat button matter was decided, and in fear of the 
argument in favour of the ready made ties, he asked her how 
the rehearsals of "Charles Auchester" were getting on, and 
if Roddy was not very glad Oliver Orchard was back in his 
part and that he could devote himself to his own play. 

The change of conversation proved a complete success, and 
Dennis listened to an account of an attempt on the part of 
the producer of the play to cut out one of Roddy's songs, 
and of Mr. Merritt's callousness over the matter. He said 
more than once that he was sure it would *come out' all 
right; he hoped she would not have a dull evening without 
him; he gave her that perfunctory good-bye kiss that was 
never omitted between them. He was off at last. 

The progress of the cab seemed now too slow, and now too 
fast He was afraid at first of being too late, and then of 
being too early. But he was there punctually to the hour. 

Giving up his coat, following his name into the drawing 

room, his outward self-possession was complete. But it was 

rather as if it were a dream he was enacting, and there were 
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shadow figures about him. But one figure was no dream. 
To-night Lady Diana was in white. It was the first time he 
had seen her out of mourning, and above the pellucid eyes and 
the pencilled brows, on the dark hair, there was a small 
coronal of diamonds ; swaying and scintillating as if a breath 
played about them. The rope of pearls around her slender 
throat was caught up on the white dress with more scintillating 
diamonds. But in the radiant depths of the pellucid eyes 
as they met his own Dennis saw diamond stars that dulled all 
the others. 

" How nice to see you again ! You are taking in Lady 
Irene Thomeycroft, the little girl over there in green chiffon 
and white water-lilies. She will amuse you . . . ." 

Before Dennis had time to be disappointed dinner was 
announced, and he found himself following his hostess from 
a distance into the dining-room. When he was able to 
look about him he saw that the table was round; over 
the low massed bank of roses he recognised representatives 
of both Houses, and resplendent ladies whose names and 
faces were familiar to him from the society papers. The 
mere absence of the communal meal gave a pleasant zest 
to the viands. Dennis only knew this instinctively, it was 
only with his superficial satisfaction that he was concerned 
at the moment. He knew that the atmosphere was agree- 
able and that the lace and linen of the napery, the heavy 
cut glass and old silver were harmonious with his feelings. 
He could not be supposed to know that notwithstanding the 
poverty of which he complained. Lord Loughborough prided 
himself justly upon his cook, that the menu had been submitted 
to him, and that his approval was as valuable as the first hall 
mark, that the wines were worthy of the dishes, and of the 
house's reputation. 

Dennis had taken in Lady Irene Thorneycroft. She was 
small and fair and in her fourth season, playing at an in- 
genuousness which was supposed to be suitable to her style 
of prettiness. 

"I know you'll think me very silly," was her favourite 
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opening conversation. Under cover of it she said whatever 
came into her head, and expected to be excused if it was 
impertinent or indecorous. Her two elder sisters had married 
well, there were three in the schoolroom waiting emancipation. 
Up to now she had disappointed expectation. She was 
certainly pretty, fashionably vapid and apparently amiable. 
Yet she had hung fire; such things do happen, even in the 
best families, and she was avid to restore her fading prestige 
before next season should bring her sister Blanche's still more 
youthful charms to vie with hers. The Duchess left no stone 
unturned, no assembly unfrequented, and Irene seconded her 
efforts unremittingly. She met the same people again and 
again, that was the worst of it. Everybody knew how essential 
it was that she should get married before Blanche was pre- 
sented. Lately she had thought that men avoided her in 
consequence. Perhaps her artlessness palled. Dennis was 
wholly new ; eligible, or he would hardly have been here, near 
to the hostess, too. He was very good looking, that much 
Irene saw. In the language of the proletariat whose manners 
she aped. Lady Irene *set about' him. She aired all her 
little graces and ingenuousness. She looked up and looked 
down, shrugged her pretty little shoulders, and asked 
impertinent questions. She talked of Ranelagh and Hurling- 
ham, huntin' and cubbing; of Aix, where they had been in 
the summer, of Cannes, where they went in the winter. She 
held Dennis's attention by sheer force of her volubility. 

He was always and above everything conscious of Lady 
Diana talking in that low musical voice of hers to the man 
who had taken her in to dinner. She had no time to 
spare for him as yet; but that she should have placed him 
near her was enough, and more than enough. He played his 
part with Irene, finding the daughter of the Duchess astonish- 
ingly little different from the Hampstead and Hendon maidens 
who had honoured him with their attentions in times gone by. 
He could hold his own in the little social comedy through 
which Lady Irene pirouetted. But never without the know- 
ledge that Diana was there, her graciousness all about him. 
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Now and again she found opportunity for a word. If it were 
about nothing, a wine or a dish, it was evidence that she knew 
he was there, that she had not forgotten him. Once their eyes 
met, and what she read in his contented her so well that she 
spoke no more to him whilst the dinner was in progress. 
She left him to Irene, knowing that her turn would come. 

There were two Cabinet Ministers at the table as well as 
Lord Rosenstein, Dolly Haverford, her brother Mervyn, 
Cosmo, a couple of young Guardsmen, Sir Adrian Rostand. 
None of these could boast Dennis's good looks, nor the same 
quality of understanding. She was satisfied with him in these 
surroundings. Her father need not have spoken of taking 
Dennis Passiful *out of his class' by asking him to dinner. 
If there was a social difference between him — for already he 
was "him" to her — and the others, there was no doubt he 
benefited by the comparison. His carriage was finer, his 
shoulders broader. He looked more of a man than the 
Guardsmen or her brother. He was certainly better groomed 
than the statesman by her side, with his over-long hair and 
indifferent tailoring, than the other Cabinet Minister, with his 
square head and coarse hands. Diana had a cultivated eye, 
and the shining lights of the Liberal party failed to satisfy it. 

" There will be bridge presently ; if you don't play, we can 
talk. Come up soon," she contrived to say to Dennis under 
cover of the movement of the ladies from the table. 

He heard it, although he was groping for Irene's fan, 
handkerchief, and a trinket or two that she had contrived to 
drop. He emerged cool from the ordeal, and as he stood up 
to let them pass, both Irene and Diana noted he was a good 
inch taller than any of the men present, and beyond that in 
good looks. 

When the men were alone, chairs were drawn closer, and 
instead of chatter there was conversation. Dennis had a 
momentary doubt as to his inclusion in this circle, where 
everyone seemed to know everybody else, and he might well 
be deemed something of an outsider. But Lord Haverford's 
last term at Harrow happened to have been that very eventful 
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summer when Dennis made his historic two centuries at Lord's, 
defeating Eton for the third time in succession. Haverford 
could not stand the Guardsmen, who under the lead of Mervyn 
had a disagreeable way of chaffing him, nor yet the politicians, 
who were all on the wrong side, outsiders ; men who had not 
been at public Schools nor University. He drew his chair 
up to Dennis and began to talk about "The HilL" He 
had all the devotion to his old school of the lower boy who 
has never been translated. Two or three ignominious years 
and a superannuation had left him with an enthusiasm for 
Harrow exceeding Dennis's own. He asked after numerous 
boys who had been prefects or uppers in his own time. He re- 
called the famous cricket match, and the " rag " that followed, 
confiding in Dennis that he never missed going back on speech 
day, when he sang " Willow the King," and " Follow on," and 
" Forty Years After." 

"I get all worked up, give you my word; often find my- 
self devilish nearly blubbing. There's something in the old 
place. . . ." 

By the time he remembered that he wanted Dennis's advice 
about the armour at Thorpe, he had grown sentimental, and 
called him " old pal." But then something of that must be 
laid to the account of Loughborough's '87 port on the top of 
1898 Giesler and undated but superb Lafite. 

Mervyn asked who was the fellow Dolly was " burbling " 
over, and Cosmo, giving his name only, made him known to 
his brother, and the other youngsters. They all began to talk 
cricket, but the raucous voice of the Cabinet Minister, and the 
desire for information of his colleague, interrupted them. The 
gentleman with the long hair was very like Rosa Dartle. He 
" wanted to know " so many things ; detail of the working of 
the last army order for instance, with which of course the 
young army men were completely ignorant. He " wanted to 
know " from Lord Haverford how the Government valuation of 
land worked in his district. Haverford answered shortly : 

" Rottenly ! What did you expect ? " 

Haverford did not even take the trouble to be polite. 
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grumbling in an audible aside to Dennis that this was the first 
time he had dined here since Loughborough had begun to 
spell for an Earldom ; a false accusation with a basis of truth 
in it Lord Loughborough had thrown in his lot with the 
Liberal party when Mr. Chamberlain offended his social 
prejudices. That the last state was worse than the first he 
would have admitted, retracing his steps, but that the opposi- 
tion of his family had aroused his obstinacy. 

" I wouldn't have come now if Diana hadn't made a point 
of it. Dashed low fellows, these Liberals. My father told me 
once he never met a Liberal in a gentleman's drawing-room, 
always thought they should be kept to the kitchen quarters, 
seen 'em driving about their constituencies with frowsy headed 
wives, but never had his legs under the same mahogany. Don't 
know what he'd have said to my sittin' down with these. My 
hat ! " He glanced at the long-haired one with aversion. 

But now it was Dennis's turn to be questioned. In the 
intervals of his flamboyant oratory the Cymric Sampson 
devoted himself to the fair sex, and the way Dennis absorbed 
the attention of Lady Irene, and attracted that of Lady Diana, 
somewhat upset his slender veneer of good manners. Lord 
Rosenstein, deep in art gossip with his host, had called on 
Dennis once or twice for a date or a description, and this gave 
the clue to his calling. Following on the enquiry to Haverford 
about the new land duties, he engineered the talk to the 
super-tax. 

"I suppose it is not very popular in Bond Street? The 
incomes there are more often over than under ;^5,ooo a 
year?" he asked quickly, those shallow bright eyes of his 
sharp for the answer. Already he was restless with the desire 
to find new fields to exploit, new sources to supply incomes 
for the henchmen of the party. 

Dennis who, like most cricketers, had the love of his country 
at heart, and resented its exploitation for the benefit of 
politicians kept in their places by the votes of disloyalists, 
answered coolly : 

" It has given us some trouble, but on the whole we have, 
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I believe, all found it economical. By an alteration in our 
system of keeping accounts, and a re-distribution of assets 
from various sources, all the men I know whose incomes are 
over ;£5,ooo a year, are paying less than they did before the 
imposition of the tax." 

The long-haired one wanted an argument on this point, and 
to prove it impossible. But Lord Loughborough suggested 
joining the ladies. His political guests were probably as 
uncongenial to him as they were to the others, and he 
deprecated any discussion after meals. It was only the 
presence of the ladies that had prevented friction before this. 

Meanwhile, in the drawing-room, the ladies had separated 
into congenial groups. Lady Irene sat down by Mrs. Spencer 
Trefusis, gambolled youthfully about her, played with the fringes 
of her scarf, and possessed herself of her fan. Mrs. Spencer 
Trefusis had nothing to offer society but her extraordinary 
knowledge of its affairs. There was nobody she met of 
whose private history she remained ignorant. Her gossip, 
elliptical, and sometimes erroneous, was generally voted * most 
amusinV and Mrs. Trefusis herself was an ever welcome guest. 
Irene soon began to pump her about Dennis Passiful. Diana, 
listening to them a moment, in the intervals of endeavouring 
to keep Aunt Mary from relapsing into slumber, thought that 
of Dennis Passiful at least Mrs. Spencer Trefusis could have 
no special information. He could never have swum in the 
waters where she fished so indefatigably. But, to her surprise, 
the contrary proved the case. 

" Young Passiful ! Oh yes ! RoUin' in money, simply 
roUin*. Old Abinger, a Jew, my dear, millionaire person, 
adopted him, left him a fortune. He's made another for 
himself. Pierpont Morgan never buys a thing without him ; 
he does all Rosenstein's commissions. Quite a romance! 
Nobody knows who his mother was," then she dropped her 
voice, ** but she was one of us. I've heard stories ; I should 
not be surprised if it was that daughter of Ridgeways, who was 
supposed to have died abroad. She talked about art a great 
deal, I remember, before she ran away ; for there is no doubt 
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she did run away. They were killed in a motor accident, or 
on a Swiss mountain ; it might have been the earthquake in 
Sicily ; if s a long time ago. The boy was brought up by a 
parson. Parson joined the Roman Catholic Church. Old 
Abe thought it shockin'. Don't know why Jews think it is 
shockin' to be a Roman, but they do. He's a good-lookin' 
young fellow. PU ask Ridgeways about his daughter; he 
wouldn't mind owning up to such a fine young grandson. All 
the legitimate ones are wasters. Shall I ask him ? " 

"Oh, no! You have told us quite enough!" This was 
from Diana, hastily, but Irene was not nearly satisfied. 

" Do you think he has a million of money, too, all of his 
own ? Why does he go on selling things if he's so rich ? " 
Irene questioned ingenuously. 

"But, my dear, don't you know that nobody is ever rich 
enough. And they say he buys things for himself now, collects 
them. A girl might do worse, a great deal worse than go in 
for young Percival — Passival did you say he called himself? 
Well, it's no odds. Nobody thinks anything of the bar 
sinister nowadays. Why, they do say the Prince . . ." She 
lowered her voice again, whilst telling her awed young audience, 
who had however no interest whatever in the gossip, of a 
morganatic alliance that was being suggested for the heir to 
the throne. She did speak in a whisper, so it would perhaps be 
indecorous to play the eavesdropper. 

^ Irene listened and was rewarded with more talk about Mr. 
PassifuL When she realised what was expected of her, Mrs. 
Trefusis was glad to gratify the Duchess's daughter. She 
commented on Dennis's attentions during dinner, and gave 
instances of girls who had been happy, or sufiSciently happy, 
with foreign bankers, old South African millionaires, and 
even stockbrokers. Encouraging Irene to her new folly, she 
found herself with two listeners. The effort to keep Aunt 
Mary awake had failed, and Diana was heeding her words ; 
they were making an impression upon her, too, which was 
stranger. 

Diana had been conscious as she had sat by Dennis's side 
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during dinner of a decided accession of interest in him. And 
if Irene, who was the daughter of a Duke, could look upon 
Dennis Passiful as eligible, if Mrs. Spencer Trefusis could 
encourage her in it, why should she, Diana, who was only the 
daughter of a Liberal peer, and that a poor one, relegate him 
to the ranks of the desirable impossibilities? Her thoughts 
travelled quickly as she listened to Mrs. Trefusis talking. 
Why should she marry Dolly, who bored her to distraction, 
who always said the same things with the same vacuity of 
expression ? Dolly was rich, but most of his money was in 
land. She had heard him say over and over again that he 
shouldn't be surprised if, before the Liberals got out, they'd 
grabbed most of what belonged to him to pay themselves 
salaries. And the events of the last session seemed likely to 
justify his fears. She need not marry for position; for her 
position was assured. She must marry for money. But why 
should it be Haverford's money ? 

It was when she arrived at this point in her meditations 
that the men came into the room. Then she had to do her 
duty by her father's most distinguished guests; she had no 
time for Dennis Passiful, nor to wonder about him. The 
Cymric Sampson held her hand a little longer than necessary, 
paid her compliments ; the wrong ones, and wrongly expressed. 
Certainly if caste had any meaning, or good manners any signifi- 
cance, Dennis Passiful had more right amongst them than he. 
Fortunately there was a semi-official reception to-night at 
Lady Sabury's, and the Ministers left early, to everyone's 
relief. Then some sat down to cards, and the young men 
made a move to the billiard-room. Irene had secured Dennis 
for a few moments by the simple process of calling out to 
him: 

"Do come and be introduced to Mrs. Spencer Trefusis, 
Mr. Passiful. She has just been telling me all about you. 
I want to know if any of it is true ; it is so romantic." 

"Mrs. Trefusis prides herself on her inaccuracy," Cosmo 
murmured, as he replaced Irene in the seat beside her. 
"Don't you? Let Irene chatter whilst you tell me what 
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you have invented romantic about our young Lancelot His 
adopted father was an old friend of my mother's; and she 
always insisted that the boy was his own." 

Mrs. Spencer Trefusis said Cosmo was delightfully wicked, 
and what did he think of that affair of the Abercrombies ? 
Cosmo had an idea of making a study of Mrs. Spencer 
Trefusis for a play. Miss Compton was the actress he had in 
mind. He stayed by her for quite a long time, letting her 
tell him old or new scandal. 

Dennis had no choice but to listen to Irene, who had 
practically button-holed him. But from where he stood he 
watched Diana's movements. 

Fortunately the Duchess was no bridge player, and she 
soon swept her daughter away, leaving Dennis free for Diana. 
They had a word or two, but other guests again intervened. 
Of Haverford, later on, it was more difficult to rid themselves. 
He had forgotten about the armour in his revived interest in 
old Harrovian days. Now he gave Dennis quite a cordial 
invitation to Thorpe. He said that when he was married he 
should take more interest in the County Cricket, and Dennis 
must come down there and help him with it. Diana's tact was 
ultimately equal to the occasion. 

" You must go and play billiards, Dolly. Cossy ought to 
be downstairs, but he will never tear himself away from Mrs. 
Trefusis. I've promised to show Mr. Passiful the old temple, 
and the winter garden." 

Lord Haverford did not want to play billiards, and did not 
know how to play bridge. He wanted to detain Diana, and 
make her share his thin enthusiasm, whilst he talked to Dennis 
about cricket. It was part of the perquisites of his position 
that she should stay and listen. It was with difficulty she 
deprived him of them. It was Cosmo who came to her 
assistance, when Mrs. Trefusis left, with a suggestion that if 
Dolly did not care to play billiards he had better come down 
for a whisky and soda. Cosmo was always on the watch lest 
Haverford should jeopardise the position he had won with 
such difficulty. 
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" Come and have a drink, Dolph ; Di will let you off for 
half an hour." 

He trusted to Lord Haverford's thirst to make the rest easy. 
He saw Diana was anxious to get rid of him. He looked at 
Dennis and his sister curiously, nevertheless. He had wondered 
how he came to be there, would have wondered, perhaps, even 
if Fanny had not talked to him about it, and shown her 
surprise. 
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CHAPTER XIV 

THERE are small houses and large in Curzon Street 
But the one that had been occupied by the Lough- 
boroughs from time immemorial, where Fox and the "First 
Gentleman of Europe " had often made merry, where Parisot 
had danced, and Mario sung, was the largest of them all. 
The conservatory, or winter garden, for it more nearly merited 
the latter description, was celebrated for the model of a classic 
temple, in stone, many columned and correct; in its beautiful 
verisimilitude giving no suggestion that it was without an 
interior, and that it was put up to disguise the wall that led 
to the stables. To-night the classic temple was lighted by 
electricity; the points twinkled also amongst the great 
oleanders, the orange trees, and palms that had been the 
hobby of Diana's grandfather to cultivate in these strange 
quarters. The air was warm among the scented exotics and 
the palms and foliage of the small pleasaunce, and in the 
artificial warm dusk of its verdure were chairs and dallying 
places for lovers. 

Dennis and Diana were not lovers, but they were glad to 
be alone, to compare notes of the dinner party, to talk about 
themselves and each other. Dennis had an idea that he was 
in luck in receiving so much attention from his hostess. If 
he found his pulses less even than usual, he put it down to 
the wine he had drunk. He knew he had a level head ; she 
was of course extraordinarily beautiful, and wonderfully kind 
to him. Perhaps he was a little embarrassed, but flattered 
certainly, exhilarated, almost excited. 

" Let us sit down here." 

That was after they had exhausted the obvious, displaying to 
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each other their invincible Toryism, and distaste for the 
manners and habits of the present Government. Dennis was 
quite satisfied to sit beside her, he was never a very talkative 
man. 

"Was all Mrs. Trefusis told us true?" she asked him, 
presently. 

" I don't know what she told you." 

" That there was a romance about your parenthood." 

" I never knew either my father or mother, but I never 
heard there was anything romantic or extraordinary about 
them. Mr. Paighton said he had an idea at one time that 
Passiful was not my father's real name. It is rather an 
uncommon one. He would have made it famous if he had 
lived." 

He spoke again about the sketches of the Heath, and about 
the portrait of his mother. 

"You have never tried to find out?" 

" Why should I ? A man is what he makes himself." 

" And you ? " Her voice was very soft. " You have made 
yourself a place." 

" I ! I've tried to play the game." 

He was shy of talking about himself, almost awkward, pleased 
nevertheless at her interest in him, but not anxious to exploit 
it He said another word or two about how good Mr. Paighton 
had been to him, and about the two old maids. 

" But without a mother or a father ! You must have always 
missed something in the world." Her soft sympathetic voice 
seemed to touch him somewhere, and in a way that he had 
never before been touched. 

" I'm not missing anything now." He hardly knew why he 
said it. 

" No ! You think Irene pretty, don't you ? She is considered 
pretty." 

" I haven't thought about her at all." 

It was very blunt, but in revolt at his own quickened 
feelings, and the way her voice touched him, he took refuge 
in abruptness. 
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" She talked a lot I suppose she is what you call awfully 
up to date. I don't know much about girls," he added. 

"Don't you? That is rather strange. You are not a 
misogynist, surely ? " 

" No, but girls are all so alike." 

He was not distinguishing himself, he felt that ; he felt, too, 
a new difficulty in expressing himself. 

" I never thought of that ! You would rather then have gone 
down to the billiard room with Cossy and Dolly ? " 

"You know I wouldn't" That was better. "You know 
I like talking to you." 

" Do you ? I thought you would, but then I wasn't quite 
sure. It is girls only, then, that art so much alike, not widows." 

" I don't think of you as a widow." 

"You do thmk of me, then? No, I didn't mean to say 
that It sounds coquettish. You and I .... we talk more 
sensibly than that, don't we? Flirtation is what you mean 
when you say all girls are alike." 

" I know I have never met anyone in the least like you." 

"Haven't you? But I am really just like other people. 
I think it is you who are different ! " 

Of course Diana knew the game she was playing; single, 
married, or widowed, she had never played any other. Dennis 
fell easily into the trap, and asked her in what way she found 
him different from other fellows. Then she talked about him, 
and he about her, and one after another the lamps about them 
went out, and the strange exotic garden sent out its perfumes. 
Dennis thought it all amazingly pleasant, exciting even. Diana 
thought him a little slow, a little deliberate, but she had no 
doubt the pace would quicken presently, when she desired it, 
in fact. 

" Do you believe in friendship between man and woman ? " 
she asked him presently. 

" Rather." 

" Do you think you and I are going to be friends? " 

" It's too good to be true," Dennis answered quickly, caught 
unawares. 



Digitized by 



Google 



JOSEPH IN JEOPARDY i8i 

"But why?" 

" I am so ordinary, when you get to know me you would get 
bored." 

" I don't think so, I don't feel like that yet, anyway. I'm 
not at all bored, rather the contrary." 

" I have never had a woman friend." 

She did not quite know why he was harpipg on the word 
friendship. She did not want to think him " raw," although 
that was the word that might have seemed appropriate. And 
really he was extraordinarily good looking. They had been 
sitting under the shadow of one of the great palms. Now he 
got up, walked away a few paces, came back again. As he 
came back, one of the electric lamps, blown out from some 
unknown cause, for the night was perfectly still, burst into 
light again. Its illumination fell whitely on her white dress. 
He did not know what was affecting him, nor how he was 
affected. She looked more like a statue than ever with the 
white light on her face. 

"You are perfectly beautiful !" The words broke from him. 
She laughed, but it was quite a little laugh, low, and the note 
in it was more thrilling than gay. She had meant him to make 
love to her, yet here he was standing upright, and quite still, 
only telling her that she was beautiful. She knew it, had 
known it since she was a child. It was not to hear this that 
she had come into the garden with him. 

" You say you have never had a woman friend." She was not 
going to let him make her nervous ; nervousness was the name 
she gave to what was new and strange to her in her own 
feelings. " But you have been in love ? " 

" I don't believe I ever have," he said, more quickly. She 
waited for him to add " until now." But instead, he said, as 
if it had little to do with the matter, was something quite 
extraneous to it : " I married, of course, but, but that is not 
quite the same thing." Again that curious sense of unreality 
oppressed him. 

He had not actually said it, but she understood that, although 
he was married, he had never been in love. He grew hot when 
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he realised what he had said, for it seemed to be unfair to 
Mabel. But he had not been in love with Mabel, not exactly 
in love. Love in that sort of sense must carry one off one's 
feet, one must feel intoxicated, uplifted. As he thought of it 
he could not trust himself to look at his companion. It was 
very still out here, the shadows deep, and the light fitfuL 

Diana had not known he was married, had not guessed, nor 
foreseen it Her heart gave a leap, what a fool she had been ! 
Then it quieted down. 

" I did not know you were married," she said, quite easily. 

" I have been married five years." 

Idly she wondered what it was to her, rather dully she 
wondered what concern it was of hers. Was she not going to 
marry Dolly, in six months ; at the end of the season ? Then 
she pulled herself together. Her mind worked quickly, and 
she saw all at once it was a good thing, an excellent thing, that 
he was married. It made playing with him so safe. One could 
go on playing; there might be a spice of danger, exhilarating, 
bringing now and again that quick heart beat, but on the 
whole it was safe. 

" I did not know it But you say you have never had a 
woman friend ? I don't think I understand." 

" It seems to me I have never known anything about women 
until now." He was breathless and felt he was makmg a fool 
of himself. " When I first saw you, at the theatre that night, 
looking like a statue, Pygmalion's statue come to life, or one 
of the Venuses, I thought you were the first woman I had 
ever seen, really looked at . ." He had sat down beside her 
again, his head silhouetted against the lighted columns of the 
temple. " So that if you do give me your friendship, honour 
me with your friendship," what he was saying seemed extra- 
ordinarily foolish, and he hurried on, moved by his own folly, 
and inconsequent, " I don't know what I could do to deserve 
it, but there isn't anything I wouldn't do." 

The place, the warm and scented au*, the unusual circum- 
stances and hour were responsible for his stupidity, he knew 
that he was being quite unpardonably stupid. 
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"You have only seen me three times altogether." 

"Four. I saw you one night when you were coming 
home from the theatre." 

" But you didn't speak to me." 

" No, I did not want to. I was satisfied with having seen you." 

" But surely I am not the only woman with whom you have 
ever wished to be on friendly terms ? " 

" On the terms I want to be with you ? Yes, you are." 

" It is extraordinary you have never cared for a woman, or 
a woman for you," she persisted, speaking slowly. It was im- 
possible, incredible; she hardly knew what it was he was trying 
to tell her. 

" I don't want to make myself out better than I am. It's 
a question of, of temperament, I suppose." He shied over 
the word, it was like Fanny, had something mawkish and 
sentimental about it. " Perhaps I have not the same faculty 
of idealisation as other fellows. I've known a good many girls 
and women, of course. I should not care if I never saw one 
of them again." 

Because she was pleased, she answered lightly, she tried 
even to banter him, but liked his seriousness so well that it 
seemed a pity to change the note. 

" It is really very flattering." She rose from her seat. " But 
now I think, it is time we went in." He put himself deliberately 
in her path. 

"Don't go for a moment. Tell me, is it possible?" And 
then because he was conscious of his inexperience, and hardly 
knew what he wanted, yet wanted it uncommonly, was afraid 
of bungling, and more afraid of his fear, he hurried on : 

"Is friendship between man and woman possible? You 
said it was ; just now you said it was. Would I be worthy ? " 

He was still standing in her path. He was really curiously 
unlike any other man she had ever met ; but certainly he had 
the power of making her heart beat fast, and no other man 
who had made love to her before her husband's death, 
or since, had hesitated to use such a power when he dis- 
covered it. 
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" I must think it over." 

Everything was just as it should be, for now there was a 
touch of imperativeness in his manner. 

" No ! No ! You must tell me now." He caught hold of 
her hand, surprised at himself. " I must know." 

Standing with him like that, for half an instant, her hand 
supine in his, she had nothing to say. And her silence 
mounted to his head as words might have failed to do. 

"I could not bear to think we were not going to meet 
again, talk together ! You must promise me that Is it too 
much to ask ? There is something different between us, isn't 
there, something different from what we feel with other people?" 
She made a little exclamation at that, but he took no heed of 
the interruption. * " From the first we were not like ordinary 
acquaintances ; I don't know what it is ! " 

It really seemed that he did not know he was making love 
to her, although he was doing it so well. And she left her 
hand in his, some magnetism there was in him, communicating 
itself to her, until her hand felt hot in his, and she was conscious 
of a curious agitation. It was only for her friendship he was 
pleading, not for her love, or leave to win it. An instant she 
stood silent, and he, eager for her answer, holding her hand. 
Then the spell was broken. 

" You know I am going to marry my cousin. Lord Haver- 
ford. Cosmo has told you ? " 

" Yes, no, I can't remember. That has nothing to do with 
it. Only I do want to see you again, and often." 

" It is getting so late." 

"But say before you go that we shall meet again, that I 
haven't offended you, that you meant what you said about 
friendship between man and woman, and that you are going to 
give me yours. Say it." And then he added, in reaction 
from his own vehemence: "It would be so . . so splendid 
of you." 

"Would it?" 

Certainly he did his wooing strangely, if this were wooing. 
What surprised her most was her own pleasure in it. 



Digitized by 



Google 



JOSEPH IN JEOPARDY 185 

" I really must go in now." She said it hastily, almost 
nervously, as a girl might if an impetuous boy was making hot 
love to her and the experience was new. 

" But it is all right between us ; you are not offended ? " 

"Of course it is all right." She laughed a little unsteadily. 

" And we are going to be friends ? " 

"The best of friends;" this time her laughter was light, 
"why not?" 

" It is awfully good of you." 

His heart was high as he followed her ; hers was in a tumult, 
although she was telling herself all the time that it was 
ridiculous, simply ridiculous. He made love like a boy, and it 
was men, men who knew every move in the game and played 
it as well, or better than she did, with whom such pastime was 
amusing. But he was so frank, and unusual. What could she 
do with him, he was outside her own circle and ways ? But 
even whilst she hesitated she felt that this was not the end. 
And when he gave her his hand again to assist her up the 
steps, the grasp of his hand again gave her that thrill, a 
message of which she could not misunderstand the significance ; 
although it was with difficulty she believed it. 

It was anti-climax when they came in, to find that the bridge 
and billiard parties had both broken up, and Haverford, 
looking very sulky, and, if the truth must be told, a little less 
than sober, was lounging on the sofa waiting for their return. 
Dennis did not wish to linger, the evening was over for him. 
He was amazingly happy, and more amazingly ignorant of the 
reason of it. He had had a delightful evening. He would 
rather not have left Haverford there with her. But Cosmo 
was there also. 

Cosmo looked with some curiosity, and more amusement, 
at his sister when she came in from the garden with Dennis. 
He knew Dennis's attraction for women, and thought that 
Diana might do him a great deal of good. It was not any 
slight to Fanny he wished to avenge, but Dennis was really 
too ^unco guid,^ He suspected his sister of a capacity to 
make Dennis Passiful realise that his outlook on life had 
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been hitherto rather limited. Naturally Cosmo did not care if 
there should be trouble for Dennis in this new knowledge. 
Neither did he for a moment suspect Diana of being in any 
danger. There was the light in Dennis's eyes that there had 
been on his wedding day, as if something wonderful had been 
happening to him, and Cosmo was certainly amused. 

" I did not think you were such a botanist, Passiful," he 
said lightly. " You must have examined every plant. I sus- 
pect Diana gave you the history of the Auricula my uncle 
imported from Florida, and the Acanthus that blossomed the 
night George of Wales dined here in 1794, and never before 
nor since." 

He wanted to cover Haverford's sulkiness; but he need 
not have feared that it would affect his sister. 

" You still here, Dolly," she said, as if in surprise, as she 
came in. " I thought you went away hours ago." 

He mumbled something under his breath, something that 
sounded like : " So it seemed." 

She looked at him with uplifted eyebrow and enquiry, and 
he pulled himself together. The next mumble may have been 
an apology. He stood up irresolutely; Dennis was waiting 
to say good-bye, and for a moment they were side by side. 
Dolly was slightly fuddled, and in his vacuous face his little 
eyes were bloodshot He blinked with them under the re- 
treating forehead, and his lips hung sulkily, the mouth a little 
open. Dennis was half a head taller, and as he stood she 
saw how muscular was his grace. 

"Why did you wait? Has every one else gone? But 
it was very nice of yoU to wait and say good-night to me." 

If it were that for which he was waiting he was in no 
haste to carry out his intention. He stood his ground whilst 
Dennis said his brief farewell ; was still standing it when the 
door closed behind him. But to her it seemed the room had 
grown suddenly dull and empty, and when Dolly began to talk, 
she yawned openly, yawned in his face. 

" Isn't it almost bed time ? " she asked. Dolly had always 
a way of overstaying his welcome, she thought " I don't know 
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why, but it has seemed an unusually long evening. Did we 
dine earlier than usual, Cossy ? Of course we did. I Ve just 
remembered those sort of people" this was her disrespectful 
way of alluding to the Liberal Ministers, " are used to dining 
in the middle of the day. Father said it was not to be later 
than 8. What is the time now, Cossy? I'm sure it is 
to-morrow, or the day after." 

" You have been sitting for an hour with that fellow in the 
conservatory." 

It was Cosmo's presence that gave him the courage to say 
it, and her look of surprise made him feel a fooL She had 
a way of making him feel a fool. She yawned again : 

"An hour, was it? I thought you were so interested in 
that armour of yours. We were talking about it, and Mr. 
Passiful will go down to see it himself. But perhaps youVe 
changed your mind again." 

Her tone was indifferent or scornful ; and it really seemed 
as if she were sleepy. 

" How did I know you were talking about the armour ? IVe 
been waitin' for the chance of a word with you . . ." 

"You must make allowances for him," Cosmo struck in, 
"it is love from which he is suffering, a bad attack. He 
scents a rival in your new armourer. I should not be sur- 
prised if presently he resents your groom." 

Cosmo's wit was double barrelled, the eyes of brother and 
sister met, and hers were interrogative; the lines around his 
were wrinkled in humour. Had he meant to convey to her that 
Dennis Passiful was little less removed from her than a groom ? 
She knew better; there were no differences at all between 
them, or if there were the advantages were all on his side. 
In any case she would allow no interference from Cossy in 
whatever way she chose to amuse herself. 

" But Dolly could hardly find a really worthy rival, could he?" 

Cosmo, if he did not spare his sister, spared her fianc^ no 
less. He would have taken him away after that, but Dolly 
had his attacks of weak obstinacy, and one of them was on 
him now. He paid no heed to Cosmo's suggestion that * it 
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was really time to toddle.' And Diana's obvious impatience 
had little more effect. 

"You never give me a word. Other fellows can have 
t^te-k-tetes with you. You put me off, and laugh at me ; you're 
always laughing at me. You've promised to marry me. . ." 

" But not to-night, surely." 

" There you go, laughing at me again ! " 

And then, ignoring Cosmo, he burst out : 

"You know how frightfully fond I am of you. No one 
knows better than me how rippin' you look to-night, and all 
that. But you ought to say how much longer I've got to 
wait. Why should you go on putting me off? " 

This was the sort of crisis she was for ever staving off, just 
now especially it seemed insufferable. It was no longer an 
interrogative look she gave to her brother, it was an impatient 
one, and meant : 

" Can't you get him away ? " 

Cosmo shook his head. Now Dolly began to pour out his 
grievances, her many unkindnesses to him; he choked over 
them with self pity. It really was jealousy he was feeling, 
although with a weakling, such as he was, even jealousy is 
weak, showing itself in irresolute complaining. 

" Every fellow has more chances than me. He ain't an 
armourer or a groom ; Cossy only said that to put me off. 
He was in my own house at Harrow. He played for England 
once." 

It was strange that he should defend the man. Diana's 
heart warmed a little to him. 

And then the bloodshot eyes grew redder, and even the 
lids seemed suffused. 

" Cossy thinks I'm a fool to be jealous. It's only because 
I know I'm not good enough for you, nobody is good enough ; 
but we are engaged and I've got my feelings. ." 

Diana answered hastily : 

" Dear old boy ! There, don't worry me any more to-night^ 
you are quite good enough ; too good, very likely. And you 
know I'm really very fond of you. But I can't bear scenes." 



Digitized by 



Google 



JOSEPH IN JEOPARDY 189 

She got rid of him eventually. Even he could see that 
Cosmo did not mean to budge, and that Diana would show 
no favour before him. Cosmo had laughed when Diana said 
she was fond of him, and his laugh had cut Dolly like a whip, 
so that a red mark as of a weal showed in his forehead. 
There was no use staying after that. The two men went out 
together. Cosmo had not meant to hurt his cousin. This 
Haverford marriage was partly of his own contriving, or rather 
urging, he looked upon it as inevitable, vital to the fortunes 
of the family. But when he contemplated it close, and from 
Diana's point of view, he was sorry for her. Not that she 
would fail to keep even Dolly in order, bring him properly 
to heel. But it was pretty ghastly to think she must put up 
with his slobbering affection, go through scenes with him. 
He felt a sudden sympathy with Diana, hurrying Dolly away. 
He was satisfied that she must have intferludes, respite. 
Poor Diana! Even Cosmo Merritt had his weak spot, not 
to be protected by epigram, and Diana was his Achilles' heel. 

Left alone, notwithstanding that she had yawned, and 
spoken of her fatigue. Lady Diana did not immediately go 
up to bed. She sat on the sofa in the drawing room some 
time longer, her hand before her eyes, shutting out the lights, 
thinking. 

He was quite right ; it had been different with them from 
the first, from the very beginning when at the theatre she 
had surprised his eyes, and the look in them. Why should 
it not be possible, this friendship of which he had spoken? 
What friend had she in the whole world? There was 
Cosmo, but Cosmo urged her to marry Dolly, to marry him 
soon, to get things settled. She supposed it would come to 
that, she was up to her ears in debt. But there was no 
hurry about it. She could think about this friendship, and 
what it might mean. It was quite a long time before she 
remembered the servants wanted to come in and turn out the 
lights, that her maid was sitting up for her. 

The maid was not allowed to waste time over hair-brushing 
this evening. Diana had hardly the patience to let her finish 
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her essential duties. She wanted to be alone, to dream. 
She was going to marry Dolly, there was no doubt about 
that; it was a fact, but one that could not bear thinking 
of. He — there was only he in her mind at the moment — was 
already married; and if he had not been, there was the 
difference in their position ! She clung now to the thought of 
that difference in their position. But friendship now ; it was 
only of friendship they had spoken. 

She had dismissed the maid before the finish of the hair 
brushing. As she sat before the mirror, thinking of friendship, 
she could see that her hair was far below her waist, billowing 
blue black about her bare shoulders. She had not stayed 
to put on a dressing jacket, and there was little between her 
and her loveliness. For a fleeting moment as she saw her 
image reflected in the glass, the licentiousness of an im- 
bridled imagination swept over her, crimsoning her cheeks. 
After all she had been a married woman. Only for a moment 
that unbridled imagination saw two figures in the mirror. 
Then it was the darkness she needed. Hurriedly she turned 
out the light and got into bed. But then she found, almost 
for the first time, that sleep was not at her command. Rest- 
lessly she turned from side to side, wooing, almost imploring 
that reluctant sleep. When at length it came it brought with 
it dreams that wakened her with pounding l^art and hot 
flushes, the source of which she hardly knew. Yet, when 
morning dawned, she wished the night could have been pro- 
longed, so that she might dream again. 
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CHAPTER XV 

DENNIS walked home extraordinarily happy, quite 
persuaded now that all he had ever wanted in life, 
and for lack of which his days had been empty, was friendship 
with a woman. And such a woman ! He endowed her with 
qualities of heart and intellect, with a boundless capacity oif 
sympathy, and an understanding of himself, that was almost 
preternatural. Things she had said to him recurred, they 
had so many thoughts in common ; they both loved beauty, for 
instance, plastic or natural. She had been to many countries 
that were imknown to him, she would tell him about them, and 
he would see them through her eyes. But quite near London 
there were places to which he could take her, where the gorse 
was yellow under blue sky, and by lying close on the sheer 
ground, they could imagine sand dunes, and a slow tidal sea. 
He had often done it on that wonderful heath of Hampstead 
where his father had made his pictures. And there were 
other places, too, for him to show her when the summer came, 
within a drive, almost within a walk of the metropolis, where 
they could sit attuning all things made to a green thought in 
a green shade. Quotations became his own words to-night, 
and all the poets thronged to help him in his illusion. The 
world was so beautiful, and hitherto he had looked upon it 
alone. In the dull, foggy streets as he went swiftly homeward^ 
he saw picture upon picture, grey beauties of vista and vast- 
ness. In Regent's Park, as he passed through, were purple 
mysterious depths, and bare branches cut black and magnificent 
against the gloom. To-night, if he had held a pencil in his. 
hand, the architecture he would draw would be massed 

splendour of masonry, arches upon arches leading to the. 
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light, great groined roofs, painted windows, and arabesqued 
floors. So the eyes of his mind ran riot, until at length he 
reached home. 

When his key was in the lock he remembered she had been 
surprised to hear that he was married. Then she had said 
that she was glad; a strange thing to say, but, in a way, it 
confirmed and uplifted him. He would not reason about it, 
he wanted no explanation, almost it explained itself. So he 
thought in his curious exaltation of spirit She dwelt in a 
r^on apart, no gross thought intruded; this growing, 
gathering feeling for each other was spiritual ; she had been 
quick to feel it. She was glad he was married. He would 
tell her one day all about Mabel. How she, too, was all 
compound of goodness and unselfishness. But, even in his 
folly, he did not think of bringing them together. 

Mabel was waiting up for him. That seemed right and 
fitting; it was part of her goodness. He felt very kindly 
towards her. She never varied, he could trust her completely. 
He did not mean to speak of this friendship that had come 
into his life. But she would be glad if she knew, she would 
be glad of anything that added to his happiness. He felt just 
the same about her. Roddy was quite a good fellow, too, 
and their music was the bond between them. He had a 
vague wish, nevertheless, that Roddy had not been an actor, 
and so inferior in character. It would have been better if 
Mabel had a friend more like his own. His heart leaped 
again at the thought of his own. 

"I couldn't help waiting up for you, Dennis. Such a 
dreadful thing has happened ! " 

That was the way she began, the moment he had got into 
the house, and whilst he was still thinking it was a pity 
she had only Roddy Ainsworth and his egotism, as an alterna- 
tive to painting convolvuli on cheap satin. He was conscious 
of pitying her, of being moved to a great tenderness 
towards her. 

" Did you enjoy your evening ? You look so well. I am 
sure it is good for you to go out by yourself sometimes." 
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" What has happened that is so dreadful ? Are there any 
dreadful things?" His eyes, smiling so kindly upon her, 
seemed to question, or deny it, and gave her a dim vision 
of his mood. 

" I do so hate to spoil your evening . . ." 

He laughed and said it was all right, she could " fire away " 
with her news. 

" But you must know, although I am sure you will be so 
upset. It's Ted and Fanny ; they have had such a dreadful 
quarrel. Fanny has been to see father about it. I hardly 
know how to tell you, although I couldn't go to bed 
without telling you ; you don't mind my waiting up ? 
Fanny came up here to dinner. She couldn't stay alone in 
the hotel." 

"In the hotel! What hotel? Isn't she at Grosvenor 
Street ? " He had to pull himself together, listen to Mabel, 
help Mabel if she needed help. He must not grow selfish 
because he felt happy. 

" Where is Ted ? What has happened ? " 

Mabel's face was pale; even to repeat the abominable 
thing, shrinking from the thought that lay behind it, drove the 
colour from her cheeks. , 

" Some one said something to Ted about Mr. Merritt and 
Fanny, about his being there so much, living there. And 
Ted spoke to Fanny. Fanny said she was very angry, too 
angry to deny it. I don't know exactly what happened then ; 
it all seemed to come about quite suddenly. She told me 
she wouldn't condescend to deny — to deny anything — and then 
Ted threatened to shoot her, to shoot Fanny ! " 

Her face was pale and her eyes wide. 

Dennis was listening now, he had always feared what 
might happen. Ted had many faults, but his loyalty was no 
fault. If the time came when it was shaken, Dennis had 
always feared what Ted might do ; and just now he seemed to 
understand Ted better than before. Ted loved his wife in 
such a manner that if he came to doubt her, it would meaa 
madness ; it would drive him from his reason. 
13 
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" Go on, what happened then ? " he asked in a curious low 
voice, hushed, feeling suddenly cold. 

"He did not shoot her, but . . but . . fie struck her.^^ 
MabeFs eyes were dim ; Dennis could see her hands were 
trembling. 

" Don't try to tell me quickly. Wait, take your time 
over it." She gladly took the delay Dennis offered her; 
the last few hours had told cruelly upon her. Fanny had been 
hysterical for sympathy, lacking reticence, almost decency ; the 
differences between herself and Mabel went too deep for her 
recognition. It was Fanny's trouble, but it hurt Mabel more. 
She was cold and trembling, Dennis had not left his overcoat 
in the hall, he took it off and wrapped it round her. 

" I wish I'd thought of keeping the fire in ; it is so careless 
of me." Her lips trembled. " I really don't mind the cold, 
do take it back." 

She tried to disembarrass herself of it, but he made her 
keep it. If Ted had only struck Fanny, if he had given 
the thrashing she so well deserved, Dennis, for one, would 
think none the worse of him. But it was natural Mabel 
was shocked and wretched. 

" And after he struck her ? " 

" Oh, Dennis," she burst into tears, " that wasn't the worst 
of it ! He said dreadful things, things she could never forgive 
him. It was last night, and he followed her into her bedroom, 
you know she likes to sleep alone . . She screamed out, 
for he had a revolver ! He was going to shoot her, and 
then himself. I couldn't understand exactly what happened 
then. She told me, but I couldn't quite understand. Mr. 
Merritt was in the house ; she thought he had gone out, but 
it seems that he was still there . . when he heard Fanny 
screaming he came in . . Ted was shockingly violent, she 
said, almost like a madman . ." 

Mabel was crying all the time she talked : 

" Fanny said the gun was aimed full at her, she tried to get 
it from him and it went off. You can see the marks of it on the 
wall, Fanny says. It was just as Mr. Merritt came in. To-day 
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she has been with father. She says she will never go back to 
Ted, she is frightened of him. If father doesn't help her, she 
will go to a lawyer. Father saw Ted this afternoon, and came 
on here afterwards. He was talking to Fanny for quite a long 
time, and he made me go out of the room. But Ted came up in 
a cab while they were together ; and I could see he had been 
crying, his eyes were all swollen and he looked too dreadful ! 
I couldn't help trying to comfort him. He takes all the blame 
upon himself, he said he was quite out of his mind, he hadn't 
meant any of the things he said. Father made Fanny see him 
afterwards. It was dreadful to hear Ted pleading with her; 
we could not help hearing it. Fanny told me he went down 
on his knees . ." 

Dennis saw the scene, and hated it ; Fanny's coldness, Ted's 
abasement 

" He begged her only to forgive him, he couldn't believe he 
had ever raised his hand to her ; but she showed him the bruise. 
He said he never meant to hurt or shoot her, only himself." 

" And what was the upshot of it all ? " 

" Father won't hear of Fanny leaving Ted. Ted says he'll do 
anything, anything, if she will only forgive him for having struck 
her. He turned white when he saw the bruise, and sick ; as if 
he could hardly stand. Father thinks Fanny was a little 
hard. She says she will only go back if Mr. Merritt stays 
there; she is afraid to be in the house alone with Ted." 

" But Ted didn't agree ? " 

"He would have agreed to anything. Oh, Dennis!" she 
went up to him, he was standing by the mantelpiece, his heart 
was hot against Fanny, full of sympathy for Ted; he had 
forgotten all his own happiness of half an hour ago. Mabel 
had his coat around her, she was blue and shivering with cold. 
She had put her arms through the arms of the coat, turning 
back the sleeves, her hands, cold and tremulous, emerged, and 
he took them in his own ; folding the coat more closely about 
her ; he would have protected her from such a sorry scene as 
she related. 

"You ought to be in bed," he said, "with a hot-water 
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bottle. This is sheer folly. You'll make yourself ill. It isn't 
as if you were doing Ted or Fanny any good." 

" But oh, Dennis, if it were us ? " He laughed lightly. 

" If I had struck you, do you mean ? " 

What she wanted to say she hardly knew herself, but it was 
a plea for tenderness she was instinctively making. Some- 
thing she had missed lately from him ; the knowledge of it 
may have been present with both of them. " We have never 
had one quarrel in all our five years together, have we ? " 

" Why should we quarrel ? " 

If she missed anything, his matter-of-fact words could 
hardly supply it. But he was not in the mood to be senti- 
mental with her ; the reaction in him was from sentiment 

" You don't see, nor your father either, that it isn't all Ted's 
fault. He may be rough, but he's honest ; he can't meet the 
sort of thing with which Fanny surrounds him ; the subtle 
cruelty of her indifference to him." 

"She said once that she hated him, her own husband!" 
Mabel's voice was a horrified whisper. "Dennis, fancy 
husband and wife hating each other. We, we . . ." She 
could not get out what she wanted to say. 

" Why do you talk of us and of them in the same breath ? 
You don't want even Roddy Ainsworth to live in the same 
house with you and me." 

" Oh, Dennis ! " 

"You drop no venom from your tongue; your smiles are 
not malicious, your words, stabs. You had really better go 
up to bed now. You are quite chilled and miserable; 111 
fill a hot-water bottle for you, if you will tell me where 
I can find one. A woman like Fanny is poison in the 
house, in the family; she distils it. Neither you nor your 
father understand her any better than Ted does. Ted can't 
fight it; it's eating away his strength and his manhood, his 
ambition, working power." 

"But isn't anything better than they should separate? 
Whom God has joined . ." She lowered her voice, clinging 
to his arm. 
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It was obvious she did not want to leave him, to go alone to 
her own room. The evening's experiences had shaken her, 
and she needed her husband's kindness. He gave it to her in 
his matter-of-fact way, gave it to her without stint, persuading 
her to bed, finding and filling the hot-water bottle for her, 
kissing her pale cheek before he left her, doing his best. 

When he had ministered to her, she thanked him for all his 
kindness, faltering out something about how different things 
wefe between them. She said she hoped that she had been a 
good wife to him, and that he never regretted having married 
her. He told her she need not worry about that. 

After he had left her he found himself disturbed; not by 
what she had said, but by his own short response to it. She 
was the very soul of goodness. But to-night he wanted to be 
alone, to throw off Ted's troubles ; to recall strange words of 
his own, and stranger thoughts. A man might be quite a good 
husband, and yet like to be alone. . . 
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CHAPTER XVI 

SOME sort of peace was patched up between Fanny and 
Ted. The details of it filtered slowly to Dennis; he 
gathered Mabel had acted as mediatrix, and that Amos had 
threatened to cut off supplies. In any case, when the great 
day dawned, Fanny was back in Grosvenor Street, and Cosmo 
Merritt not of the household. 

The great day, of course, was the opening of the re-decorated 
Kemble Theatre under the lesseeship of Mr. Amos Juxton. 
Mr. Jewell was stage manager, Mr. Levine acting mans^er. 
The scenery was by Hewitt, the dresses by Carters. There 
was no mention at all of Cosmo Merritt, who, nevertheless, 
was responsible for everything that had been done. Amos 
Juxton had a way of sitting still and learning, when he was 
adding a new business or a new branch to his syndicated 
interests ; and on this occasion it was Cosmo Merritt who knew 
more than he did. Amos had paid no heed to the cause of 
the quarrel between Fanny and her husband; and none of 
the people concerned had been anxious to impress it upon 
him. Ted's violent temper was now understood to have been 
the root of the trouble. Ted was humbly ready to admit it, and 
Mr. Merritt suffered nothing in Amos's eyes for having inter- 
fered in its exhibition. Cosmo Merritt was extraordinarily 
adroit in his treatment of Amos, and was already beginning 
to look upon the Kemble Theatre as the reward of his labours. 

"Charles Auchester" was the opening production, but all 
the inspired newspaper paragraphs gave out that it was to be 
followed by the dramatised version of "The Tale and the 
Typewriter." There was an impression abroad that " Charles 
Auchester" was only a stop-gap, that the lessee, or whoever 
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was running the theatre, did not believe in it, was only staging 
it because the other piece was not yet ready. Naturally the 
"Great Australian Tenor," Mr. Roderick Ainsworth, who was 
bearing the leading part, and had parted with his interest in the 
play for the sum in cash that had been offered him, was unaware 
of this undercurrent. He had little doubt that his " Seraphino " 
would draw and astonish the town, and that the play itself 
would run for months, if not years. 

Dennis heard continually of how Roddy sang this part or 
the other, of the difficult disputations at rehearsals, of the 
quarrels between the stage manager and Elsie, or Lottie, or 
" Maria." During all the week that followed the dinner party 
in Curzon Street, the gossip of the coulisses had alternated in 
Mabel's chastened volubility with Fanny's terms of surrender 
to her unhappy husband. The one topic seemed to Dennis, 
by now, to be even more tedious than the other. And with 
Roddy himself, his frequent presence at Hamilton Terrace, his 
blind, supreme egotism, the way he became impatient of any 
conversation that did not eddy round himself, he was conscious 
of being, in his own parlance, almost " fed up." 

This night Amos did not drive them to the theatre, as had 
been at first suggested. He had been in to them the evening 
before, very important, full of his distinguished position. He 
told them he must be on the spot early ; for the opening was to 
be honoured with the presence of Royalty. Not the real article, 
but a very colourable foreign imitation, necessitating satin pro- 
grammes and bouquets, and a personal reception. It was Cosmo 
who had arranged all this, who had been prominent in allotting 
the seats, and was responsible for the press paragraphs. That 
he was usurping some one else's perquisites or position was 
obvious from the unpopularity to which Roddy constantly 
referred. But Cosmo was not out for popularity. He was 
out to gratify his patron, the great Amos, and there was no 
doubt he was succeeding. 

There are first nights and first nights. Cosmo carried out 
his intention that this one was to be "smart." All the critics 
were well placed, but the bulk of the seats had been allotted 
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to Society, with the appropriate capital. In the stalls, at least, 
although they had been given away and not sold, there were 
few theatrical hangers-on, professional deadheads, or old 
peroxide actresses. 

On the way to the theatre Dennis heard from Mabel that 
Amos had retained the box opposite the Royal one for their 
party, among whom would be numbered Fanny and Ted. 
Amos himself, of course, would only be there occasionally, airing 
his arrogant humility in the background, after he had received 
the Royalties. Mabel told Dennis all about it on the way to 
the theatre. 

"I shouldn't be a bit surprised if They wanted to know 
Roddy, too. Roddy says he is almost sure to be sent for. 
He doesn't mean to take off any of his * make up ' ; he says 
they are used to it, he was once presented to the Gaekwar of 
Baroda ! It is all so exciting, he was in splendid voice this 
afternoon. I only let him sing me one little song. He had 
been rehearsing with the orchestra all the morning; a dress 
rehearsal yesterday went on for nearly nine hours. He didn't 
let them see what he could do, not really. He wants to 
surprise them. I mixed a beaten egg with some port; that 
was all he has had since lunch time. We did not lunch until 
three. Oh, dear ! I do hope Fanny and Ted are really friends 
again. Father has twenty people to supper at the Savoy 
afterwards. It was very kind of him to ask Roddy. He said 
it was because he was my friend. Father is thoughtful like 
that sometimes. Are we in Edgware Road already? Isn't 
this a slow cab ? I do wish I had ordered a taxi. Can you 
see the time ? " 

" I shall begin to be jealous, like Ted. It has been Roddy, 
nothing but Roddy, ever since he came home." 

Dennis was only chaffing; he had to say something and 
his mind was rather vacant. He had no idea Mabel would 
take him seriously, would be so immediately moved and dis- 
comforted. She was suddenly silenced, completely. They 
were in Oxford Street before she spoke again. It was so 
difficult to answer her husband as she wished, it was so 
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awkward. She ought to have told him before, now it was so 
... so difficult. Dennis's wife had a conscience as sensitive 
as an exposed nerve. It was this nerve of a conscience his 
untoward words had touched. 

"There is something I ought to have told you . . . I 
wanted to tell you quite a long time ago." 

Dennis was annoyed at the effect of his words. He tried 
to laugh it off. 

" Never mind now. I daresay it isn't very dreadful." 

" Oh, no ! But I must tell you." 

" Well, wait until to-morrow, these windows are rattling so. 
I can't hear you." 

"You are trying to be kind, not to listen." She spoke 
slowly, nervously, with something of the timidity of a girl. It 
was that nervous timidity of hers that had always moved his 
strength, it was his wife's claim upon him. 

"I don't want to hear about anything. 1 was only 
joking." 

"No; but, Dennis, you've always thought, I've let you 
think . . ." her face was averted from him, she was gazing 
out of the rattling window, and it was with difficulty he heard 
her, " that Roddy and I . . . that we were . . . that he had 
said something. It was all a mistake, he had never even 
thought of me that way. I knew it before he went away. 
But I let you think it was different. Perhaps it was because 
of that ..." It was very difficult for her to say it, Dennis 
felt the agitation in her voice, although her face was turned 
from him. " Perhaps it was because of that, of your thinking 
he had behaved badly, and being sorry for me, out of pity . . 
that you asked me to marry you ? " 

" Absurd ! " His tone was light. So that was what had 
been troubling her, her supersensitive conscience, an awkward 
possession for any woman, or man. His own was fairly clear, 
perhaps it was not so sensitive as hers. Everything between 
them seemed rather futile ; neither his temper nor his spirits 
were as even as they used to be, before he hurt his leg at 
the end of the cricket season. He still put his alterations of 
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mood, his recurrent restlessness, down to this cause, to this 
cause alone. The 1^ was well, but the moods remained. It 
was imfair that Mabel should suffer from them. He had been 
impatient with her more than once, both of them were conscious 
of a shadow between them, a vague sense of estrangement 
She thought it was on Roddy Ainsworth's account. 

"Absurd! I should have married you anyway," he 
repeated with a touch of impatience. " Don't get morbid. 
That's Fanny's influence, I suppose." 

" Oh, no ! It's nothing to do with Fanny. How could you 
think I would speak to Fanny about such a thing ! But I have 
so often thought about it, and felt I ought to tell you. That 
is why at first I was so upset when you told me Roddy was 
in England. I had let you think ill of him ; perhaps other 
people thought ill of him too. And he never meant anything. 
Why should he ? I couldn't tell him, like I'm telling you, what 
had been thought, what I'd let you think. It was so wrong of 
me. I've tried to make it up to him. I wanted father to help 
him just for that. Not that father ever knew. I've gone over 
everything, all the songs, I mean, again and again. I'm so 
afraid . . . father has put so much money in it, and, in a way, 
you know I am responsible. I'm so nervous about it. For, 
Dennis, you know, Roddy isn't . . . hasn't ... his ear « a 
little defective. It always was, but I did so hope he had 
outgrown it He sings flat sometimes; I was afraid they 
would notice it when he took Oliver Orchard's part. Perhaps 
I ought to have told father. But we've worked for hours and 
hours over those songs. I do think and hope he will be all 
right this evening. I've tried to make up to him for letting 
you, or anybody, think he had ever said anything to me 
that meant ... I know I cried when he went away ; but we 
had been such friends ! And when you jeer at him, or are im- 
patient with him, I think it is because of that false impression 
I gave you . ." 

"Poor old girl!" He had hardly listened. That super- 
sensitive conscience of hers bored him to-night, irritated him 
as it had not formerly. He had thought a long time ago, but 



Digitized by 



Google 



JOSEPH IN JEOPARDY 203 

dismissed it idly as not worth consideration, that Mabel had 
very likely misread Roddy's attention ; " kidded to herself," as 
he expressed it The better he had known his wife, the more 
impossible it had seemed that Roddy Ainsworth had been in 
love with her. Poor Mabel ! So it had been on her conscience 
all these years. 

" Don't worry about it It won't break your father if the 
play isn't a success. You were quite right to coach Roddy, and 
do what you could for him. After all, you've known him all 
your life." Then he jested again. "I've only been afraid 
you were falling in love with him all over again. He's a 
picturesque chap." She edged a little nearer to him, but he 
held himself stiffly. 

** You couldn't have thought that." 

" Couldn't I ? WeU perhaps not" 

"Roddy has really fallen in love now with the lady who 
plays * Maria.' He says she'll always draw a ' clinking ' salary." 
The slang was strange on her lips. " It will be such a great 
thing if the play is successful. He doesn't want to get 
married, but he says it may come to that. I wish I knew if 
she is a good musician. Then I should feel everything was 
all right for him. I should be able to have my *at home' 
days again. I've neglected all my friends. You can't think 
how hard it has all been. And you've been so nice about it 
Oh dear! Isn't this it? Aren't we there? Why are we 
stopping? What a string of carriages and cabs! We shall 
never get up to the door. Let's get out and walk. I've got 
quite stout shoes on ..." 

The box was unusually large, but quite usually uncomfort- 
able. Fanny was already there, and had monopolised the 
best seat. The one next her must be kept free for Amos. 
Mabel said she was delighted with the other corner seat, the 
one next to the stage, if Dennis did not want it. Fanny said 
impudently, but she intended to be arch, that Dennis could 
sit behind her, or stand ; and added that she knew he liked 
standing because it gave him an opportunity of exhibiting his 
inches. 
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Dennis was surprised, when Amos came in with Cosmo 
Merritt, to see how at ease Cosmo was with him and 
with Fanny. Obviously Amos did not attribute anything 
that had happened in Grosvenor Street to Cosmo Merritt 
But Amos was a little sharp with Fanny, Dennis noticed; 
there was less purring between them. Cosmo began 'lo 
name the people to Amos as they came in, drawing his 
attention also to the new colour scheme, talking of the drop 
curtain, asking them all if the decorations were not superior 
to anything that had ever been seen in London. He talked 
contemptuously of other theatres with their 'suburban 
drawing-room * white, pink, blue, or yellow. No one else had 
these superb Chinese scarlets, this vivid green and gold. 
Cosmo was a little excited to-night, more talkative than usual, 
less cool and insouciant. But it was only about the theatre ; 
the atmosphere of it went to his head. Here his abilities 
would at last have full scope. Practically Amos's purse was 
in his hands, and he owed that to his own diplomacy. He knew 
that he would need all his skill to keep that purse ; he did 
not make the mistake of underrating Amos. His only mistake 
had been perhaps, at first, in overrating Fanny. 

Mabel wanted to ask where Ted was. Certainly he was to 
have been of their party. She hoped that he was behind the 
scenes, or engaged in doing something for his father. There 
was so much to be seen to on a first night. But when they had 
settled down, and Amos had bustled out again to receive the 
Prince and his suite, she began to have her doubts. The 
band started "God Save the King," somewhat inappro- 
priately, for the Royalty was a petty German princelet, with 
an ^^Am Tag^^ mental attitude; but there was still nothing to 
be seen of Ted. It was only when Amos had returned, more 
pompous than ever, looking a little stouter, that he, too, 
noticed the gap, and said, quite sharply, to Fanny, who usually 
had his dulcet tones : 

" Where's Ted ? I don't see Ted." 

Fanny answered indifferently, with a shrug of her pale 
shoulders, and a toss of her fair head : 
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" He is playing at being ill. I believe he has eaten some- 
thing that has disagreed with him. I left him word to join us 
at supper." 

" 111 ! I haven't heard anything about it. Has he had a 
doctor?" 

"Not that I know of. I believe he has taken some 
medicine." 

Fanny was not a well-bred person ; but from that point of 
view she did not jar on Amos, and her explanation satisfied 
him. Besides, the overture was being played, and Cosmo 
frowned to them to " Hush ! " 

By looking over Mabel's head, Dennis could see Lord 
Loughborough and his daughter. They were alone to-night, 
Haverford was nowhere to be seen. It was a week since they 
had met, a whole long week. It seemed a year, so much 
had happened. Nothing had happened, except to his feeling 
about her. That had seemed to alter, perhaps to go into 
deeper channels. He had not allowed himself to think too 
much about her, he had forced himself from thinking of her. 
One glimpse he allowed himself now, enough to know she 
was in green ; that would have been Cosmo's doing. Cosmo 
had said he wished he could have dressed the entire house, 
sending out the shades that would have toned with the 
decorations. Mabel thought her husband wanted to see the 
Royalties. 

" Take my place, Dennis, do take it," she whispered. " I 
can see quite well over your shoulder." 

He hushed her impatiently, he did not want to see, he 
saw quite well. He said the one after the other, incon- 
sistently. 

There was a chair for him, and he sat down presently, in the 
dark at the back of the box, away from the stage. He had 
little interest in the play, and had been surfeited with the 
music. Even at that distance, he had been able to see that 
Lady Diana was looking behind and about her, as if she sought 
someone, awaited someone. Could it be himself? Green 
suited her wonderfully. He looked at the programme, there 
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were three acts; he could go down between the acts, speak 
to her. Perhaps her father would go out for a cigarette. 

There was only one person in the theatre for Dennis, there 
might be no play, and a dumb orchestra ; he heard and saw 
nothing. Amos, on the other hand, might have written the 
play, and the music, and bought, not only the theatre, but the 
audience. He sat, right in front, in the middle of the box, his 
face beautifully aldermanic, one podgy hand on his podgy 
knee, turning his face now to one side, now to the other, 
anticipating admiration, directing the applause. 

Everything seemed to be going quite well ; the funny man 
evoked laughter, the solos were encored Mr. Fazakerly had 
not begun to yawn, and the other critics seemed to be quite 
entertained. It was Cosmo who pointed all this out. Amos 
only nodded, as one who controlled it, and had known what 
they would all do. 

In the outbreak of talk after the finale of the first act, when 
people were coming into their box, and introductions were 
being effected, Fanny playing the hostess prettily, and Amos 
patronising everybody, Dennis made his escape. As he hoped, 
yet hardly expected. Lady Diana was alone. She welcomed 
him with a smile ; perhaps a slight blush. He slipped into 
the seat beside her; he hoped there would be a long wait, 
trusted no one else would come and speak to her. 

" I did not see you at first ; I looked for you in the stalls. 
Who are the people with you in the box ? I saw Cosmo." 

" My father-in-law, my wife." 

"Oh!" 

" And Mrs, Ted Juxton." 

" The red haired woman this side ? " 

"Yes ; that is Fanny, Mrs. Ted Juxton." 

Then the other must be his wife. She looked drab, 
ineffective. Dennis to-night seemed more desirable, more 
attractive than ever. She smiled radiantly at him : 

"Doesn't it seem a long time since we vowed friendship 
in the dusk?" she said, gaily. "Were not we foolish that 
evening, and young ? I think we were very young." 
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He answered soberly : " I don't think I ever felt so old." 

" You are such a thoughtful person." 

" Too serious for you ? " 

" I didn't say that. One likes one's friends to be serious." 
If there was a trifle of banter in her words, or in her smiling 
eyes, he took no notice of it. The little flushes of warmth, of 
pleasure, that came to him as he sat by her side were due to 
the excitement of seeing her again, hearing her voice. 

"I knew you were in the house. I felt it before I 
saw you." 

He was easily the best looking man in the stalls ; she com- 
pared him with the others as he sat beside her, liking the way 
he held himself, the ease of his movement. Perhaps she 
had had to put him from her thoughts, even as he had tried 
to banish her. At this moment they were only glad in 
each other's nearness. They talked a little about the play. 
She knew Cosmo had busied himself with the decorations of 
the house, a new system of lighting the stage. 

" You think Cosmo clever, don't you ? My mother always 
said that one day he would make a name in the world, carry 
everything before him. Of course she meant in politics, she 
never had an idea of any other Cosmo. I remember she said 
once that Mervyn and Vansittart were good enough for the 
army, but it was Cosmo who would direct how they should be 
used, and where." 

"Of course he is very clever." He spoke hesitatingly, 
he had it in him to wish that Cosmo were not her brother. 
She must have seen his hesitation, and, of course, she 
knew men who did not appreciate Cossy; she turned the 
conversation : 

" Why haven't you been to see me ? I had an idea that you 
would have called." 

A moment of candour made him blurt out : 

"I haven't dared." 

" But I thought we were going to be friends ? " 

She turned towards him, and their eyes met ; until now she 
had been looking down, about her, anywhere but at him. 
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Now there was raillery in them and he thought if she 
could rally him like that he would not be behind her in 
courage. 

"May I come to-morrow?" Before she had time to 
answer, but he knew she had not said " No," Lord Lough- 
borough was working his way back to his seat, complaining of 
the closeness of the stalls. 

" I am told Cossy is responsible for the theatre. Have you 
heard anything about it ? " he asked Dennis. 

" Well, not exactly responsible." But it was difficult to say 
where Amos's and Roddy's responsibility ended, and Cosmo's 
began. 

" He was very anxious we should be here to-night," Diana 
said. " He sent seats to Aunt Mary, and to Irene . . ." 

Dennis, now they were indicated, became conscious of Lady 
Irene's cordial bow. 

" You ought to go and speak to her," Diana breathed in 
his ear. 

"Must I?" 

She smiled at him, and he saw that she was not displeased he 
wished to remain. But nevertheless she bade him go, too much 
of a woman not to enjoy seeing Irene making a fool of herself. 
Irene had asked so many questions about him, angling for 
another invitation to meet him. She had not told Irene that 
he was married, and sending him to her now, she saw Irene 
detaining him with quick talk and laughter, making him sit 
down in the empty seat beside her. Aunt Mary, too, was very 
civil, if somnolent. 

Diana, looking at the programme, talking to her father, 
pictured them together, was conscious of Irene's little airs 
and graces, could divine Aunt Mary's placid platitudes. 
Aunt Mary knew nothing of him except that she had seen him 
in Curzon Street. That was sufficient hall mark ; but Dennis 
was hall marked all over. Notwithstanding his height, he 
moved with grace and ease. Now Diana was wondering 
what he was finding to say to Irene. Quite soon, however, 
she saw him back in the box. 
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In the interval after the second act he sat with her again ; 
and every pulse of her was conscious of his vicinity^ She had 
begun to realise the way he affected her. Sometimes what he 
said escaped her, she only heard the voice in which he said it. 

"Until to-morrow, then," she said, holding out her hand. 
He held it a moment longer than was necessary, or usual. 
She felt his through her glove, firm, a little hard, a man's 
hand. 

"Until to-morrow," he answered. The intervening hours 
would be as nothing ; the grasp on her hand lingered. 

"Are you staying until the end? I may see you in the 
hall." 

" I don't know. I should hardly think so. Not if it is going 
to be a failure. I hate to hear hissing on a first night" 

The second act had not gone as well as the first. But the 
pit and gallery had been properly provided with the English 
equivalent of a claque, and there was sufficient applause to re- 
assure the artists. The third act was the best of all ; now the 
clapping and encores were spontaneous. Lord Loughborough 
and his daughter had no occasion to hurry from the theatre. 
All the actors and actresses were called, and called again, the 
curtain rising twice on the grouped scene, and then again for 
'Maria' and *Seraphino.' The bouquets which Cosmo had 
been careful to provide were handed up one after another by the 
conductor of the orchestra, quite solemnly, as if he did not 
know it was part of the play, preconcerted, arranged. Then 
there was the call for the author, and after a pause the 
announcement that he was not in the house, but that their 
kind approval would be conveyed to him. There were even 
calls for the scene-painter, and the producer. Amos, at one 
time, thought he might go on, and make a little speech. 
But Cosmo dissuaded him, he said it would be an anti- 
climax. 

" Don't let them see you until after the curtain goes down on 
•The Tale and the Typewriter.'" 

Amos saw the sense of that. 

In the vestibule, too, success seemed to be the note. There 
14 
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were quite a chorus of congratulations and pretty speeches 
from the people to whom Cosmo had given seats, and from 
Amos's friends. Cosmo may have had his doubts. He knew 
the difference between first night applause and cold criticism 
in the morning ; but he had no intention of dashing Amos's 
self-glorification. 

"What did I tell you, my boy? What did I tell you? 
Amos Juxton makes no mistakes. I know what the public want. 
IVe always known it, my boy, I've felt their pulses ! Tve known 
every call of their stomachs, and I know where their hearts 
are, too. That girl singing to her lover, ill as she was, and 
he responding, I knew they would gulp over that. There was 
hardly a dry eye in the stalls. I knew that was how it 
would be. They want to laugh, and to cry, and I've given 
them both. China tea in the stalls, and Juxton's whisky in the 
bars. What more can they want ? " He was really delighted 
with all he had done. 

Amos was in no hurry for his motor; he waved the foot- 
man away when he forced his way through the throng. " No 
hurry ! No hurry ! " 

He was benignant, he was even benevolent in his desire 
that other people might have their carriages before him. He 
played the host, waving away compliment, pooh-poohing con- 
gratulations, with an almost aggressive modesty. It had not 
been likely that he would fail in any enterprise. Nothing 
that he had undertaken, however, had come to fruit as quickly 
as this. Every clap had been a tribute to him ; it was easy to 
see he had taken it all to himself. Now he patronised his 
supporters, patted them on the shoulders, metaphorically. 
Like the clerks and underlings at Juxton's Ltd., to whom he 
gave presents and praise at the annual general meetings, they 
had all done their share, he was quite ready to admit it. And 
yet presently both Dennis and Cosmo sensed an uneasiness 
under his complacency, an irritation. It found voice when at 
length the audience had nearly all dispersed, and he was 
looking round to see how many of his supper party could be 
crammed into the motor. 



Digitized by 



Google 



JOSEPH IN JEOPARDY 211 

**That boy never came," he said to Dennis. "I suppose 
he wasn't in the crowd ; nobody has seen him ? " 

There was no answer. 

" I hope there hasn't been any more unpleasantness ? " 

He looked at Fanny. 

Fanny smiled, shaking her head, shrugging her shoulders. 

" I told him to join us at supper. He wouldn't take any 
interest in a play. Ted only cares for music halls." The 
success had gone to Fanny's head, too, a little. Now she 
wanted to be on the old terms with her father-in-law. 

" Well, don't let us have ructions or recriminations at supper, 
that's all. I want a harmonious evening." 

" Of course not ; nothing must spoil your triumph." 

She smiled quite prettily at him. But he had not that 
buttered expression Fanny's pretty smiles and speeches used to 
bring over him. He, too, like Mabel, had not been clear as 
to what had really happened. Ted's self reproaches had 
touched father and sister in some different way from the 
effect they had had upon Fanny. 

" Perhaps you'd better not come on with us ? " Amos said, 
a little uncertainly, to Cosmo. 

Cosmo knew the ins and outs of the thing, there would 
be newspaper men to entertain. But in this hour of his 
triumph he wanted his son, and if it were Cosmo standing 
in the way, Cosmo must be sacrificed. 

As Dennis handed Mabel into the motor, Fanny hung back 
a moment to speak to Cosmo. 

"There is no reason you should not be there; Ted isn't 
coming." 

" What's the matter with him ? " 

" I haven't spoken to him since I went back," she laughed. 
" I told you I wouldn't. He's taken to his bed. I sent him 
word he was to come on to the supper whether he was ill or 
well. But he would have been here if he had been able to 
come. You'll see he won't be at the Savoy. Waters heard 
him moaning and groaning all last night" 

" You are a callous little devil ! " 
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Cosmo's face was inscrutable, but Fanny felt it was praise 
that had been accorded her. 

" I'll walk round, sir," he said to Amos. " If Ted is there, 
I will be guided by his attitude whether to join you or not. 
Anyway, I'll see Frobisher and Kent." 

They were the two critics who had accepted Amos's invita- 
tion to supper; weekly paper men, who had not, like the 
others, to rush from the stalls to their oflfices, hastily to give 
forth the results of their ill-digested meal. 

Fanny purred over Amos in the car. How smoothly every- 
thing had gone, what a wonderful success it had been ! She was 
sure it would run for years. Her purring had no effect at all 
upon Amos, he had begun to distrust Fanny. She must know 
why Ted had not appeared, it must be in some way her fault 
He snubbed Fanny, who, however, was thick-skinned and 
impervious ; he addressed himself particularly to Dennis and 
Mabel, who fell in better with his mood. Both of them were 
a little uneasy, however ; it was not like Ted to absent himself 
on such an occasion, they wondered what had happened. 

There was no sign of him at the Savoy, neither in the hall, 
nor at the large round table, profusely decorated with roses and 
garnished with two magnums of champagne, to which, when 
sufficient of the party had been collected, they went in pro- 
cession. There was nothing benignant in Amos's expression 
now. He had a grievance, and a grievance with Amos was a 
very serious thing, it hurt his importance, his self-confidence. 

" He ought to be here," he said again to Dennis. 

" Perhaps he really isn't well." 

^^She wouldn't be here if he were ill; she'd have that 
amount of decency, surely." 

"How would it be if I telephoned over, or even went 
on ? I could be there and back in fifteen minutes if I had 
the car." 

"Would you? There's a good fellow. I must have my 
mind at rest They'll expect a speech from me." 

" You won't have time to miss me. Look after Mabel. I 
daresay there is nothing really wrong." 
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Amos said it was very good of him to go. But in truth 
Dennis was glad to get away. The huge supper party, Amos's 
self-glorification, Cosmo's immobile eyeglass, and manner of 
stage-managing the entertainment, were incongruous with his 
own mood. His own mood was a strange one, inexplicable 
even to himself. Since he had sat in the stall by the side of 
Lady Diana, since he knew he would see her again to-morrow, 
his pulses were imeven, and he was conscious of an untoward, 
an unusual, an almost unknown excitability. He did not 
want to sit through a long supper, with Roddy, and Cosmo, 
and the rest of them ; he was out of tune with it. 

In Grosvenor Street, before the door was opened, he was 
arrested by the consciousness that something was wrong, 
seriously wrong. To begin with, there was a brougham at 
the door. Dr. Lauder's brougham, surely ; the door was opened 
before he had time to ring; it was Dr. Lauder himself who 
opened it. 

"Oh, it's you! I expected Porter. I've sent for Porter, 
and an anaesthetist; there isn't a moment to lose. Where's 
his father?" 

Dr. Lauder was the family practitioner, he had attended 
Mabel and Ted through all their childish ailments, and Mabel 
in her adult neuralgia. He looked upon Dennis as quite one 
of the family. 

" He ought to be here, you know. And that she-fiend, his 
wife, where is she?" Dr. Lauder did not mince his words. 
"The poor fellow must have been ill for days. His tem- 
perature is 104. Why wasn't I sent for before?" 

" When were you sent for ? " Dennis asked, almost mechani- 
cally. He was very shocked, and startled. Whatever he had 
expected, or whatever that vague sense of uneasiness had 
portended, he had not expected this. Dr. Lauder said, and 
his face said it more clearly, that Ted was in danger. Dennis 
had known Ted all his life. 

" I was only sent for an hour ago ; it seems in the absence 
of my lady's maid, who had been attending him — ^attending 
him, my God! — the housemaid went in, and took alarm. 



Digitized by 



Google 



214 JOSEPH IN JEOPARDY 

Poor fellow! He must have suffered terribly. No one has 
been near hiny since yesterday, except the maid. I suppose 
she reported to her mistress. She gave him brandy, and 
more brandy. She might just as well have given him poison. 
I doubt if we shall pull him through." 

Dennis could have sworn the old man had tears in his 
eyes ; he took his glasses off, and wiped them. 

" There's Porter, I hear wheels." He was on the doorstep 
again. He almost pulled the precise surgeon out of the 
cab. 

"Thank Heaven, youVe come ! Let us go straight upstairs. 
Get his father, Passiful, there's no time to lose. YouVe got 
Bates?" 

The surgeon, a gaunt man with a melancholy air, was 
followed out of the cab by a little, rosy, well-fed man in 
glasses, carrying a bag. Dr. Lauder preceded them upstairs ; 
talking in a low, quick voice. 

In the hall the servants stood open-mouthed and expectant ; 
they liked the excitement, the prospect of more that might be 
coming, the possibility of a death in the house. 

Dennis could not leave the house, even to go back to Amos 
as he had promised, as he had been directed to do. He felt 
he must first know what the surgeon had to say, and what 
was going to be done to Ted. He went into the library to 
scribble a note to Amos. He could send it by the chauffeur. 
His hand was quite shaky ; now he had forgotten everything 
but Ted. 

" Ted very ill, come on here as soon as you can get away." 
He said nothing about an operation, he knew it would be a 
dreadful word to Amos, as it was to him. He liked it no 
better when one of the hastily procured nurses ran down and 
asked him to come upstairs. The doctors had had their short, 
hurried conference. It was true that there was not a moment 
to be lost ; the temperature had gone up a point since it was 
last taken. There were other serious symptoms. It turned 
Dennis white and sick to hear of them ; and seeing this they 
spared him details. 
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Dr. Lauder met him at the top of the stairs, at Fanny's 
bedroom door. 

" He is quite conscious, the pain is not as bad as it was. 
We've got his permission to do what's necessary, but he wants 
his father and his wife sent for, he doesn't think he'll get 
through. We told him you were here. Say a cheerful word 
to him ; then clear out. We're going to improvise an opera- 
ting table. Mr. Bates is ready to start the chloroform before 
we carry him in. Don't be out of the way, we may want more 
help." 

Dennis heard Ted moaning, it went to his heart To 
reach him, he had to go through Fanny's room, with which 
the Doctors were making free, past the bath-room, and into 
the little dressing closet — it was hardly more — where Ted lay, 
and moaned. He was lying on his back, his face very drawn 
and altered. Dr. Lauder had said that he was conscious, 
but his eyes were closed, and at first it did not seem that he 
heard Dennis come in. Dennis, on the nurse's whispered 
suggestion, spoke to him. 

" I'm sorry to see you like this, old man." 

Then Ted opened his eyes, they had a strained, unnatural 
look, glassy, as if they saw further, and differently, than they 
had ever seen before. 

"I'm better, I'm all right; don't worry about me. Is 
Fanny here? Don't frighten her. I called out — I think I 
called out last night, and yesterday. She said she wouldn't 
speak to me until Cossy came back. It's you, Dennis, isn't 
it ? Is he in the house ? Keep him out of the house, there's 
a good fellow. It won't be long now. He's better suited to 
her than I am. I haven't been much good to anybody. It's 
been Fanny first and the rest nowhere for years. The 
govemor'U be sorry, he was awfully good to me lately. Tell 
him . . ." 

But Dennis never heard what he was to tell Amos. Ted's 
speech tailed off into silence, and all at once it seemed the 
doctors were surrounding him. 

" Collapse:' 



Digitized by 



Google 



2i6 JOSEPH IN JEOPARDY 

Dr. Lauder's fingers were on his pulse, and the word in 
the air. 

" Get him under as quickly as you can," was the surgeon's 
low, decisive order to the anaesthetist. " It's the only chance." 

"You go downstairs; and keep the house quiet," Dr. 
Lauder found time to say to Dennis ; the strongest man may 
well blench when he sees his boyhood's friend under the 
knife. Dennis was very pale, and Dr. Lauder was taking no 
unnecessary risk. He might faint 

"Get away, you're no use here for the moment; see that 
there isn't a sound in the house." 

Dennis was glad to obey him. All at once the room had 
begun to stifle him, Ted and his face were not clear. But 
once outside, with the staircase window open to revive him, 
he recovered himself quickly. He would not stay downstairs, 
he might be of use on the floor where they all were. He was 
not going to faint, but it had all come about so quickly . . 

There followed what seemed an interminable time of waiting. 
He heard the nurses going in and out with basins. It was 
even a relief when one came running to him for more hot 
water. Anything was better than this inactivity. He ran 
downstairs to the kitchen for a kettle, returning with a huge 
one, filled and steaming. He volunteered to get another. 

He thought he heard Ted moaning again, and found it 
unbearable to listen . . . the atmosphere became laden with 
ether and disinfectants. He got out of the room again as soon 
as he had emptied out the kettle for them. The open window 
on the staircase was a godsend. Now he heard the motor 
draw up, the front door slam. 

He dashed downstairs, he did not want Amos to have such 
a shock as he had had. 

All their faces were white as they stood in the hall listening 
to the excited servants. Amos seemed to have forgotten his 
importance, his fat cheeks had gone flaccid. It was Mabel 
who saw Dennis first. Mabel's eyes were wet, but she was 
clinging to her father, as if she would stave off" the bad news 
from him. 
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" Here is Dennis, father, here is Dennis. He will tell us. 
Dennis, it isn't true . . ." 

" Come into the library. We have got to keep the house 
quiet." He, too, went to Amos, put a strong arm in his. 
With the need his strength came back to him. 

" They are doing all they can. I heard one of the nurses 
say it was going on all right. WeVe got nothing to do but 
wait, and keep the house quiet ; it may be another half hour. 
Shall I get you a whisky and soda ? You must keep up, sir." 
He was overwhelmed with compassion for Amos, who looked 
so unlike himself, so unlike what he had looked an hour ago. 
Dennis never gave a thought or a glance to Fanny, Ted's wife. 
All his concern was for Amos, whose silence and pallor alarmed 
him. 

" Dr. Lauder will come down as soon as he can. I'll get 
back now, the nurses may want help." 

"Don't go, my boy. Don't go for a moment. Tell 
me . ." Amos had quite lost his self-possession, he looked 
like a pricked bladder. Mabel took the glass from Dennis's 
hand, she almost had to hold it to her father's lips. 

" I will go upstairs," Mabel said hurriedly. " You stay with 
father. I can do everything that may be wanted. I know 
where everything is, I am used to a sick room. Stay with 
father." 

Dennis knew she would be more useful than he; he was 
relieved when she went upstairs. He mixed another drink for 
himself, and began to talk platitudes. Amos in the easy- 
chair, trying to regain his composure and his dignity, listened 
as if it were Solon and Solomon speaking. 

" Ted's strength will help him ; his constitution will pull 
him through. It's not as if he had even had a day's illness 
before, serious illness, at least. Every one has appendicitis 
now-a-days, and gets through it all right. I saw the numbers 
the other day, in the * Daily Mail,' of people whose appendix 
had to be removed, it is something enormous. In America 
there is a club for people who have no appendix. Ted 
said ..." 
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But he gulped at his glass when he tried to tell Ted's father 
what he had said. Ted would tell him himself to-morrow, or 
the next day. Hope came to him with his platitudes, with 
the sound of his own voice. " Porter is the best surgeon in 
London. Dr. Lauder won't neglect any precaution . ." 

No one had taken any notice of Fanny. She had not 
attempted to go upstairs, but sat near the door in the dining- 
room, on a high-backed chair, huddled up in her fine new 
opera-cloak; her face was very pale. She was listening, 
listening, listening. Now they were all silent again. The 
minutes seemed hours. ' They started at a sound, a creak- 
ing board, a running footstep. Nothing happened. The 
cabs passing in the street maddened them. Once, hearing 
the whispering servants outside, Dennis went out, at Amos's 
instigation, and roughly dismissed them to their quarters. 
Then there was more waiting, a deeper silence. On Amos's 
forehead, where the thin hair was parted, the sweat broke out 
Once he said, weakly : 

" I can't bear this . . . this suspense." 

" I'll run up and see if I can't get hold of Mabel, hear any 
news." 

" No, no, sit down, sit down, my boy. Don't leave us." 

Nobody now could doubt Amos's feeling for his only son ; 
it was painful to watch him. Dennis turned his eyes away, 
tried to think of more platitudes, but now there seemed 
nothing else to say. 

"He didn't ask for me?" 

" He said I was to give his love to you . . you'd been very 
good to him lately . . he hadn't been much of a son to you . ." 
Amos brushed his hands against his eyes. 

"When was that?" 

" Before he went under the chloroform." 

Dennis did not know what more to say for comfort. Now 
they heard nothing but the ticking of the clock. It was one 
o'clock — a quarter past — half past. 

" They can't be much longer now." 

At last they heard someone running down the stairs. It was 
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Dr. Lauder. Amos was his direct objective; he seemed to 
guess how it would be with him. 

"All over," he said, briskly; "well over; he bore it better 
than we could possibly have expected. Strength well main- 
tained. He'll do now, he'll do." 

Amos tried to speak. 

" Take it quietly. It has been too great a shock for you.*' 
No one knew the great Amos better than Dr. Lauder; his 
strength and his weakness. He would not let him stand up. 

" Sit where you are, take things easy." 

" I, I ... it has been a most anxious evening altogether.'* 
Amos made an effort after his pomposity, but it was a poor 
attempt. 

" Of course, of course," said Dr. Lauder. " I understand. 
Has any one given you a drink ? That's right. He will very 
likely be asking for you presently, he spoke of you the last 
thing before he went off. Did Dennis tell you ? It was touch 
and go. Poor fellow ! Poor boy ! And brave as a lion ; no 
flinching or fear. * Get it over quickly ; don't frighten the 
governor, or bring him away from the theatre.' That is 
what he said when I told him there would have to be an 
operation." 

Lauder took off his glasses and wiped them. His nerves 
had been at high tension a long time, he was within an ace of 
exhibiting emotion, a thing one does not expect from a family 
practitioner. Perhaps it was as well Fanny created a diversion. 
She had been ignored long enough; probably she had her 
own thoughts to occupy her. For two days she had known 
that Ted was ill, shut her ears to it, ignored it, laughed, and 
showed all her pretty teeth when she told Cosmo she had 
heard him groaning, but had not gone in, or spoken to him. 
She had kept her vow that she would not speak to him until 
Cossy came back to Grosvenor Street. God alone knows what 
she thought, or hoped, in that tense hour when the doctors 
were busy with him. He had given her love and devotion for 
years; she owed him all she had. Fine clothes, this West- 
End house, all the possibilities of her life. He was upstairs. 
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lying between life and death, she had left him untended in his 
agony. God alone knows what she thought, what was behind her 
silence, and yellow pallor. But when Dr. Lauder took off his 
glasses, when he said that Ted would do all right now, she 
startled him and Amos, and Dennis, who was standing by the 
door, still listening. Dennis seemed to have spent all his life 
listening, the surgeon had still to come down, and the 
anaesthetist, all could hardly be as well, as safe, as Dr. 
Lauder was telling Amos. Mabel was still upstairs, too. 
Fanny startled them all by bursting into hysterical crying, 
and then, louder and more hysterical laughter, falling from her 
chair to the floor ; lying there, sobbing hysterically. 

It was this commotion that roused the doctor. 

" Stop that, I tell you ! Stop that ! " 

All his fears were for the patient upstairs, who might hear 
the hysteria. Fanny sobbed more loudly than ever, and said 
how unkind he was, she had been so terrified . . 

Amos was trying to recover his pomposity, he said he 
could understand Fanny's grief. 

"It was a shock to me, too, Lauder," he admitted that. 
"We have never had an operation in my family. / have 
never been operated upon." And he began to talk about his 
own exceptional stamina, breaking off, however, to ask for 
further reassurance. "You are sure he will be all right? 
There will be no occasion for him to come to business until he 
is quite himself again. Of course there must be no thought 
of exertion. Tell him his mind can be quite at ease about 
everything; tell him I said so." 

Now Fanny was reviving, but still lying on the floor, and 
saying she was afraid she was going to faint, she was sure Ted 
had never been so bad as they said. Then all at once she 
scrambled to her feet 

"I am going up to him. I ought to be with him, I know 
he wants me . ." She was at the door before Lauder had her 
by the shoulder. 

" No, you don't, my lady. You have had the chance for two 
days of going to him, and you didn't take it. I'll see there's 
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no murder done whilst Vm in the house to prevent it ; he is in 
no condition for scenes." 

Fanny didn't like the word murder, she did not like the 
doctor's grip on her shoulder. The whites of her eyes 
showed. She may have feigned hysteria at first, but now it 
was the real thing ; and Dr. Lauder pulled her savagely into 
the room. He got her inside, and the door shut, and without 
hesitation he took the carafe of water from the sideboard and 
dashed it in her face. 

" ril tie the tablecloth round her head if she isn't quiet,"^ 
he said savagely to Dennis. "She is only acting. Get me 
another jug of water. Rather than he should hear her I'd 
give her a morphia injection." 

He actually did stifle her shrieks with the tablecloth, almost 
flinging her on to the sofa. 

" Put your hand in my pocket, get me out the case." He 
made his preparations quickly. "Be quiet, you know you 
can if you choose," he said, roughly. He had no sympathy 
with Fanny. She did grow quiet when she realised he 
was in earnest about the morphia injection, and had even 
pinched a bit of her bare arm between his fingers prior to 
inserting the needle. She tore herself away from him and 
said he was very cruel, every one was very cruel to her. 

Fanny relapsed presently into feebleness and fainting, 
possibly genuine, satisfactory anyhow. Dr. Lauder put away 
his case, but he spoke to her very plainly, although quietly. 
Neither Dennis nor Amos heard what he said; they were 
still listening for sounds from upstairs. Fanny's attempt to 
make a scene had only distracted, not held them. Nobody 
but Fanny heard what Dr. Lauder said. He did not mince 
his words, they were only a few short, sharp sentences. The 
effect of them was to turn her sobs into a whimper ; he had 
succeeded in frightening her. She would not go up to his 
patient now, he had secured the boy his fighting chance. 

After a few moments she said sullenly that nothing he had 
said was true, and when Ted got well he'd never forgive him 
for having said it It was later on, when Dr. Lauder had 
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gone upstairs, that she became audible again and wanted 
Mabel to come down to her. She said that Mabel would 
understand how she felt : everybody was against her ! Amos 
said he wasn't against her. Dennis walked out of the room when 
Fanny began to say how grateful she was to her father-in-law. 

Everybody wanted Mabel apparently. The nurses had 
found her more useful than Dennis. Amos said he would like 
to hear what Mabel thought of Ted, if she could come down 
for a few minutes. Dr. Lauder sent her down when he went 
back to the sick-room. He instructed Mabel she was to 
reassure her father, whatever she herself might think. 

" Your father has had a great shock, I didn't like his colour 
at all when I went downstairs. These stout men . ." 

But there was no need to give Mabel a dissertation on 
the liability of men of plethoric habit to apoplexy under 
excitement Dr. Lauder had a very wise appreciation of 
Mabel's quality ; a hint was sufficient. " Get him to go home. 
We want to have the house quiet for the night. I shall stay 
another hour or so." 

Mabel told her father that Ted was still under the 
anaesthetic, he seemed very comfortable, quite quiet. She 
said, truthfully, that she did not think he was suffering, or had 
suffered under the operation. The nurses, surgeon, everybody, 
had said what a good patient Ted was; they were all very 
hopeful. 

** Don't stay, father. Dennis will go home with you, won't 
you, Dennis ? I am going to sit up with the night nurse. Dr. 
Porter is just going, and that means he is satisfied. He told 
me himself that the operation had been quite successful." 

Mabel was so consistent in her talk, so like herself, 
that insensibly she soothed her father. It was as if he 
began to fill out again, reassuring them with stories of 
operations of which he had heard ; following Dennis's lead. 
By the time the surgeon and his assistant came into the 
library, Amos had almost regained his characteristics of voice 
and manner. He patronised the surgeon, and surprised him. 
The surgeon had done his butcher's work deftly, and was 
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proud of it. The patient was hardly his affair, but he was 
surprised that his father, if this was his father, was so pleased 
with what he had done. The operation had been wholly 
successful, but it seemed unlikely the young fellow would 
recover from it Amos was quite congratulatory, admitted he 
had had a fright, talked as if the whole affair were over. He 
spoke of a cheque. Dr. Porter waved the idea aside; that 
would do to-morrow. Dr. Lauder would know the amount. 
It was understood that he, Mr. Juxton senior, charged 
himself with all the expenses of the illness. All that Amos 
could do to show his gratitude and relief was to talk of 
cheques. But it helped more than anything else to restore his 
own complacency. 

Fanny was now huddled upon the sofa, and called out to 
Mabel in a weak voice. Mabel, ignorant of the attack of 
hysteria and of everything that had happened, put comforting 
arms about her. 

" Poor Fanny ! Poor dear ! It has been dreadful for you, 
dreadful." They cried together, Fanny's tears had a muddied 
source, Mabel's came from pure pity. 

But fear was knocking at her heart, all the time fear was 
knocking at her heart, and her arms round Fanny were the 
expression of it. " He is going to get better, I know he is. 
And then things will be so different between you. Poor 
Fanny ! " / 

She did not know that Ted would get better, fear was 
knocking at her heart, streaming from her eyes ; she hid them 
on Fanny's shoulder. 

" I'll stay with you, dear. He doesn't want me just now ; 
the nurses can do everything. I'll stay with you. Don't cry 
any more, he is going to get better. We will nurse him 
between us, you and I. I know that is what he will like when 
he comes to himself. Everything will come right between 
you then ; he will be so dependent upon you, and gentle. You 
will care for him so. Poor Fanny ! " 

But it was poor Mabel who needed comfort, and found it 
in tending Fanny, and all of them. 
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Before Dennis and Amos left, it had been agreed that 
Mabel should remain as long as she was needed. Fanny 
clung to her, she felt that Fanny clung to her. She had shed 
those few tears on Fanny's neck, but there were no tears 
when she kissed her father good-night ; she knew he wanted 
reassurance to help him through the night She said again 
that she knew it would be all right, and that they would have 
good news in the morning. She took her father's many in- 
structions meekly. They all came to this, that no expense was 
to be spared. Dennis demurred a little at leaving her. He, 
too, would have stayed if any use could have been found for 
him. But Mabel wanted him to go home with her father, and 
urged it. 

" Do take father home, Dennis. He looked so shaken, 
quite ilL I'll telephone the first thing in the morning, the 
very first thing. Perhaps you'll come in on your way to Bond 
Street ? You look so tired, too. I'm sure you ought to get 
to bed." 

" But you, how about you ? " 

Mabel never thought about herselr. She only knew that 
she was needed here, and when that was in her mind it was 
useless to ask her to spare herself. 
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TELEPHONING before breakfast next morning, Mabel 
was able to report that Ted had spent a quiet night. 
The message was to be taken up to her father with his morning 
tea. But at Hamilton Terrace, Dennis, already awake and 
anxious, answered the instrument himself and asked for fuller 
details. 

" Dr. Lauder never went away until four. He is coming 
back very early, he seemed so disappointed Ted's temperature 
had not gone down more," Mabel could never resist the 
obvious, "but the first days after an operation are always 
anxious. I've just been in to Fanny, she says she never closed 
her eyes all night . . ." Dennis wished to be spared a 
description of Fanny's feelings. He interrupted to tell her 
that he was not dressed yet ; he would come in to see her on 
his way to Bond Street. 

Hurrying over his breakfast, his pipe and his paper, Dennis 
remembered " Charles Auchester " and turned to the column 
that chronicled theatrical affairs. He did not find his way 
easily about any paper but the " Sportsman " ; but he got to it 
at last. 

"Charles Auchester" might have suited transatlantic aud- 
iences, but the more fastidious taste of the British Islander 
would find it mawkish and unsatisfying. 

The other paper, Mabel's favourite organ, snappy and 
deplorably illustrated, in its paragraphic columns talked of 
"the great heart of the people," and how it had responded 
to the sorrows of Seraphino. From such a divergence of opinion 
Dennis could extract no certainty as to whether success or 
failure awaited the new venture. 
15 
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But now that he was recalling last night, and the events 
that occurred before Ted's extremity had blotted out every- 
thing else, he remembered his appointment for the afternoon, 
remembered, and was glad, more than glad. The thought of 
it illumined the dulness of the day, and sent him forth with 
elastic step to greet the morning. The sun was breaking 
through the fog, and the touch of frost, the breath of the 
winter that was coming, was as a tonic. 

In Grosvenor. Street he thought the house had a dissipated 
air. The butler answered the door in his shirt sleeves. 
Fanny had not the gift of engaging servants, or retaining them ; 
this was a foreign importation with undignified ways. He said 
that Mrs. Juxton was not up, and that the Doctors had not 
been yet. He would " try " to get a message sent up to Mrs. 
Passiful, but seemed doubtful of his ability. Half the blinds 
were still drawn, and the windows unopened; a stench of 
disinfectants lingered about the closeness. Dennis waited in 
the dining-room, which was littered with remains of last night's 
debdcle ; the tablecloth still on the floor, the empty carafe and 
used glasses proclaiming that it had not been approached by 
housemaid's broom. The house was understaffed, and the 
housemaid, waiting continually on Fanny, had never time to 
clean her house or attend to her duties. Dennis wondered how 
Mabel had fared in the disorder. He was not surprised at the 
forlomness of her air when she came to him. 

"Have you had any breakfast, a bath? Has anybody 
looked after you ? You've been sitting up all night, haven't 
you?" 

But Mabel had no eyes for the disorder of the room, nor 
thought for her own requirements. 

" Oh, Dennis ! I don't think he is as well as he ought to 
be. The day nurse has come on, and the two were whispering 
together with such grave faces. His temperature is over 102'. 
I am so longing for Dr. Lauder to come." 

" Does he know you ? " 

" He hasn't said anything. Sometimes I think he does." 

She wanted to tell him too about Fanny and her sleepless 
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night, to elicit his sympathies for her. But Dennis had no 
sympathy for Fanny. He said quite cruelly that she had 
better get up and set her house in order. But that it was not 
Mabel's way to criticise her husband, she would have thought 
he was unkind. As it was she looked at him doubtfully, and 
about the room perhaps more comprehendingly ; and then 
repeated vaguely that the few days after an operation were 
always anxious, and Dennis mustn't worry, " Father," too, must 
be kept with mind at ease. "I am sure we are all thinking of 
nothing but Ted." 

Dennis could hardly have agreed with that dictum ! When 
he got to Bond Street, there was a messenger boy waiting to 
see him, with a little note, to which it was not clear whether 
a reply was necessary. 

"Come early, not later than four. Will explain when I see 
you." 

There was no beginning, no signature; the handwriting 
clear and upright like a man's. At first he said there was no 
answer, then hesitatingly he told the boy to go back and say : 
" All right." But this seemed a little inadequate, and finally 
he went into the office to write a note. Mr. Dolland was 
there, and began speaking at once about business, about some 
tapestries of which he had heard. Dennis said he would talk 
to him presently, he had a letter to write. Taking the hint 
Mr. Dolland left him alone to write it But once alone he 
found it difficult to know exactly what to say. He put the 
note a moment against his cheeks, coloured angrily, and felt 
that he was a fool. 

" Dear Lady Diana." 

He hated that somehow, and tore it up. In a foolish 
schoolboy moment he thought of scribbling only, "Rather," 
or " What do you think ? " He began again : " I am counting 
the hours . ." He tore that up too, he did not count hours, 
nobody ever counted hours, it was like one of Mabel's phrases. 

" Dear Lady Diana, 

At four to the minute. Thanks for letting me come. Yours . ." 

He stuck a little at the * Yours.' Was it to be * Yours ever,' 
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'Yours devotedly'? 'Yours.' He left it at that finally, blot- 
ting and addressing it hurriedly. What did it matter what he 
wrote ? At four he would see her. 

Dennis did a respectable morning's work, heard all Dolland 
had to say about the tapestries, and agreed to go over to 
Provence to look at them. But only if his brother-in-law was 
all right. He explained that he must wait a day or two to see. 
Mr. Dolland heard about the hurried operation last night, and 
was properly sympathetic, but afraid if they waited too long 
the tapestries might have gone. Mr. Murray Straus was on 
the scent of them, hot on the scent. 

At lunch time Amos came in. He struck Dennis as 
looking flabby, older, as if he had passed through an illness. 
But his manner was as self-satisfied as ever. 

" No end of telegrams and messages, letters, I don't know 
what." 

It took Dennis a moment to realise it was not of Ted's 
illness, but of the play, that he was speaking. 

" Merritt has been with me the best part of the morning. 
We shall have to make some cuts." The pomposity of the 
* we 'was characteristic, "and there were faults in the light- 
ing. The box office people have made us offers . . ." Dennis 
asked if he had heard how Ted was going on. 

" Merritt called up Grosvenor Street before he came on to 
me. He says Fanny told him Ted was going on splendidly." 
Amos was obviously ashamed of the amount of emotion he 
had displayed last night, this morning it seemed as if it had 
been so unnecessary. 

"It is nothing of an operation nowadays, they say. I 
should have gone round myself only he is to be kept absolutely 
quiet. I wrote Mabel a line to give him when he is able 
to read it. I told him he wasn't to worry about anything, 
I'd see him through the expense and send him a sea voyage 
afterwards. That will set him up . ." 

"He said you had always been so generous to him . ." 
Amos waved that aside, perhaps a little grandiloquently. 

" Perhaps I have, perhaps I haven't. I'm not altogether 
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sure he's got the right wife." This was a change of front. 
Dennis had been expecting this. "She's attractive, pretty; 
but the boy is sensitive. She doesn't understand him . ." 
Amos had not understood him very well, either, Dennis 
thought, but he said nothing. " He is hot tempered, and, of 
course, he's not clever. As Merritt says, the sons of great 
men are often decadent," he brought this out quite naively. 
"Ted hasn't got too much brain. But we're better friends 
than we used to be; he has been sticking to business 
better lately. I know he's doing his best. She was upset 
last night. Lauder was rather rough with her, wasn't he? 
Merritt tells me there is no truth at all about Fanny having 
neglected Ted. She has been very worried about him, but 
couldn't get him to see a doctor, or to take care of himself. 
He has always been an obstinate fellow." 

Dennis asked his father-in-law to lunch with him, but 
Amos said he was much too busy, " over head and ears." He 
had to be at the theatre in the afternoon, he " almost wished 
now he had never taken it on at all." But Dennis saw that this 
hardly represented his feelings. He was enjoying his import- 
ance, and the direct and indirect advertisement, the inter- 
views. He had quite decided Ted was all right, and that he 
need not be anxious about him any more. Although he was 
quite decided upon this point, the operation of last night had 
left its traces ; it was as if a sirocco had blown over him, hot 
and devastating, he had lost something of freshness, vigour, 
his colour was not what it had been. He asked Dennis to 
spend the evening with him, at Fitzjohn's Hall, or Hamilton 
Terrace. For the moment, it seemed, he did not care to be 
alone. "Mabel will be going to bed early. She was up all 
night, I'm told. You'd best come up to me ; the walk home 
afterwards won't hurt you. I don't want to have the car out 
again this evening." Dennis agreed to dine in Fitzjohn's 
Avenue. 

It was after Amos had gone, but before Dennis went out to 
lunch, that Mabel rang up again. This time her voice was 
full of tears and agitation. 
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"I don't know what to think. He is quite delirious, he 
doesn't know anybody. The surgeon has been again. Fanny 
saw him and says he was quite satisfied, but I can't help feeling 
dreadfully nervous . . ." 

Mabel broke down at the telephone, and Dennis promised 
to come round immediately after lunch and meet Dr. Lauder. 
Dr. Lauder would be quite frank and straightforward with 
him. Mabel had not liked to ask too many questions, but 
she had thought that the surgeon looked very grave. 

"The nurses are so kind and attentive, reassuring too." 
This was in answer to an enquiry when she took up the 
telephone again. Mabel could not disguise she wanted 
reassurance. 

If Dennis went to Grosvenor Street immediately after lunch, 
there would be no difficulty in his being at Curzon Street at 
four. He told Mr. Dolland, who was lingering about, hoping 
to get that matter of the tapestries settled, that it was possible 
he would not return to business after lunch. 

" I am going to see some miniatures and drawings." 

The disingenuousness of this struck him, and he hurried on : 
" My brother-in-law doesn't seem so well this last hour or two." 

"Miniatures, drawings. Not at Christie's, are they? If so 
I've missed the catalogue." 

" No, a private collection." 

"That's better. May I ask ... " 

" Don't ask me anything now, there's a good fellow. I'm 
hungry." 

He was, and a little desperate to get away. He seized his 
hat, telling his partner he would let him know all about the 
collection when he saw him next. Dennis was no good at 
the game he was playing, he had never had any practice in 
intrigue. The word itself was unknown to him. To have tea 
with a woman, such a woman, between whom and himself a 
real friendship was budding ; surely intrigue was no name for 
that? But any sort of dissimulation or concealment of his 
movements was new to him. He felt that Dolland, and all the 
world, would know that he was going to tea with Lady Diana 
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Wayne. He seemed to have suddenly become conspicuous, 
or DoUand inquisitive. 

A chop at the 'Blue Posts' quieted him down; he took 
his time over it, there was nothing to hurry about. Mabel 
always got excited easily, and she had been up all night. He 
had his cigarette, and looked at the early edition of an 
evening paper. 

Then he walked to Grosvenor Street, and on the doorstep 
met Roddy Ainsworth. 

"Hullo! Skipper. You here, where's Mabel? I want to 
see Mabel. I've been up all the way to Hamilton Terrace." 
Roddy seemed to think he had been badly treated, and that 
Mabel ought to have been at home. But when he heard 
about Ted's illness and the operation he was ' awfully sorry,' 
and a little remorseful He knew Amos had been sent for last 
night. 

" Never thought of Ted, good old Ted ! " 

For he too had known him always. Then he brightened up : 

" 1 say, what a devilish awkward thing it would be if it had 
happened to me ! " 

Before he had time to expatiate on the disappointment to 
the public, and the * bad business ' for the theatre that would 
ensue, the door opened, and the foreign servant, now properly 
dressed and in his most intelligent mind, answered even before 
he was asked : 

" Mr. Juxton is going on very well, and the Doctors are quite 
satisfied." He had doubtless been coached in this answer. 
It was obvious, too, he did not expect them to enter, he held 
the door gingerly half open. 

" I say, Dennis, if he's all right, can't you get Mabel down 
to me for a few minutes? I want to show her these . . ." 
* These,' were a bundle of press notices. 

"jWhere is your mistress ? " Dennis asked. 

"Mrs. Juxton is in the drawing-room." Dennis was in- 
judicious, perhaps, in not asking whether she was alone, but 
he never dreamed of her being with anyone. He got rid of 
Roddy, but not without difficulty. 
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" Mabel won't see anybody." 

" She*ll see me," Roddy answered confidently. But Dennis 
was firm in saying she could not be asked to leave the sick 
room in order to read Roddy's notices. "To-morrow," he 
promised vaguely, and Roddy had to go away with that to 
content him. He grumbled, and said he was sure Mabel 
would like to see him. 

Dennis went up to the drawing-room two steps at a time. 
He heard voices, a masculine one ; he had no doubt it was 
Dr. Lauder's. 

Fanny was in a very expensive and elaborate tea gown, all 
white muslin and lace, pink showing through. It made her 
look a little like a dressing-table. She was languorous on 
the sofa. Cosmo, who had been sitting near her, rose when 
Dennis made his abrupt entry. Fanny was quite equal to 
the occasion, although so languid. 

" A nice fright you gave us all last night And all about 
nothing, as it turned out. Everybody, more or less, has been 
operated on fc^ appendicitis." She showed her teeth in a 
smile, it was impossible she could still be malicious about 
Ted, but the impossible was true. " It is the only time Ted 
has tried after fashion, and he was sure to bungle it, choosing 
the most inconvenient day in the whole year I " 

Cosmo asked : 

" Have you seen Mr. Juxton ? He is very pleased with the 
reception of the play, isn't he ? " 

"He doesn't even mind that Mabel's friend sang flat," 
Fanny struck in. 

Dennis stood irresolute on the threshold. It was difficult 
to believe that Ted could be dangerously ill, whilst his wife 
and his friend were at their ease here. The jeer at * Mabel's 
friend ' passed him by. He had always known Fanny to be 
ungrateful. If she could jeer at Ted, why not at Mabel, who 
was nursing him, and had nursed her too, last night? 

" I was so worked up by your solemn manner when we 
came from the Savoy that I thought it was all over ! He is 
still looking solemn ; Cosmo, just look at hfm." 



Digitized by 



Google 



JOSEPH IN JEOPARDY 233 

She crouched into the comer of the sofa, and laughed. 
Dennis turned on his heel. She called after him, 

" Don't go. Stay and have tea. Mabel is coming down." 

It was dull this afternoon, even with Cosmo there. She 
missed her club, and the excitement of her daily gamble. Of 
course she had to stop at home, and make herself agreeable 
to the doctors. She hated Dr. Lauder, and Dr. Porter was 
a dry stick : the * dry stick ' had flowered a little when watered 
with her smiles. But she had never really quite got over her 
fancy for Dennis. His treatment of her piqued it She tried 
to detain him, although Cosmo was there. She was always 
trying to imagine Cosmo jealous, she would have liked 
to play off the two men, any two men, one against the 
other. But she was deprived of the contemplated pleasure. 
Dennis heard Mabel's step on the stairs, and went outside to 
greet her. 

"He is very bad, Dennis." Mabel had evidently been 
crying. " I can't believe everything is as it ought to be. Dr. 
Lauder looks so anxious. Fanny says I am making a fuss. 
It was she who saw Dr. Porter. Dennis ! I . . I believe I'm 
frightened." She sobbed a little against his shoulder. He 
put a perfunctory arm about her, but he was very genuinely 
moved. He did not know what to think. It was Fanny who 
had seen Dr. Porter, Fanny could not be acting, she must 
think Ted was all right. As this was passing through his 
mind he was comforting Mabel : 

" You are overtired, you mustn't let yourself give way. Fanny 
saw the surgeon, you say, and he was quite satisfied. All the 
symptoms you notice may be quite regular. When will Lauder 
be in again ? " 

" He's only just gone, he is in and out all the time." 

" Has she been up ? " 

Mabel knew he meant Fanny. They were speaking in 
whispers on the landing outside the drawing room. 

" She can't bear the smell of the iodoform. It isn't as if he 
would know her ! " Mabel made excuses, it might seem strange 
to Dennis that Fanny avoided the sick-room. 
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" He doesn't know you ? " 

" I'm not sure, not all the time. And oh, Dennis, he is so 
restless ! I can't help thinking he hears voices in the drawing 
room." 

She dropped her own, it made her wretched to have to say 
it even in a whisper : 

" And, Dennis, ought Mr. Merritt to be here ? You know 
what was said." 

And then she could not bear the implication of her own 
words, adding weakly, " I do wish they would sit downstairs, 
in the library. It's quite a nice room, with all those dragons." 
Dennis gave no heed to Cosmo's and Fanny's pecuhar taste in 
decorations. He was thinking, too, that Cosmo ought not to 
be here. 

Good taste, good feeling prescribed his absence. Perhaps 
he did not know what had been said ; but it was difficult to 
believe it If Dennis did believe it, it was because Cosmo was 
Diana's brother. Still he ought to stay away from the house 
just now, although Fanny had doubtless persuaded him to 
the contrary. 

" I'll give him a hint," he said confidently to Mabel. 

But Mabel begged him not to interfere. She was frightened 
of offending Fanny, distressed at her own words and what 
might be thought to lie behind them. She wished she had 
not spoken, wavered, and was uncertain even of her own 
wishes in the matter. Dennis, too, on further consideration 
thought it might be unwise to interfere. 

If a hint was necessary his sister would give Cosmo that 
hint So Dennis thought, after he had tried to instil his own 
courage into Mabel, and then left Grosvenor Street to pay 
his visit. He was possibly disingenuous with himself. By 
staying to give Cosmo Merritt his views and to see Dr. Lauder, 
he would have missed his appointment But that by keeping 
it, by seeing Lady Diana, he would be able to put the situation 
delicately before her, seemed the better thing to do. Then 
she would advise Cosmo, restrain him. Dennis was sure she 
had a marvellous tact, was essentially womanly, would 
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understand. There was no quality of heart or head with 
which at this time he did not endow her. It was wonderful 
that he was going to see her again, now, within the next ten 
minutes. 

It was striking four o'clock when he rang the bell. 

He had not realised how beautiful this Curzon Street drawing- 
room was, how unlike other drawing-rooms. It was very 
spacious, and beyond it, adding to its size, stretched the 
tropical winter garden. Birds were there, bright-winged, exotic, 
uncaged ; they sang amid the greenery. Here, as he looked 
about him, he saw that the walls were hung with pictures, the 
pictures were without varnish, the gold of the frames was dingy 
and tarnished, they looked as if they had hung there for a 
century. One great sofa was drawn up by the fire, the table 
beside it was invisible for the wealth of orchids upon it. 
There were other tables in the room, and they too were altars 
for flowers, for hothouse roses, and lilies from the South. 
Everywhere there were cabinets, this one full of rare ivories, 
and that of priceless Sfevres. A red lac writing table with 
Louis Seize mounts caught his eye, a vitrine full of miniatures. 

But she had only kept him waiting two minutes, now she 
was beside him, more beautiful than ever. 

" How punctual you are ! " 

Her smile did not hurt, her hand was in his to heal her 
words, and show by the little pressure that she was not 
offended by his punctuality. He had no more time to look 
at the room ; he could look at nothing but her. She was in 
black again; there was nothing that could bring out more 
exquisitely the transparency of her skin, the green or hazel of 
her laughing eyes, they were laughing eyes this afternoon. She 
was glad that he was here. He knew it, and he was glad too. 

"You have been in trouble. Cossy told me of your 
brother-in-law's sudden illness." 

He had his opening, but could not avail himself of it. He 
had not realised how difficult it would be. He said, hurriedly, 
that they were still full of anxiety ; Ted was certainly not yet 
out of danger. 
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Diana, standing slim and upright against the Reynolds 
picture, quenched its painted pallor with her more vivid 
colouring, she made it look faded in its frame. One hand 
rested on the massed pile of cushions heaped up in the corner 
of the sofa, and the clinging black of her dress orientalised 
the colour scheme. Just so, he thought, she should have been 
painted. Her eyes were soft on his when she said : 

"But don't let us talk of illness or trouble. Come out; 
I like sitting under the trees, imagining it is summer, or that 
I am in the South." There was a little mischief in her smile. 
" Cosmo asked you what you thought of the auriculas ; to-day 
you can make up your mind." 

He followed her willingly. Tea was brought out to them ; 
they talked of one thing, then another, glancing over surfaces, 
trjdng deliberately for intimacy, missing it, because it was 
surfaces over which they glanced, and intimacy strikes 
inwards. But they were coming to it, there were depths 
beneath their surface talk. She had read this, and he that 
Gwilt was a new name to her; Laurence Hope was an 
unknown poet to him. She said she loved architecture; it 
seemed grander to her than all the other arts, because it 
combined them all, lent itself to shelter them, sculpture and 
carving, no less than painting. She was interested to hear 
that this was the hobby he would have pursued if he had had 
leisure, if he had never married. She heard that with the eyes 
of his mind he saw grand and beautiful buildings, sometimes 
he tried to draw them. He was hardly yet at ease in talking 
about himself, stopping short abruptly now and again, fearing 
she would be bored. She had glanced at him quickly, then 
away, when he had said * if he had never married.' Why had 
he married? What were his relations with his wife? She 
could not ask him, they were really only acquaintances, 
although they talked of friendship ; skirting round the statue 
which they had set up, never knowing the name of the 
god they were fashioning, and to whom they were purposing 
to offer sacrifice. Diana would be the first to suspect, to 
recognise the features as they emerged from the marble, to 
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detect the bow and arrow. She at least was no stranger to 
Eros, and the green glades and groves wherein his temple is 
enshrined. 

She said to him presently : 

" We are en rapport in some curious way. When you left 
me last night, I felt depressed, low-spirited. I suppose, I 
knew instinctively of the trouble coming to you." 

At that he flushed, looking at her gratefully but hesitating 
to tell her so. 

" Ted is such a good fellow, straight as a line ; he has had 
bad luck all through." 

" I am so sorry." 

But she hardly knew for what she was sorry. She did not 
know Ted, so it could not have been that, 

" I knew you would be." 

"But he is better to-day." 

" His wife says so." 

" She doesn't care about him ? " 

" Sometimes I think she actually dislikes him, hates him. 
She treats him like a dog." 

"It is awful when things grow to that between husband 
and wife." Her eyes were retrospective, and it was his 
turn to wonder. So a little silence fell between them, one 
of many that were to come when they had got beyond 
surfaces. 

" I think our friendship is only at its beginning, its beautiful 
beginning." 

Now she spoke dreamily. Sitting beside her words became 
difficult to him, and his mind was in a tumult. He wanted to 
tell her how grateful he was to her for taking him as a friend ; 
he wanted to do something for her, anything, to prove it. 
She went on talking : 

"I don't think I have ever had a friend, a real friend. 
There was my mother, but she cared for hunting more than 
anything in the world. As a child it seemed to me I never 
saw her except in a habit. After her accident she was never 
out of pain, and all her strength went in trying to conceal it. 
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She was very brave, marvellously brave. There were always 
nurses between us, I never got close to her. . . ." She stopped. 

" I understand." 

" I knew you would." 

She turned her beautiful eyes upon him, it seemed they were 
really beginning to imderstand one another. 

" Then there was Cosmo. We were always what you call 
*pals*; the two youngest, in revolt against authority. But 
Cosmo was delicate, he was a long time with a tutor ; he had 
been only a year at Eton when his health broke down again. 
I was married whilst he was still at Cambridge ; we were so 
seldom together." 

Dennis saw the loneliness of her girlhood, he wanted to 
hear about her marriage, and then again he did not like to 
think of her intimacy with an uncongenial companion. Some- 
how or other it had been conveyed to him that her husband 
was uncongenial to her. 

" Your life has been lonely,'^too ? " And in the sincerity ot 
his simplicity he answered. 

" I don*t think I felt it when I was very young. Everyone at 
the Vicarage was more than good to me. But I was not really 
intimate with Mr. Paighton. I know it now although I did 
not know it at the time. Mr. Abinger was my first intimate. 
He had the heart of a woman, the brain of a savant. He knew 
everything. So it seemed to me then ; looking back I still think 
he was the wisest person I have ever met, and the kindest. 
Nobody ever knew how charitable he was. For his sake I like 
all Jews, even those dirty, dishonesty half-sharp Poles and 
polyglots one meets in sale-rooms. They have all got hearts, 
hands open to their co-religionists." He paused. "When 
Abe Abinger died, suddenly, without a word of warning, I 
knew loneliness. My God! It was as if the bottom had 
dropped out of the world. I'd no foothold. And that was 
the time my adopted father was beginning to doubt everything, 
the whole principles of his life. He had seemed so strong, 
such a pillar of strength in his faith. Now he was swayed 
this way and that. He had not a hand to give to me to 
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keep me on my feet . ." And again he thought he was talking 
too much about himself. Never, never had he told anyone 
these things. She encouraged him softly : 

"Go on, go on. I want to hear. This was when you met 
your wife ? " 

"I had always known Mabel. She was so unlike other 
girls, reserved, gentle. Ursula and Agatha were fond of her. 
She did Church work." It seemed an inadequate description. 
He hurried on. " She was in trouble, too. Ted was going to 
be married . ." 

He would not give Mabel's secret away, nor speak of what 
her trouble had been. " I seemed to have nothing belonging 
to me to take care of, to, to live for . ." he burst out. 
" It sounds rotten. I don't mean I'd any thought of suicide, 
but if I could be of use to anybody, and she seemed what 
you call forlorn, nobody noticing much that she was unhappy 
. . ." He didn't want to take any praise for what he had 
done, he had to be completely honest. " It seemed a good 
thing all round. It gave me a place, and a home. The home 
at the Vicarage was being broken up . ." And then in final 
self-betrayal he admitted, " I don't think I thought very much 
about it, about the finality of marriage, until the very day of 
my marriage. I am boring you, I'm sure I'm boring you, talk- 
ing so much about myself?" 

" I want to know it all." 

" And then you will tell me about yourself." 

" All you want to know, but there is so little." 

"You were unhappy in your marriage." 

" He seemed a hundred years older than I was. I was only 
a girl. Don't question me. Let me tell you gradually ; when 
the mood comes." 

Then they glided into generalities agam. It seemed that 
neither of them had ever had anyone to whom they could 
open their hearts, talk familiarly of unfamiliar things ; of the 
emotions, never before put into words, that fine colours, a 
dancer's poise, a bird's song, brought suddenly to the heart. 
He told her quite simply, without exaggeration, of his night- 
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walk after her dinner party, of the trees black against the 
grey sky, and London hushed and sleeping. He spoke, too, 
of the odd immense sense of power that had come to him. In 
one of the corners of her heart she thought it was a pity he 
took himself so seriously ; but in the innermost centre of it, 
she was moved towards him in a way she had never before 
been moved. Light love had been offered to her more than 
once. Dolly gave her constancy, admiration, all he had to 
give ; but after all he was only Dolly. 

Gradually in their low question and low response, there were 
more and more pauses, silences. It was after one of these she 
said to him, apparently without sequence or intention : 

"You know why I asked you to come so early. It was 
because Dolly is coming at six." 

"Dolly?" 

" My cousin. Lord Haverford ; my fianc6." 

" You are not really going to marry him ? " 

" I am, I must." 

"Must?" 

"You know how poor we all are, how wretchedly, incon- 
veniently poor. And we are all in debt, Father, Mervyn, I," 

" You ! " 

"Yes! Don't look shocked, don't idealise me. Be 
tolerant. I am only a woman, full of faults. I suspect 
you of a little hardness, want of tolerance for weakness. I 
like pretty clothes, furs, jewellery; my jointure is pitifully 
small. I must marry Dolly." 

"You are going to marry Lord Haverford because he is 
rich. I don't believe that ; that isn't possible of you ! There 
must be some other reason if it is true. But I don't believe 
it is true." 

She felt chilled, repelled ; after all he was something of a 
prig. He must understand so little of women, their needs, 
particularly women in society with positions to keep up. 

" Are you really so very horrified ? I am up to my eyes in 
debt. I dare not tell my father ; my brothers are no better 
off than I . ." 
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"Anything you do must be right. But I — I am not without 
means . ." He said that abruptly, reddening. 

"Well, I cannot marry you, can I?" She said it lightly, 
but the red in his cheeks deepened and all in a moment hers 
took fire from it, and now neither of them looked at the other. 

" You said we were to be friends, real friends. You .... 
you can have anything you want." 

It was really difficult for him to express his meaning. He 
wanted to do something for her. And this at least he 
could do ; she need not be in debt. His heart was beating, 
pounding against his ribs as if he were going for a fifth run 
at cricket from a spanking drive by his partner, when runs 
were wanted quickly, and he could only just scrape home 
before his wicket was thrown down: 

" You can have anything you wantJ^ It was such an 
impossible thing to have said. The words hung between 
them like the acrid and penetrating smoke from a burning 
house. There were sparks from it that burnt and stung. 
She was in need of money, her standard less high than his, 
and her upbringing different Still his words burnt. 

" You are not offering me money, are you ? " 

This was the moment when she knew that it was not 
friendship that was coming to them. If his words burned, 
they thrilled also. Incoherently, not without the sense of 
saying something shameful, incredible, he admitted that he 
was, and in a hoarse voice asked why he should not, what 
she meant by the word friendship if he couldn't say that 
to her. And then he gave his version of friendship, 
getting up from his seat beside her, walking up and down, 
agitated, he hardly knew from what cause. But sitting near 
her, he had become suddenly aware of her sweetness, the 
pallor of her loveliness, and her needs, that neither her 
father nor her brothers in their selfishness perceived or solaced. 
If he had been her brother she would have wanted for nothing. 
They were not eloquent words in which he couched his 
feelings ; he had but a poor gift of self-expression. 

"It's rot, it's all such rot. I can't find a better word. 
16 
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Your brothers are difierent from me, they have so many wants 
of their own. I have hardly any, why shouldn't you have what 
I don't need, just because if s money ? Lady Diana, forgive 
me ; I am sure to say the wrong thing. I've got no experience, 
only I don't want you to many Lord Haverford because you 
want anything he could give you, if I can give it you instead. 
I thought I shouldn't mind, but I do mind. Our friendship, 
our growing friendship, look how it has grown this afternoon, 
would be all spoilt . ." 

His voice, or his words, or perhaps what he offered touched her 
somewhere, somehow, as she had never before been touched ; 
and she had to look away from him as he spoke. She knew 
now that she was in love with him, with his fine figure, and 
way of moving, with his voice, and the things that he was 
sajring. So she looked away, seeing him nevertheless. 

"You make me ashamed." 

'* There is nothing on earth to be ashamed about. Money 
doesn't mean anything, when one has more than one wants. 
So many fellows come to me : at the Club we none of us think 
anything of it. I ^wish you would let me lend you any- 
thing you want, settle things for you. Why shouldn't you 
pay off all your debts ? It is beastly talking about it, I know. 
Don't let us talk about it. Only I would be so awfully proud 
of it if you would let me make everything all right for you ! 
Do^ do yield to me in this. You are only a woman ; it is 
just business. You can't marry Lord Haverford." He was 
stopped for argument, and brought out Margaret Lemon's 
dictum. "Marriage is imprisonment; a life sentence. You 
can^t marry Lord Haverford. I am really almost rich. We 
can't talk about it, we will never talk about it again ; just give 
me the name of your bankers. 

Out of the depths in which they were floundering, she flung 
the mere mud of a stammering sentence. 

"One cannot take money from a man, from a man one 
hardly knows." 

Hardly knows 1 That cast him back upon himself, silencing 
him. 
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He left off walking about, his hurried incoherent speech 
was stayed. 

" I beg your pardon," he said heavily, stupidly. " Of course 
you hardly know me." 

"I didn't mean that," it was she now who was speaking 
hurriedly, " I am sorry I said it" She was really aflame, and 
saw how it was possible to lose him. " You must not be so 
sensitive. You are not angry with me, are you ? " 

There was a deprecating glance, a sudden smile, irradiating, 
two hands outstretched to him. " Come and tell me you are 
not angry." 

He went over to her, not unwillingly. He was bewildered, 
her tone and manner had changed so completely. Now he 
took the hands she outstretched to him, and held them in his. 
Neither he nor she were cool or reasonable, but they con- 
cealed their agitation from each other. 

" You didn't mean you hardly knew me ? " 

" No, I didn't mean that" 

" And you will let me do what I want ? " 

Her smile was really wonderful. 

" You know you are holding my hands." 

Tliose hands of hers seemed to touch him everywhere. He 
felt them in his heart. 

" It is so wonderful of you, more than good ! " 

He had understood she would accept help from him; it 
meant she would not marry Lord Haverford. He had kissed 
her hands and still held them. She was half laughing, 
saying incoherently that he must not do that, avoiding his 
eyes in which she read that it was not only her hands he would 
kiss. But the moment passed, and he dropped her hands, 
recollecting himself. 

" It is so awfully good of you," he said again. 

She was piqued at the ease with which he regained his 
self-possession. He was really embarrassed at having kissed 
her hands ! 

"I lost my temper for a moment," he really thought it 
was his temper he had lost, or been on the point of losing, 
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"at the idea you would mind letting me help you. Look 
what you have done for me. f was so awfully down when I 
came in." 

He was talking rapidly, because her eyes helped him so 
little. There was a sort of wonder in them, and doubt, her 
lips too were unsteady, those sweet thin lips with the delicate 
red softness. 

He thought he had shocked or startled her; certainly he 
had startled himself. Her hands were as if they were still 
in his, and the softness of them against his lips. His blood 
was in a tumult ; he had not known there were women like 
this in the world. 

" I ought to be going now, you will be having other visitors. 
I must get back to Grosvenor Street." 

He hardly knew what he was saying, he wanted to get away. 

She was ready to help him to safer ground, seeing how it 
was with him, wondering nevertheless. He would not press 
an advantage; but she had been ready for him to press it. 
She knew that, and that she had liked her hands in his; 
he was astonishingly pleasant to her, and his proximity made 
her heart beat faster. But the retreat of him stilled it for 
the present ; she knew it was only for the present 

" How emotional we became ! But really you startled me ; 
it has all come so quickly, our intimacy, I mean. When are 
you coming to see me again? For you must go now, I 
suppose." 

Because her voice was low and hurried, and she was ready 
to dismiss him, he thought her shy and confused. And he 
had the quick man's pride in it; a new feeling for him; 
something of the conqueror, but then compunction. He took 
his leave of her abruptly, not in the least realising himself. 
He walked away from the house as if in a fog. 

The statue she now saw so plainly smiling down upon her 
from the marble, was still dim to him, and fog-bound. But 
there was haze behind the fog, a point of light tipped the 
arrow; and he saw the light from the pointed arpow, although 
he was still blind as to where it pointed. 
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CHAPTER XVIII 

DENNIS was curiously in a hurry to get away from the 
house. He had lost touch with himself, and every- 
thing seemed a little unreal. He wanted to be alone, the 
last hour resolved itself into pictures, and the pictures were 
blurred. To think of her marrying Haverford merely for 
pecuniary reasons was sacrilege. 

When he left her it was to go back to the Gallery, where 
Mr. Dolland was fortunately engaged with a customer. He 
shut himself up in the office, pored over his bank-book, 
calculating and adding up. There was so much that he 
could spare, that neither he nor Mabel needed. Mabel was 
always good about money matters, making little call upon 
his purse; almost the only use she had for money was to 
give it away. Ursula and Agatha had always money for 
their charities, and Dennis never doubted of its source. 
What he had said to Lady Diana represented his real feelings. 
Money was a mere counter between intimates. He had learnt 
that among his cricketing friends; and he felt that in time 
he would persuade her to it. She need not have a care in 
the world, he knew that, his heart beating high over it. And 
yet that heart of his misgave him. He did not like the tumult 
of his feelings, these waves that surged over him. Surely he 
was not going to be ill. And thinking of illness, reminded him 
of Ted and Mabel. She had been there long enough. He 
would take her home, make her rest. What he told Diana was 
true. Mabel needed some one to care for her and look after 
her, she never thought of herself. He had a slightly uneasy 
feeling, now, that he had talked too freely of Mabel to Diana. 

It was not yet half-past six. This time, when he got to 
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Grosvenor Street he was ushered into the drawing room with 
ceremony. Fanny was still not alone there. Mrs. Margaret 
Lemon was with her, and, to his surprise, not only Cosmo 
Merritt, but Lord Haverford! So Diana had not even re- 
ceived him, or if she had, she had quickly dismissed him. 
Haverford was explaining it to Cosmo as Dennis came in : 

"They said she was ill, lying down. I heard you were 
here, and came on. It's only a headache, I suppose ; she was 
all right a day or two ago." 

It was only Cosmo's sharpness that enabled him to detect 
an alteration in Dennis's expression. He reassured Lord 
Haverford as to his sister's state of health, then launched 
him into a general conversation with the women. 

"You called in Curzon Street, too?" he asked Dennis, 
carelessly. And Dennis, off his guard, said that Lady Diana 
had been quite well then. Cosmo's smile was enigmatic as 
he turned away. Keen as he was for the Haverford alliance 
he was glad Diana was not treating Dolly too well, that she 
was keeping him guessing about her feelings. The settlements 
had still to be considered. 

To bring Margaret Lemon and Fanny together had accorded 
with Cosmo's sense of humour. Margaret would be sure to 
be witty over Fanny's little ways. That was why Margaret 
was here this afternoon, nominally to enquire after Ted, 
actually to make a study of Fanny for Cosmo's and her 
own entertainment. Never could she have chosen a more 
auspicious moment. 

The advent of Lord Haverford, notwithstanding his excuse 
of coming to find out from Cosmo the extent of his 
fiancee's indisposition, could not deceive Fanny. She knew 
that it was her own *sex attraction* at play again. Lord 
Haverford could not keep away, she had not a doubt it 
had affected him since that evening at the Carlton. Here 
was proof indeed. Fanny brimmed over with cordiality. 
She was quite generous in trying to bring Mrs. Lemon into 
the conversation, whilst she aired a little arch familiarity with 
Lord Haverford. That young nobleman had of course for- 
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gotten her very existence, but was glad to be reminded of it, 
finding all the trouble of making talk taken out of his hands 
and himself being played with and made much of; and he 
was never averse to the drink which she offered him, nor 
cared where he quaffed it Margaret, too, he appreciated, and, 
finding himself in such congenial quarters he settled down to 
the enjoyment of them. Never had Fanny played the hostess 
in so refined a manner. She ordered Cosmo about, to show 
her intimacy with him, and her power generally : 

"Lord Haverford will take whisky and soda, don't forget 
the ice. Bring up the cigarettes for his Lordship." 

She was certainly impressing the foreign manservant He 
could see she had titled friends. She was glad Dennis should 
be present when she had two such men at her beck and call. 
It was quite a triumph. Lord Haverford and Cosmo were 
competing for her favour! In these things certainly Fanny 
had imagination. One could see it in play as she talked 
a little staccato and on one note. Margaret Lemon was quietly 
amused, and Dennis sat down by her at the invitation of 
a glance; she wanted to talk to him. No one could have 
imagined there was serious illness in the house, everything 
was so gay, so normal. When Dennis asked Margaret whether 
she had happened to hear how Ted was going on, it seemed 
superfluous to expect an answer. 

Margaret Lemon had been interested in Dennis since that 
meeting in the train, five years ago. Much water had flowed 
under the bridges since then, and he should be more ready 
to entertain her. He evaded her questions, but fell a little 
under the sway of her personality. Her exceptional qualities 
had developed, she was eminently a woman companionable 
to men, evocative of the best, or worst It was her profession, 
and she was skilled in it. Dennis could parry and thrust 
better than five years ago, but he was not more ready to 
talk of things that belong to a man's self alone. He was not 
the type of man with which that profession of hers brought 
her into contact. She soon realised it, for Margaret Lemon 
had not attained her position without qualification. For she 
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had a position, curious, almost unique. One might have 
described it as an eighteenth century position, men of letters 
representing the young princes and bloods of that century. 
She had intellect, and charm, and her morality was no one's 
affair ; it was at least classic. Dennis could but feel the charm. 
Yesterday he would have said he was charm-proof; to-day, 
only that he had an amulet She felt the disappointment of 
him, abandoning presently the attempt to interest him, and 
turning her attention to the other occupants of the room. 

Lord Haverford and Fanny were exchangmg witticisms, and 
Fanny was more kittenish and coquettish than ever ; ever3rthing 
was to her liking, Mrs. Lemon retaining no one's attention. 
A quick step on the stairs brought Dennis to his feet He 
recognised it, and that it was Mabel. 

" Oh, are you here, Dennis ? I am so glad you are here ! 
Dennis, Fanny, do make everybody be quiet. I am sure he 
hears voices ; the nurses think so too : voices carry so here . . ." 

She faltered, she had not expected to find so large a 
company, so many curious eyes upon her. 

Margaret asked sympathetically how Mr. Juxton was this 
afternoon. 

"You must tell him I came in on purpose to enquire." 
She had risen to her feet, realising the situation immediately. 
Fanny, looking evil, also rose. Mabel, almost in a whisper, 
implored her hurriedly to get rid of her guests. 

" He has been quite conscious and spoken. He asked if 
Mr. Merritt was in the house. Oh, Fanny, I am sure it 
distresses him; do make him go," she whispered. 

" I shall do nothing of the kind. He will have to get used 
to Cosmo being in the house. You can tell him so." Fanny's 
answering whisper was brutal. 

Mabel burst into tears, and Fanny going outside the room 
with her, shut the door behind them hastily. 

" He may never get used to anything again." Mabel tried 
to control her tears, still she did not want to alarm Ted's wife ; 
although she herself was almost in despair. 

"Rubbish!" 
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Now Dennis joined them. Fanny, indignant at being dis- 
turbed in her enjoyment, said one or two bitter, biting things ; 
they were like the enraged spit of a frightened cat. She 
arched her back like the cat when a dog barks at it But 
Mabel was far from barking. Fanny, her back arched, 
spat out: 

"I won't have these scenes in my house. Ted is doing 
very well. Dr. Porter told me so this morning. And if he 
isn't, what does it matter?" 

She had not meant to say this, but her temper was beyond 
her control. She had been getting on so well with Lord 
Haverford, and now there was no saying what would happen. 
"What does it matter?" she repeated. 

" Hush ! Oh do hush ! " Mabel said in any agony of appre- 
hension lest a sound should be heard upstairs, and then went 
on : " Oh Fanny, don't, don't take it like that ! You will be so 
sorry if you say things like that, though I know you don't mean 
them. I didn't know there were so many people here, or that 
perhaps it is your at-home day. Don't let him hear, Dennis," 

Dennis answered the appeal ; he opened the drawing room 
door for Fanny and said to her quietly : 

"Go back to your guests; get rid of them. If you don't, 
I shall." 

She tossed her head, but she knew he would be as good 
as his word. She could do it tactfully; already she was 
almost mollified at the prospect of showing her tact, impressing 
her guests with her womanly anxiety lest any sound should 
disturb the invalid. She composed her phrases. Mabel was 
trembling, but Dennis soothed her easily. She was no maker 
of scenes, and was terrified at the one she had so nearly 
created. 

" You think then that he is very bad ? " he asked, when he 
saw that she was again able to speak. 

" He looks dreadful, dreadful ! And he is uneasy about 
something, and so restless, so unceasingly restless. He has 
asked where Fanny is, if Mr. Merritt is in the house ; he falls 
asleep before we can answer. I don't know what to do." 
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Her tears were flowing unconsciously, she was not even 
making an effort to wipe them away. 

" Has she seen him at all ? " 

"The nurses say he wouldn't know her, that he doesn't 
know anything he is saying, that it is only delirium." She 
gave a little sob. " Dennis, get rid of everybody, it is dreadful 
to have strangers in the house at such a time." 

It seemed, however, that it was unnecessary for him to 
interfere. Already the visitors were departing, even before 
Fanny had time to get out her prepared phrases. Margaret, 
who felt what was going on, and wanted to be out of it, had 
said that it was very late, she must go. Was Haverford coming 
with her? It appeared that not only Haverford, but Cosmo 
would accompany her. Fanny collected herself suflficiently 
to take an elegant leave of them, her hand at the right angle, 
to hope Mrs. Lemon would come again, to give a parting 
smile to Lord Haverford, a low " I suppose I shall see you 
to-morrow " to Cosmo. 

Then she made the scene that was to be expected. But 
Dennis saw it coming, and that Mabel could escape it Mabel 
had gone upstairs again. She could hardly keep away from 
the sick room, her anxiety was overwhelming, and her pity 
for her brother like a flood. It was for Dennis's benefit alone 
that Fanny stamped her foot and raised her voice, and asked 
how dared Mabel interfere in her house, or with her guests. 
She said it was just like Ted to try and come between her and 
any scrap and possibility of pleasure. It had been Cosmo, 
now she supposed it would be Lord Haverford. As she said 
that Dennis surprised a little glance from her eyes, to him 
indescribable, something like triumph, but enquiring, as if she 
¥dshed to know if he had noticed Haverford's attentions to 
her. Dennis ignoring the triumph or the inquiry told her, 
quite calmly, and notwithstanding her interruptions, that Ted 
was not getting on well, and that he was far from out of danger. 
Then she let fall " It serves him right," and was so ashamed of 
her unladylike candour that he was able to quiet her. What- 
ever she thought, she had not meant to say that. Now she 
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put a guard upon her tongue. She repeated what the surgeon 
had said to her that morning. 

" The operation may have been completely successful, but 
the fact remains that Ted hasn't rallied from it as he ought to 
have done. The nurses are uneasy. Mabel tells me Lauder 
has been in and out all day. You ought to deny yourself to 
callers altogether ; you ought, if you are not helping to nurse 
him, at least to keep the house quiet." 

Dennis was carried outside himself. He had not dreamed 
of the state of affairs Mabel revealed, although he had been 
conscious of uneasiness. Fanny said again sulkily that she 
would not be interfered ¥dth, the house was hers. 

" Very well, then I shall appeal to Mr. Juxton." 

Amos*s was still a name to conjure with here, he had the 
power of the purse. Fanny knew she was now on unsure 
footing with him. She gave in ¥dth a bad grace. 

" I suppose I may sit in the library. It is just the thing Ted 
would like to force me into doing, and you too. Perhaps you 
think I ought to sit in the kitchen ; that would be quite in 
accordance ¥dth the Juxton tradition ; wouldn't it ? " 

Having gained his object, he was quite content she should 
continue to spit. He had the strongest possible desire to lock 
the drawing room door, and put the key in his pocket He 
would have done anything to keep poor Ted's sick-room in 
peace. But he hardly felt himself justified. Amos could do 
it, but he could not. 

It was perhaps unfortunate that Roddy Ainsworth should call 
again, and at the very moment when Fanny was going into the 
library on the ground floor, upon which Dennis had insisted. 

Roddy's voice carried. He was questioning the servant 
about Mr. Juxton, and went on to ask for Mrs. Passiful. He 
said he must see her, if only for a moment, his voice was un- 
doubtedly raised. 

Fanny said, spitefully, to Dennis, as she passed into the 
room: 

" Cosmo is to be forbidden the house, but Mabel can have 
what callers she likes talking in the hall." 
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Dennis told Roddy that Mabel would not come to him. 
Roddy's hands were full of newspaper cuttings and his eyes 
of anger. 

" But she must see these. Will you take them up to her ? 
It's a conspiracy, that's what it is. Talk about a fair and un- 
prejudiced press ! After this I don't think you can say that, 
anyway. Have you ever read anything so unfair, so spiteful 
as the evening papers ? " 

Dennis got rid of him with difficulty. 

" Very bad, is he ? Very bad ! I'm sorry. I say, Dennis, 
this wouldn't make any difference ? I mean if anything hap- 
pened, Amos Juxton won't shut the theatre, will he ? " 

Dennis was impatient with him, with the egotism that only 
considered his own interests at such a moment. After he had 
gone, Fanny called Dennis into the library. It was dignified 
by that name, but the elaborate scheme of Japanese decoration 
left no room for books. Fanny could not bear to be by her- 
self, quarrelling ¥dth her brother-in-law was more to her taste. 

" Is it part of the orders that I'm to sit here alone ? " she 
began. " I have been turned out of my own bedroom. Don't 
you think it hard upon me to be turned out of my bed- 
room, and drawing-room?" Now she was plaintive and 
appealing. 

. It was true that the doctors had insisted upon a larger 
apartment for Ted. Even at this late hour of the day, Fanny 
thought it possible to enlist Dennis's sympathies. Her 
amazing vanity misled her. She still thought she had only 
seriously to try her wiles upon him for success to be hers. 
They were such cheap wiles too. And his mind was full of 
another woman, soft-voiced, white-handed, gracious, a Venus 
among women. 

" I should think you would be very glad to do what you 
could for poor Ted," he answered simply. " You are treating 
it lightly, you have made up your mind he is out of danger, 
and that the surgeon knows more than the nurses and Lauder 
and Mabel. But I don't think Mabel would be in the state 
she is if it were all plain sailing. Take my advice and show a 
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little more consideration, you'll be sorry if you don't. It's not 
yet been explained why Ted was allowed to get into such 
a state before the doctor was sent for ! If you don't care, at 
least have the decency to pretend you do. You can keep 
Merritt out of the house, for instance. I heard you pressing 
him to come again ; he didn't want to comel)ack." 

At that she broke out, her rage, choked in her throat, 
turning the words that came through to yellow venom. 

" I won't be dictated to by you as to who I may or may not 
have in my own house ? Do you suppose Cosmo is more to 
me than that wretched long-haired actor is to Mabel? It 
suits you to pretend not to know about him and Mabel. ..." 

For half an instant Dennis actually failed to grasp her 
meaning. 

" They sit closeted together for hours, pretending to practise. 
I'd like to know what they practise." 

Even then it was difficult to believe his ears. Mabel 
needed no defence, he saw her as she had been last night, 
comforting Fanny, believing in her grief. Fanny looked at him 
to see the effect of her words, maliciously, but yet sullenly. 

" Everybody is talking about them, and about how clever it 
was of Mabel to make her father take a theatre for him. Mabel 
is far cleverer than any of you know, subtler." "Subtler" 
was an echo of Cosmo, a word he had taught her. 

"You really are the vilest - tongued, vilest - thinking 
woman . . ." Mabel needed no defence. Utter disgust of 
herself was all she saw in his expression, what more he would 
have said, or she have seen, cannot be known. For both of 
them heard Amos's voice in the hall, and to pursue such a 
theme before Amos both of them felt to be impossible. 

Amos bustled in with his confident : 

" Well, how is he ? Going on well ? " 

Fanny shrugged her shoulders, and said she was no judge, 
she wasn't supposed to know, nor Dr. Porter either, although 
he was the greatest surgeon of the day. Dennis and Mabel 
were not satisfied. Amos hardly waited for her to complete 
her sentence. He turned to Dennis for confirmation : 
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" Not satisfied ? Why, what's wrong ? What does Lauder 
say?" 

Lauder said it himself a little later, interrupting them in the 
middle of a strange, imcongenial dinner which Amos insisted 
upon Dennis sharing. Amos did not spare comment upon 
Fanny's housekeeping either, or her incompetent servants. 

" No wonder Ted spends more than his income ! And this 
is what he gets for it. Well, well ! I shall have to talk things 
over with him when he gets about again." 

This muddled, vilely cooked meal Dr. Lauder interrupted. 
After that, all was confusion and quickly growing terror. 
Death was hovering over the house. Amos went pale at the 
shadow, behaving characteristically. It was impossible such 
a thing could be hovering over him, Amos Juxton. Ted was 
his only son, and for him he would spend money like water, 
pour it out 

" The boy must be saved. Have another doctor, and another 
surgeon ; old brandy, oxygen, spare no expense. The thing is 
impossible, incredible. The boy is so young, and he has a 
fine constitution, my own constitution." Amos thought it must 
be somebody's fault, everybody's fault, he was very difficult to 
deal with. 

Dennis had his work cut out for him in the dreadful hours 
that followed. He had to stand between Amos and hastily 
summoned doctors, between Amos and pessimistic nurses he 
persisted in questioning, Amos and grief-stricken, broken 
down Mabel, who could no longer pretend the hopefulness 
which she could not feel. Only Fanny succeeded in avoiding 
Amos's anger ; for Fanny kept out of his way, out of every- 
body's way, sulkily. 

Amos, however, after insisting that Ted's temperature 
must be lowered, and blaming everybody, suddenly collapsed, 
weakly admitting his real, his pressing, his overwhelming 
fear. 

" Not that, not that. My poor boy ! Dennis, it can't be 
true ; they'll have to save him, somehow. Tell them I don't 
care what it costs me." 
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Fanny proved helpful at the last Amos actually turned 
to her for comfort, away from all the others whose pitying 
looks confirmed the desperate truth. Fanny said obstinately 
that she stuck to what Dr. Porter told her in the morning, — 
the operation had been entirely successful. If the operation 
had been entirely successful, why should Ted die? Amos 
paled visibly at the word, but hung upon what she was saying, 
and repeated it, weakly. 

"That's what I want to know . . . why?" 

Fanny believed what she was saying, that was the curious 
part of it. They had not persuaded her to believe her 
freedom was near. She resented that Ted was occupying 
everybody's attention, his doctors, nurses, family filling the 
house. Her thoughts ran somewhat like this : 

"It is so like Ted to choose a time like this to be ilL 
Just when I might be having such a good time. Mrs. Lemon 
knows everybody, and I could be going out with her. Lord 
Haverford is certainly attracted . ." 

In her favour it must be said that one cannot control one's 
feelings, and she really disliked the poor lout who had given 
her his love and everything else he had to bestow. He 
seemed, had seemed for a long time, to stand between her and 
the consequence she desired. 

Toward midnight, however, a change for the better did 
take place, justifying her attitude, and making Amos belaud 
her extravagantly. " She was the only one who had a head 
on her shoulders. She knew better than all the doctors." 
He rebounded so quickly that they were all confounded, not 
knowing what to think in face of his confidence, and Fanny's 
contemptuous : 

" Didn't I tell you so ? Ted is not the sort of person one 
need be anxious about." 

There was no doubt the temperature had fallen, and the 
pulse was stronger. Dr. Lauder admitted it It was he who 
insisted that Amos must not remain in Grosvenor Street. 

" Why don't you take him home again with you ? " he said to 
Dennis. And in a lower tone, " He ought not to be left alone." 



Digitized by 



Google 



2 $6 JOSEPH IN JEOPARDY 

" But is Mabel going to sit up another night ? " 

"I'll make her lie down in the drawing-room. She is 
worried about you and her father and I should like to tell her 
you are together. Don't let him agitate himself more than 
you can help. It doesn't matter in the least if he calls us 
all fools, and thinks we are bungling the case. He can 
concentrate on that : it will suit him better than wondering 
what the upshot will be. I don't know myself. I wish I did. 
As I told you last night the operation was a fighting chance. 
Well, so is the oxygen ; and we've the strychnine as a reserve 
force. But I don't like the look of him . . ." 

He admitted that to Dennis, although he had reported an 
improvement to Amos, and Fanny had made the most of it. 
" Look after your father-in-law, he is not as young as he 
used to be." 

Dr. Lauder had a professional eye. This affair had certainly 
shaken Amos a good deal And there might be worse to 
come. 

Dennis would rather have been alone, to-night of all nights. 
But he took charge of Amos. 

Passing down Curzon Street in the motor — Amos partially 
reassured, and content that Dennis should be with him to hear 
all he had to say about doctors in general, and illness, and 
Ted's inherited fine constitution — Dennis caught a glimpse of 
Cosmo entering the house with a latchkey. There was only 
one house in Curzon Street for Dennis. He had an absurd 
sudden resentment of Cosmo's latchkey, an absurd sudden envy 
of his easy access to her. There was no time to remember 
what he had said to her only this afternoon, or she to him ; 
if it lay warm on his heart, or uneasily on his concience. 

What he had to do at the moment, and he set himself to 
do it manfully, was to say the same thing over and over again 
to Amos, with conviction. He "thought the worst was over." 
He was "sure Ted was going to pull through after all." 
He had "no doubt at all everything possible had been 
done, and was being done." He believed "Dr. Porter was 
the finest surgeon in the world, and he had complete con- 
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fidence in Dr. Lauder." They could easily have another 
consultation to-morrow. 

It was true Ted had become the centre of Amos's self- 
centred world. For the moment he had forgotten everything 
else. Dennis tried him with the theatre, the critics, the box 
office, but nothing held him. 
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CHAPTER XIX 

COSMO let himself into his father's house with a latchkey. 
He had been living at home since the day that Ted 
had turned upon him and made that ugly scene. Even in 
retrospect Cosmo winced at the thought of it, execrating Fanny, 
who had brought it about. Cosmo was conscious of his good 
taste, and the scene with Ted had revolted him. Nothing 
Fanny could say, and she had said a great deal, could induce 
him to go on living in Ted's house after the boy had once shown 
that he did not want him there. Cosmo had his point of 
conscience ; Ted was a fool, but his disciple nevertheless, his 
humble admirer. He had really tried over and over again to 
make Fanny behave better to him. Whatever had been, or 
were, his own relations with Fanny, he had never had any 
illusions about her. He found her amusing, and she had 
become a habit with him. But it was a habit of which he had 
been thinking seriously of breaking himself before this illness 
of Ted's assumed so serious a complexion and seemed likely 
to precipitate matters. Cosmo knew he could take care of 
himself, but he was certainly not ignorant of Fanny's tenacity 
and strength of purpose. He knew what she would expect 
of him, and that her expectations would be disappointed. 
Unless — well, Amos and his millions had always to be 
considered ! 

Amos must be getting on for seventy, and he was a man of 
plethoric habit. If anything * happened to Ted,' which was 
a euphemism to cloak what seemed more than likely was 
going to happen to Ted, there was no one to inherit Amos's 
millions but Fanny, or Mabel. He had talked things over 

with Margaret ; that was a habit much earlier formed than the 
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Fanny habit ; and Margaret, although she had her own view 
of Fanny, had counselled him to patience. From first to last 
his connection with Juxton's had put money in his pocket. 
There was no reason it should not put more. The wary, grasp- 
ing policy of his father's great political leader should be his on 
this occasion. He would "wait and see." Ted might not 
die. Amos might live to be a hundred. Cosmo must Va' 
cannieJ This had been Margaret's counsel when he had 
walked away with her from Grosvenor Street. 

" She will wheedle him, if anything should happen, she will 
manage to wheedle Amos," were the words of Margaret's that 
were still in Cosmo's mind when Dennis saw him on the door- 
step of his father's house. 

Cosmo had not expected to find his sister sitting up ; it was 
late, and as a family they were in the habit of disregarding each 
other's movements. But seeing a light in the drawing room, 
he went in. 

Diana had been dreaming ever since Dennis had left her 
that afternoon; she had denied herself to Dolly, sending 
down that message about her headache. She had dreamed 
over her dressing and dinner. Since dinner she had fallen to 
dreaming again. Never had she met a man like this one who 
had been with her in the afternoon, so generous, so chivalrous, 
so unselfish. She let herself ignore the knowledge that he was 
a married man. With full consciousness of the frailty of the 
word friendship on which they were relying, she yet let herself 
forget how he was bound. He had implored her not to 
sacrifice herself to Haverford, to let him save her from such a 
possibility. She dwelt upon what might happen if she did 
what Dennis Passiful asked of her. He would give her every- 
thing she needed. She sensed the lavishness of his generosity. 
And in return ... in return? It was then her dreaming 
thrilled her, and she envisaged the incredible. 

She knew the shibboleths of the little world in which she 
dwelt, and what would be thought of his wish to pour his 
fortune into her lap. Some of her friends would have 
accepted his offer, laughing at him, nevertheless, withholding 
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repayment Diana knew some women who would have 
done this. But she was not like that. She was moved 
by it, and the remembrance of words and looks, of the kiss 
on her hands. Perhaps a kiss was not new to her; but 
Dennis's kiss had been new. Again and again the restraint of 
it thrilled through her. It had been a touch of the lips, scarcely 
a kiss at all, as she had thought of kisses, in nights since her 
widowhood, when the climate was Eastern, and imagination 
grew sensuous amid the heat and the spice-scented air. 
Nevertheless she liked conjuring back this shadow of a 
kiss, thinking of how it might be if she fired him. For 
truly he was a man of men. All the hours since he left her 
had been full of this. She did not want the impression of it 
to fade. 

Because of her mood, perhaps because of his, brother and 
sister were in tune this evening ; their young years of * palship ' 
warm between them. 

" All alone by yourself? Where's the governor ? " 

" He went down to Denham to-day ; something to say to 
Vansittart, I fancy, or Vansittart to him. I was just going 
to bed." 

Cosmo threw himself into an easy chair. 

" Don't go. Stay and have a cigarette with me." 

" Give me one of yours then, a Lucana, I've none of mine 
down here." 

He gave her a cigarette, even stayed from his easy chair 
long enough to light it for her. 

Diana's eyes were filmy and dreaming. 

"Anybody been here?" he asked curiously. Cosmo was 
always curious about women, and he wanted to see what she 
would tell him. But he knew the way to obtain their con- 
fidence was by not asking for it, so he shifted his ground 
quickly when he saw her prepared to deny that she had had 
a visitor. 

" I suppose somebody has been dunning you ? " he went on 
carelessly. " These West End tradesmen are such scoundrels ; 
they think we have nothing to do but supply them with ready 
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money to squander. I suppose they do squander it, by the 
way," he added thoughtfully. 

Diana was his sister, but he saw that she was a very beautiful 
woman, an unusually beautiful woman. And to-night she was 
sitting alone, her eyes dreamy. 

" Oh no, I was not dreaming of a dun," she said, smiling. 

"So you admit you have been dreaming." 

" We all dream sometimes, I suppose." 

" It is the usual thing. You should dream of a man, I of a 
woman." 

" I suppose so ; although, probably, you make it plural." 

" And were your dreams of Dolly ? " 

" Of Dolly ? " contemptuously. 

"Why not?" 

"Don't be foolish!" 

" Of whom, then ? Confide in me." 

They both laughed, the short laugh without mirth that meant 
the impossibility of sentimental confidences between them. 
And yet, when he had rung and procured the drink he wanted, 
when he was really at ease, and evidently inclined for conver- 
sation, she asked him, abruptly, a little inconsequently : 

" Do you believe in Quixotism, Cossy, in pure unselfishness ; 
fine actions without any arrilre penske^ a generosity that gives 
without hope of return ? " 

He gave her a quick look. She was leaning forward, her 
chin supported on her hand; the fire threw a strange red 
light upon her black hair, played on the pallor of her face ; 
he could not follow her thoughts, although he had an intuition 
of them ; incredible, yet not the less interesting for that. He 
knew Dennis for a Quixote, and that Dennis had been with 
her that afternoon. As he could not follow her thoughts, he 
let his own have sway, and answered carelessly : 

" There are always new fools. Each man for himself, and 
the devil take the hindermost, is the rule. But IVe met the 
exception. I know a man, for instance, who was in love with 
a musical comedy actress. She was utterly promiscuous, and 
had as much conscience as a garden rake. But to him she 
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gave nothing, barely a civil word. She had thousands in 
cash from him, ropes of pearls, enough diamonds to make a 
chandelier. In return he was given the privilege of taking 
her mother out to supper when she was otherwise engaged. 
She was always good to her mother, and considerate, preferring 
her as a chaperon when a chaperon was the correct thing. 
At the moment when my Don Quixote was wooing her with 
his bank balance, the gallant in attendance had dispensed with 
chaperons. Don Quixote had entire charge of the old party, 
night after night. He looked upon it as a mark of confidence, 
that she trusted him with her mother! The mother was 
a charwoman, by the way, or a dresser at the theatre, some- 
thing quite incredible, without aitches, in a black bonnet with 
strings." 

" That is a story you are making up." 

" It is as true as death." 

He gave a little shudder; the word death to-night had 
an ugly sound. Not that he, either, quite believed that Ted 
was dying. 

" I know the man well, a short, stout, melancholy fellow, with 
a head too large for him. He has beautiful ideals. I think 
he has been in an asylum once, probably will be again. Why 
are you asking ? Who has been playing Quixote to you ? " 

It would really be amusing if that cricketing prig, Dennis 
Passiful, had been caught by Diana. Dennis was the least 
interesting of all the Juxton minage to Cosmo, he had such an 
infernal habit of impeccability. 

"Is it Passiful?" He could not help smiling. A whole 
phantasmagoria of amusing possibilities played before his eyes. 
" Go on, tell me all about it." 

Diana, very naturally, was not disposed to go this extreme 
length, but she did admit that she found Mr. Passiful had a 
vein of Quixotry in his character. This admission was quite 
enough for Cosmo ; it made him more curious than before. 

" Does he want to pay your debts ? He is simply swimming 
in money. Why not let him ? He might pay mine too ; his 
father-in-law does not seem anxious to do it, although I am 
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making him a great literary reputation, an almost European 
reputation." 

"Didn't Amos Juxton write his own book?" she asked 
indifferently. 

" Well, not entirely." Cosmo settled his glass more firmly 
in his eye. " I doubt if he knows the meaning of * building up 
a sentence ' ; he would question whether a paraphrase should 
come before the joint, or be served as an entremet] looks upon 
a split infinitive as something you take with soda, on which 
there is a forty per cent, profit." 

" You know, in your way, Cossy, you are a far greater black- 
guard than Mervyn." - 

" Of course. Come to that, we are all blackguards. The 
Governor's Liberalism has done it, set our perspective awry. 
But that has nothing to do with Dennis Passiful. Don't you let 
him go. He will be worth more than Haverford in a few years' 
time. The tradespeople may still be allowed to trade when 
the land has been filched from the men whose ancestors fought 
for it, and for their country." Even Cosmo could be banal, but 
he had a genuine belief in heredity, and the value of lineage. 

" Don't let him go ? " she repeated. She was used to Cosmo 
in what she called his feudal moods ; she brushed that part of 
his speech aside. " Not let him go I As rich as Dolly ! But 
what does that matter? To me, I mean. He is a married 
man ; he told me so himself." 

" Well, yes, there is that little objection. But I fancy it is 
one that need not be in your, or his, way." Cosmo's humour 
was difficult to follow, difficult sometimes for himself to 
restrain, and he was naturally self-indulgent. He threw 
his next words into the air as a ballon d^essai, there was 
probably enough truth in them for his purpose: 

"Passiful's wife has a lover, a long-haired actor, took the 
part of Seraphino in 'Charles Auchester,' sings out of tune. 
It is wheels within wheels there, and these happened to jog 
round in a way that suited me. It was Passiful's wife who got 
the play put up, it's a rotten play ; and she got the man engaged. 
I did not oppose her, I rather gather I should have been strong 
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enough if I had ; but I wanted Amos to have a theatre, and 
neither of my plays were quite ready." 

"She has a lover I Dennis Passiful's wife has a lover! 
That insignificant little woman ! " 

That was the only part of his speech that interested her. 

"Certainly. Why not?" The ballon d'essai was throwing 
out fireworks; he had only to fan it to see them pop and 
explode in the air. "The plainer the woman the more 
devoted the lover ; it is the law of compensation." 

Cosmo had heard Fanny's version of Mabel's intimacy with 
Roddy ; he was not sufficiently interested in Mabel to doubt 
it Men's tastes were various, thank the Lord I Mabel might 
have hidden virtues. Certainly they were not visible, although 
her blue eyes were soft. Cosmo knew some women, plain 
ones, who had undoubted attractions. Perhaps Passiful's 
wife was one of them. Anyway it would be really funny to 
see * The Immaculate Exception,' as he often called Dennis, 
in Diana's toils. There might be quite an amusing imbroglio. 
They were all so virtuous, Amos, and Passiful himself. 

"But does he know it?" 

" Husbands never know. Sometimes they guess — wrong." 

" Cossy, do be serious ! " 

But if Cossy had been serious he would not have been 
Cossy, with abilities running to seed, and no more morality 
than a dog-fish. He rallied Diana now on her interest in 
Dennis Passiful. Without the least idea of what was in her 
mind, looking upon the Haverford marriage as a certainty, and 
a very good certainty for Diana, the family, and all concerned, 
he nevertheless calculated Dennis's income to her, increasing 
it by tens, dwelt mockingly on his early tendency to church 
going, high principles, the nobility of his nature, throwing 
^oubt on her ability even to get up a flirtation with him. 

Diana rose presently. She knew Cosmo was mocking her, 
(that he had scented her weakness, would exploit it for his 
•entertainment if it pleased him to do so. But, perhaps without 
intention, he had given her something new to dream about, a 
wild new thought. 
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Cosmo asked her not to leave him ; he said he was feeling 
dull, depressed. It was quite true. No one ever disliked Ted 
Juxton except his wife. Cosmo certainly was distressed at his 
condition, wanted him to get well. 

** You really are such an uncommonly good-looking woman. 
And youVe wasted your good looks, youVe wasted them dis- 
gracefully up to now. That's the governor's fault. You ought 
never to have married Wayne, nor, having married him, to have 
been satisfied with so poor a settlement. You ought to have 
captured a Duke, or at least a South African millionaire; there 
are still a few about. Of course if you had any success with 
Passiful you could get him to divorce his wife. We have never 
had a Bond Street shopman in the family, nor an unencumbered 
twenty thousand a year. He can't make less than that" 

He wanted to detain her. He had no inclination to go to 
bed, nor to sit on, alone, and think of Ted, to whom he 
had been a hero. His quick intuition told him that Diana 
would stay if he talked of Dennis Passiful. But he was mis- 
taken in thinking that this way of speaking of him would hold 
her. She thought it vulgar and unworthy, even of Cossy, to 
bring in Bond Street and trade. What had that to do with 
them ? She had family enough for both, and what good had 
it done her ? She had missed happiness, and something more 
than happiness ; goodness. Already she knew that. 

The first lesson love teaches is the lesson of the'unwcrrthiness 
of those at whom the arrow is aimed. Lady Diana Wayne had 
quite sufficient of her brother's ability to recognise the difference 
between Dennis Passiful's standard of conduct and her own. 
She had not been good as he thought her, not very good. But 
she felt there were immense possibilities of virtue in her ; it had 
been opportunity she had lacked. She could not be absolutely 
faithful and loyal to an old husband who made no allowances, 
who was so much away. But on the whole she had not been a 
bad wife to him. Temptations she may have had, but she had 
kept within the traces of the matrimonial car to which she was 
harnessed. She had never even contemplated running away, 
although so tired, so often tired of the shafts. 
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They were all so poor ; she had had to marry for money. 
The astuteness of her late husband's lawyers, her fathei^s 
indolence or indifference, the non-appearance of the expected 
heir, had made her sacrifice useless. If she had married for 
love, did marry for love, her character could grow, she could 
be true to her instincts. 

She never doubted it was true that Dennis could divorce his 
wife ; he had been reserved in speaking of her. 

She would not stay at Coss/s bidding, but went swiftly, 
eagerly to her own room, to think over this new idea that had 
been given her, turn it over in her mind. She was full of 
Dennis and his personality ; she was in the attitude of mind 
towards him when every possibility becomes a probability, and 
soon a certainty. She would be willing to make a sacrifice 
for him. Not that there would be any question of marrying 
beneath her ; he was anybody's equal ; and, after all, nobody 
knew whose son he really was. She built quite a romance on 
the doubt there had once been in Mr. Paighton's mind, and 
which had got about, as to whether Passiful was really the 
name of Dennis's father; a doubt, by the way, for which there 
was no foundation. 

But before she closed her eyes in sleep that night she knew 
that whether he was the son of Royalty in disguise, or of 
genius undisguised, there was no other man in the world for 
her. And even in sleep she felt the brush of his lips on her 
hands. She was curiously conscious of the Joseph in him. If 
it had not been for that, the kiss might have reached her lips. 
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CHAPTER XX 

COSMO intended to keep away from Grosvenor Street for 
a few days, he had a great sense of propriety, if little 
pleasure in exercising it. But he reckoned without Fanny, who 
sent him little notes, necessitating answers, who telephoned to - 
him constantly, making hourly demands, or appeals. Fanny, 
feeling that Cosmo was bent on eluding her, lost sight of every- 
thing else but the desire to retain him. Cosmo's attentions 
to her had always varied ; she had never been as certain as she 
pretended. It had amused him to decorate the house ; he had 
wanted to make an experiment, and at some one else's 
expense. Then he thought he would like to sleep in a Chinese 
bed, immense and marvellous, with ornament of red lac, and 
carved wood; of jade, and with jewelled Buddhas at each 
panoplied comer. He thought that he would like to sit in 
a library, dragon-haunted and with black ceilings. But even 
before he had heard Fanny's scream, and had intervened 
between her and Ted's fury, he had loathed his handiwork 
and his position, recognising the antique bed as made up from 
many other things, and the black ceilings as merely perverse. 
Fanny had a trick of making awkward positions for him. Long 
before Ted's illness she was beginning to get on his nerves. He 
thought that Crockford's would have helped to rid him of her. 
Fanny was the very woman for such hotbeds of scandal and 
intrigue, as the mixed bridge clubs. She would be kittenish 
with all the men, cattish to all the women, and she had the 
instincts of a gambler. He pictured her old age, spent playing 
chemin de fer in foreign casinos, her cruel hands raking in the 
five-franc pieces, or trembling at parting with them. 

Now came Ted's illness, and complicated matters. He could 
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have shunted her so easily, so gradually. Now it might be 
more difficult. Such thoughts somewhat troubled his compli- 
cated days. 

Fanny, in a panic at his indifference, his inattention, putting 
it down to that awkward entry of MabeFs, to Lord Haverford's 
attentions to her, and hers to him, or anything but the true 
cause, never dreammg but that her charms would recall 
him, if only she had the opportunity to exercise them, found 
Ted's illness unconscionably slow. In the next few days she 
reported him better, or reported him worse, making always the 
appeal to Cosmo not to leave her alone in her anxiety. She 
said she did not know what she would do if she were left alone. 
Cosmo had always the fear that an acute attack of confessionitis 
might seize her ; and Amos was still an asset. 

In the week that Ted lingered Cosmo and she sat together day 
after day, in the black-ceilinged and be-dragoned library, bulletins 
from the doctor, bulletins from the nurses, bulletins from 
Mabel, reaching them at intervals. What was in their hearts they 
concealed from each other. When there was bad news Fanny's 
hard eyes searched Cosmo's for something he never spoke, but 
when the news was good, she feared to read relief there. 

Dennis, too, came in and out. He could riot interfere now 
that they sat downstairs, out of hearing of the sick room. 
Mabel was a pathetic figure, her eyes red from tears and 
sleeplessness, her hair and dress neglected, the sick-room her 
-whole world. She felt she was being selfish to Dennis, to her 
father, but she could not be anywhere else. Sometimes Ted 
recognised her, once he stretched out to her a feverish hand ; 
he said her name now and again, and that he had been a rotten 
brother. Once she persuaded Fanny to the room. Mabel 
had never heard the accusation Fanny had brought against 
her, would hardly have heeded it. Her whole heart and soul 
was in this fight against Death they were all making. In his 
fevered, restless hands Ted held them all. Fanny knew now 
that Ted would never get better, whatever view she conveyed 
downstairs. At the last she came often to the sick room ; five 
and six times a day. The visits were short ones, but that was 
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due to the strength of her feelings, apparently, and she told 
Mabel that she could not bear the sight of his sufferings. So 
the nurses understood, and so it was conveyed to Amos. 
Amos, too, could not bear the sick room after he had once seen 
Ted lying there so unlike himself, and dignified through his 
suffering. To Amos, too, he said in that hoarse whisper, which 
was all that weakness had left him, that * he*d been a bad son, 
a selfish brute . . ' " No, no, my dear boy." But Amos had not 
been able to keep his tears back, nor his own dignity intact 
when Ted said he had been a bad son. Amos got out of the 
room as quickly as he was able. After that he was for ever 
sending the grapes and peaches that were never even shown to 
Ted, asking for new doctors, fresh treatment. Amos was 
really a pitiful sight as the time wore on, monotonously 
hopeless, nobody being found to say that Ted would get well. 
Amos said often that he had never been a bad son to him. 

There came another day, however, — there are always such 
days in illness, even when the illness is mortal, — that the bad 
symptoms halted, the temperature fell again, Ted slept, and 
slept as one at ease, the tortured look on his grey face passing 
away for the moment. 

Mabel fetched Fanny up to look at him, to peep through 
the door. She wanted her father to come too. Poor soul! 
She could never be brought to believe that Fanny cared 
less than she. She only thought her more unused than 
herself to illness. There were poor patients she and the 
sisters from the Vicarage had helped to nurse, hospitals they 
had visited. Fanny did not know ; poor Fanny ! Mabel 
thought of her always now as * poor Fanny,' and had heartache 
over her. She was endlessly considerate of her, mothering her, 
hovering about her with beeftea, telling her she must *keep 
up her strength, and courage.' 

There was no real improvement, not even to-day; the 
sleep was the sleep of exhaustion. Mabel knew it, but to 
Fanny she murmured *hope.' Long days without hope are 
unsupportable. But at least the pain had abated and she 
fetched Fanny up to see him whilst he looked at ease. 
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" He is really better?" Fanny asked ; but she did not lower 
her voice as Mabel did. Ted had been so little conscious 
lately, and Fanny had not the art of the sick-room. 

A quiver passed over his face at the sound of her voice ; 
one saw it as the ripple on the surface of a pool. The nurse, 
who had been in the dressing room, busied in the preparation 
of some food or dressing, came hurrying in at the sound of 
that unlowered voice. 

She made a quick sign that Fanny should go out of the room. 

It was then that Fanny*s self-control left her. Mabel had 
feared for her •composure when Ted moaned, or wandered, 
never doubting it would hold when he slept at ease. But, as 
Fanny declared, and Mabel always believed, the sight of him 
sleeping, and the belief that he was at last out of danger, made 
her burst into loud sobs. Before she had time to hurry away ; 
she said afterwards she had meant to hurry away ; he opened 
those faithful eyes of his, and saw her. They were difficult to 
focus, dying eyes, looking afar at what the living never see ; 
there dawned a slow recognition in them ; he seemed to with- 
draw them from that distance. 

"Fan," he said, "Fan." 

The note was half of fear, half of surprise, but as conscious- 
ness struggled to him it was only love one heard in it. 

"Who's been making you cry. Fan?" The voice was 
hoarse, difficult, unrecognisable, but ineffably tender. " What's 
the matter ? Come to me." He made an awful and ineffectual 
effort to raise himself, to stretch out his arms for her. The 
nurse and Mabel hurried to him, but it was Fanny he wanted, 
only Fanny. She threw herself crying on the bed ; and those 
weak, dying arms tried to hold her, as they had tried ineffec- 
tively to hold her all these years past. 

" Don't, don't cry. I haven't done anything wrong again, 
sweetheart, darling, have I?" 

She mumbled some incoherent words. Perhaps they were 
a plea for forgiveness. If so, he must have meant to grant it. 
He almost sat up, trying convulsively to draw her to him. 
She seemed to shrink, to struggle away from him. A sudden, 
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a dreadful change came into his face then, the lips tried to 
move again, but fell apart silent, and a little foam gathered 
about his mouth as his head fell back on the pillow. 

Nurse pulled the bell violently, the rope came off in her 
hands, she was summoning more help. But it was too late, 
she knew it whilst she pulled. As far as Ted was concerned 
Fanny*s wild hysterical shrieks and self-reproaches fell on deaf 
ears. Mabel, raining tears, put loving arms around her : 

" Come away, dear, come away, it is all over ... he doesn't 
hear you." 

She forgot her own grief in Fanny's, forgot everything but 
this poor wife. Fanny was borne away at last, almost by force. 
Whether it was real fear of death's presence, whether some 
momentary pang of conscience had smitten her, or if it were 
only the cold continuance of a policy, can never be known. 
She went from one hysterical fit into another. When Mabel's 
pitiful, loving arms could no longer hold her she made what 
seemed like a desperate attempt to throw herself out of the 
window. She said she wanted to die too, and all of them 
were frightened at her violence. She threw herself against the 
wall of the room, knocking her head, she flung herself on the 
floor. 

Dr. Lauder, hastily summoned, doubted the reality of her 
attempt at suicide, scoffed at the idea that she was out of her 
mind with grief. He had no doubt that she had real cause 
for self-reproach. Mabel did all that a gentle woman could 
do for another in such a case. She tried to find comforting 
words, Christian words. She found, without difficulty, tears 
of sympathy. But the hysteria continued, and resource had 
to be had to drugs. Fanny herself, feeling faint and ill 
between her paroxysms, found the brandy or whisky bottle did 
her more good, and surreptitiously she added the one to the 
other, passing in this way the days between Ted's death and 
his funeral, half unconscious, dazed, apparently, with grief. She 
did not omit, however, to order a sable garniture of widow's 
woe, to which the pallor induced by drugs, hysteria and 
stimulants, added the necessary attraction. And Cosmo had 
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one of her little notes, begging him to order for her a lovely 
wreath. 

"You know the flowers he loved best. Choose them for 
me, don't spare expense. Think of a suitable inscription. 
I'm so distracted, I can't call to mind a single quotation. 
There is no one but you I care to ask, I'm so alone." 

Cosmo felt a little sick, but he did what Fanny asked : he 
was even subtle over it. " Will this do ? " he wrote to Fanny. 
" He lies in the Peace of the great Release,^^ 

And Fanny responded gratefully. She was just equal to 
the exertion of writing, but not to an understanding of 
Cosmo's subtlety. 

Ted's death struck Amos in some sensitive place, unsus- 
pected even by his intimates. Perhaps, after all, he had 
had hopes of Ted, those sad hopes that never materialised 
doubling his grief and sense of loss. Ted was gone, and 
the hopes, too. It had seemed neither age nor death could 
have touched Amos Juxton. Now it was as if an earthquake 
were about him. He no longer stood upright on his feet, but 
swayed as if a chasm' was before him, luring him to its brink. 
Even about the arrangements of the funeral he changed his 
mind more than once. 

" I leave it all to you, my boy, I leave it to you, what does 
it matter? Shut the place or leave it open, the theatre too. 
I don't care. I never thought it would come to this." 

Dennis, who had his own affairs to think of, had time for 
none of them. Everything devolved upon him, and there 
was much that needed attention. Poor Ted had not been a 
business man. Money that had been given him for one 
purpose had been used for another. Amos had given a 
cheque when they moved into Grosvenor Street. But the 
decorations, the new furniture and the old, were unpaid for, 
household bills had been outstanding for months, there were 
debts to tailors, hosiers, dressmakers, even jewellers. Fanny 
disclaimed all responsibilities. She said she * knew nothing 
about money, Ted had kept everything in his own hands,' 
Strangely enough, however, there were two accounts about 
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which she gave a ready explanation. They were both from 
betting men, and in each case showed a profit. Fanny 
claimed both cheques. She said, a little mysteriously, that 
they were commissions Ted had for friends of his who had 
been unable to get enough money * on ' with their own book- 
maker. She would not divulge the names of these friends. 
She said that it was a question of honour, and their names 
must not transpire. She would see that they had their money. 
Dennis, naturally, would have liked details. But Amos ex- 
pressed himself quite satisfied. This was the time he told 
Dennis again that he had never been fair to Fanny. Fanny was 
quite listless and played the broken reed before him, as if 
" nothing mattered now." Amos would not go to the house after 
Ted died, but listless Fanny, in her overwhelming weeds, went 
to him once to Fitzjohn's Hall, and moved him by her wan 
and languid looks. That was the day the bookmaker's accounts 
had appeared, and Dennis claimed them for the estate. 

" You never did like her, my boy, and she's told me how it 
came about. You were too free with her, and she isn't one 
that thinks nothing of a kiss. But then of course she was 
going to be your sister-in-law. I told her it wasn't likely you 
meant any harm. I daresay she misunderstood what you said 
or did. I recollect there was a misunderstanding, a coolness 
between you from the first." 

"Too free with her!" Even from Fanny that was an 
astounding way to put it. "Lying little cat," was what he 
thought. ** Too free with her," was what he exclaimed, and 
the tone of it was a contradiction, although Amos paid no 
heed to it. 

" Before either ot you were married. But she was engaged 
to my poor boy even then. He thought the world of her, 
Dennis. We must do what we can for her, poor girl t 
And let bygones be bygones. There was not much harm in a 
kiss. I know you well enough to be sure you meant no harm, 
no disrespect to her, or disloyalty to Ted." He sighed. " I'm 
sure I don't know what is going to become of her. She's 
very young to be alone in the world. I know Mabel will be 
18 
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kind to her, and I must see what can be done. Don't 
question the bills. Poor boy, if he blundered, he has paid 
for it It isn't as if I can't afford it. My head is not what 
it used to be; I don't sleep well either just now. Don't 
bother me about details, there's a good boy. Just pay every- 
thing, it's all I can do for him." 

Dennis wanted to know what freedom he was supposed to 
have shown towards Fanny. But it was useless to contradict 
the lie or implication to which Amos alluded. Fanny had 
probably made her story good, as she did the one about the 
bookmakers. The hundred or so of ready money she became 
possessed of in this way would probably prove useful, and he 
hardly grudged it to her, though he, no less than Amos, when 
the figures were fairly before them, wondered at the amount 
Ted had managed to get through. 

Mabel was very good to Fanny in those early days after 
Ted's death. She offered to stay on with her, or that 
Fanny should come to Hamilton Terrace. She did not know 
how to show sufficiently her overwhelming pity. But Fanny 
was difficult, wayward, still occasionally threatening suicide, 
impatient under Mabel's demonstrations, resenting everything 
that was done or said. Because she was so difficult it be- 
came Mabel's idea that Ted's death had unhinged her mind. 
Even Mabel admitted that Fanny might not have been to Ted 
all that a wife should be. She thought it was remorse as well 
as grief that was preying upon her. It never struck Mabel 
that Cosmo's inattention at this juncture had anything to do 
with her state. 

It was Mabel's idea that Fanny should not remain on in 
the house, the house that had been a disaster from first to last. 
She was not fit to be left alone, and Mabel was continually 
exercised on her behalf. It seemed a godsend, almost a 
miracle, when Mrs. Margaret Lemon, calling one day to 
inquire after the young widow, met Mabel there and heard 
her views, and said hastily, perhaps without thought, that 
Fanny had better come to her for a few days. Fanny 
brightened up wonderfully at the suggestion. It seemed as^ 
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if Mrs. Lemon's sympathy had been the one thing for which 
she was waiting : it revived her as rain revives a dying flower. 
Fanny had played at being the dying flower, but held up her 
head when Margaret rained that injudicious invitation on her, 
never expecting to be taken at her word, dismayed at the 
prospect before her, indeed. Fanny said joyfully, or as 
joyfully as she thought decorous, that she was sure it would 
do her good. She was almost fulsome in her gratitude. 
Mabel undertook to do all the packing, to stay on and shut 
the house up for her, to stand between her and visitors. 
Mrs. Margaret Lemon, rather out of love with herself for her 
impulsiveness, withdrew to make the necessary arrangements 
for her guest, and Mabel took her self-imposed task seriously 
in hand. 

The very next morning in Amos's car, lent for the occa- 
sion, and brand new widow's weeds, Fanny and her three 
large trunks arrived in the Berkeley Street flat. If Cosmo 
saw her there afterwards, within an hour of her arrival, 
the family at least was not scandalised by the haste 
with which Fanny had summoned him. Fanny had been 
longing to try the effect of her black clothes and drugged 
pallor on his failing allegiance. Cosmo had refused to come 
to Grosvenor Street since Ted had been carried out from there. 
It was this that was responsible for Fanny's waywardness, and 
tendency to suicide. She had not known where to go so 
that she might summon him to her. Margaret Lemon's hasty 
invitation opened the way. 
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CHAPTER XXI 

nrOUT passe, tout casse, tout lasse, Ted's death was 
-* already obscure and remote before Dennis met Lady 
Diana again. He had subordinated his own feelings, not 
without difficulty he had held them in leash. Both Mabel 
and Amos had need of him, and he had been truly com- 
passionate and gentle to the one, all that a son might be to the 
other. He had done all and more than duty demanded. 
But now, saddened as they all were, something of the day's 
order was restored. Mabel went about the house trying to 
regain the threads of her lost activities. Amos was back 
in business, Dennis in his office. 

And there, quite early in the afternoon, when he was 
expecting nothing, hoping for nothing, he heard that Lady 
Diana Wayne was in the Gallery, and before h^ had time to 
realise it, or for the swift flush that followed the news to fade 
from his forehead, they were facing each other; she was 
before him in the flesh, not altered, more alluring than even 
in his dreams. 

He knew what she had come here to say. That he had 
taken a liberty; she had seen her bank book, knew what 
he had paid into it. It was this that sent the colour to 
his cheeks, the colour that retreating left him so pale. Now 
he did not know how he had dared to do it ; that he had so 
dared made him nervous and afraid as he stood before her. 
What apology could he make, how persuade her that what 
he had done was justifiable, right; that friendship had its 
privileges . . 

But Diana had no intention in her mind of challenging him 

on this point She could not even guess at his thoughts. 
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"Isn't that a Matsys in your window? I could not help 
coming in to ask." 

" I'll have it taken out for you." 

He was so relieved that he forgot how absurd it was to 
treat her as a customer, and to tell the man to get the picture 
for her to see. They actually stood before it a little while 
discussing its merits. Then lifting her eyes to him, com- 
passionately, dropping her voice : 

"I wanted to tell you how sorry I was for your trouble, 
Cosmo told me of it. I tried to write, but I could not find 
the words. I am so sorry for you. I know that is why you 
are looking pale." 

" No, it is not that only. I have been thinking . . " he was 
again nervous and uncertain in his speech. 

"Of me? "she smiled. 

"Yes." 

"I am so glad. It seems such a long time ago since we 
met. I thought you had forgotten all about me." 

"You could not think that?" 

" And as if we had never talked of being friends." 

" But you have let me be your friend. I am not ungrateful 
for that . ." 

And then he was afraid he had said the wrong thing and 
hurried on : 

" I cannot tell you how glad I am to see you. May I come 
to Curzon Street again one afternoon ? " 

" But you are so busy, aren't you ? " 

" Not too busy for that. I have a partner." 

Dennis hardly knew what he was saying ; nothing came to 
him but commonplaces. 

Over and over again he said that it was good of her to 
come. In truth it had been a sudden impulse. She was pass- 
ing the window, and it had been a long time since she had seen 
him. She knew nothing at all about that augmented banking 
account.. She was amongst the many women who see their 
pass books annually, or even less often. But she was unused to 
deny herself her whims, and in his absence Dennis Passiful had 
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grown to be almost more than a whim. Cosmo's story about 
his wife had affected her and she had not been able to get it 
out of her mind. There were a dozen reasons why she should 
have stayed away for one that had urged her to come. But 
here she was, more attracted than ever, Dennis's very reception 
of her accentuating his attraction. She had thought, perhaps 
hoped, that it would have lessened in absence, that she would 
have been more completely mistress of herself. But instead 
he held her by his pallor, self-restraint, the obvious way her 
presence affected him. 

"This is the first time I have seen you in your own 
surroundings. You spend hours and hours in this gallery, 
don't you?" 

" Not so many. My business takes me out a good deal." 

"You like your business ? It doesn't bore you ? " 

"Not often. I like seeing beautiful things, buying them. 
I don't care for selling, except sometimes to a connoisseur. 
And then always there is a certain pleasure in knowing oneself 
an expert, justifying one's judgment" 

" How I wish my life was as full as yours ! I seem to have 
nothing to do. You have everything you want. You are 
really quite a happy man ? " 

" Am I ? No, I don't think I am. I am always wanting 
something else, something different." He broke off abruptly. 

He did not want to be disingenuous, and he remembered 
that what he had wanted most of all up to now was to keep 
up his batting average, and to win matches for the Club. 

" I would like to hear about it, I think, I, too, have never 
been quite satisfied! I am keeping you, you have work to 
do ? " She looked about her a little uncertainly. She did not 
know what men did who had businesses. Everything was 
beautiful in the Gallery. 

" I don't know how you can bear to part with such things," 
she said. 

He wanted to ask her if there was anything she would like 
to have. He was idiotically anxious to keep her standing 
there, talking to him, idiotically afraid lest a customer should 
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come in and see her there. But the place and time were in- 
auspicious for sentiment. 

" Are you walking ? " he asked her, a stupid enough question 
since she had told him she had seen the Matsys in the 
window. 

"Yes, the motor is meeting me in Piccadilly. Fm so 
restless, I was going for a long motor drive." And then a 
sudden idea struck her. 

"Why don't you come with me?" It was audacious, it 
took her breath away, and his. 

"I am sure that is why you are pale. You have been 
indoors too much, and grieving. It is such a beautiful after- 
noon, not like November at all. There is no air in here. 
Why is the air always stagnant about pictures ? Wouldn't you 
like to come for a drive ? " 

She really meant it, then. Why should he not go ? If she 
was restless, he had not been less so. There was nothing 
to detain him here. 

"I shall hate to think of you in this stagnant air, pale, 
whilst I am filling my lungs." Once the idea had come to 
her it seemed to grow more possible, more desirable. Why 
should she drive alone ? He still hesitated, and that spurred 
her over the last fence. 

"It would really do you any amount of good. I should 
feel quite a philanthropist if I could persuade you to it." 

How unlike she was to everyone else ; bewildering. It was 
impossible he^ should go with her. And then it was impossible 
he should not. She had not forgotten him. . . Occasionally 
in the past days he had wondered if she had forgotten him, 
felt sure of it sometimes. Ted's death and the funeral were 
like a pall that hung between him and her. If it parted now 
and again, to show him glimpses of her, it closed around 
again quickly. 

Before he realised the position, he was walking with her 
down Bond Street, actually walking with her in the broad 
daylight. He had not known she was so tall; he did not 
know what they were talking about ; for himself he knew he 
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was talking at random, about the shops, and shopping 
generally, about some prints in a window, hats in autumnal 
tints, labelled, * For the moors.* In one window there were 
Japanese trees, in flat oriental dishes, their backing an array of 
upright screens, all gold and black. She told him of her own 
collection of Japanese trees. Now they were passing a flower 
shop. A basket of mauve orchids tied up with pink ribbon 
caught his eye, blue hydrangeas in a great green pot. And 
there was the motor waiting, the chauffeur touching his hat 
as if there was nothing strange or unusual in him, Dennis 
Passiful, handing her in, following her. 

" Where shall we go ? " she asked him. 

He had no suggestion to make. 

"The best way out of London is Boxhill. You never 
offered me a cup of tea in Bond Street. You shall give me 
one in Boxhill. We will talk of Meredith. We can never 
finish talking of Meredith ; we started it the other day, you 
remember ? " 

" Or of his Diana ! " he got that out, and she smiled her 
appreciation of his quickness. 

It was all so wonderful, so incredible. There came the 
slow crawl through London, the horn going all the time; 
traffic, tram-lines and confusion, hardly a word between him 
and her. He was tired, unstrung; he had not known it. 
He had had so many things of which to think, he had had no 
time to think of himself. Now he knew that he had been 
through dark days, vaguely troubled nights. He could sit 
beside her now, their shoulders almost touching; and rest. 
The scents she used, of violets or lavender, soft scents the 
name of which he could not capture, enveloped him. He 
felt as one who had come out of storm into calm. Now he 
could drift or float, he need not think. It was a great gift, 
this friendship with which she had dowered him. It lifted his 
.life to another plane, it would give him a whole new outlook. 

They were out of London now, the sky quite blue, as in 
•spring, and the car was going faster, rushing through space ; 
the wind was in his face. This was intimacy, companionship ; 
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he need not speak, she would understand. But when they 
spoke, now and again, interjectionally, in tune with the wind, 
their words, their few words, were no longer halting nor lame, 
but came easily. 

" This is simply splendid ! " 

"The motor goes better when it goes fast. I hope we 
shan't be fined." 

" I wish this could go on for ever." 

" But I want my tea so badly." 

Later on, but now they were in the country, he exclaimed : 

" It is wonderful to be with you like this." 

" I feel as if we had run away." 

"We have, from everyday duty and normal life." 

"Cosmo says that with all of us the normal life is the 
abnormal." 

" He speaks for himself." 

"And for me." 

" It is true that you are unlike anybody else." 

" Am I ? Are you glad of that ? " 

" I am intoxicated by it." 

" And I must look as if I were. My hat is coming off." 

He looked at her, the wind had caught her cheeks, and 
there was a glow in them, the glow had reached her eyes, 
where it danced. After that, elliptical phrases were new strides 
to intimacy, and eloquent silences needed no excuse. So 
they reached Boxhill. 
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CHAPTER XXII 

AT Boxhill, at the inn with the Meredithian tradition, 
Dennis ordered tea for her. Whilst they were waiting 
for it to be brought them, she told him the story, as Cosmo 
had told it her, of how there were assembled here, to do 
honour to Meredith on his seventieth birthday, all that was 
most notable in the world of letters; poets and essayists, 
brother novelists, the publishers who gave the works of these 
men to the world. They had gone in deputation to his house, 
the rare little house beyond the town, with the flamboyant 
garden, and then heard that he was ill, too ill to receive them. 
Back they had come here, nevertheless, for their celebration, 
had feasted, and drunk his health again and again, making 
speeches, extolling and exalting him whom they all called 
Master. Then, when the evening was falling, and the dusk 
had gathered, paean after psean having been sung in his praise, 
and all their heart attuned to the occasion ; over the hill, and 
the garden, and through the French window, he strode, this 
gentle Colossus ; his hair a little wild under his soft hat, and 
his fine face aglow. He had heard of their coming, risen from 
his bed of sickness, braved the distance and the hill, and now 
was amongst them, not Master but Comrade, full of talk, and 
the eloquence that comes from the heart. Their homage had 
touched him ; in return, for a miraculous quarter of an hour, 
he gave them rare confidences, flashes of a brilliant wit, here 
a word, a sentence, revealing the depth of his human know- 
ledge, there a phrase that was like a beacon of light in the 
darkness. He drank with them, before passing out as ^ he 

came, leaving an ineffaceable memory. This was his last 
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anniversary. Those who were privileged to be present have 
told the story in print more than once. But from Diana, 
Dennis heard it for the first time, picturing the old man's 
entry, and how the assembly had risen silently to their feet 
to greet him, scarce believing their eyes. 

To sit at their tea afterwards, in that hillocky garden, hear- 
ing the late birds sing, was as the continuation of a poem. 
They talked of Meredith and his creations, of how well he had 
understood love. It was strange that whilst it was into friend- 
ship they were growing, love should have been the theme of 
all their talk. To that other Diana, Dennis now saw a hundred 
resemblances ; and she disputed each one with him, saying 
how little he knew her. So they talked about themselves and 
each other, until the short afternoon drifted into evening. 
They took no heed of time ; for what did it matter ? It grew 
so late that the garden behind them was black, and in front 
the inn showed yellow lights. 

"We are getting to know each other so much. better." 

" How strange we have only met now ! " 

That was the keynote of it ; Diana knew the variations, but 
it was all new to Dennis. It was Diana, too, who came at 
length to realise how late it was. 

" Do find out what time it is. We seem to have only been 
talking for half an hour, but all the light is gone. Do you 
hate motoring in the dark ? " 

She had risen, and he struck a match to look at his watch. 
Startled at what he saw there, he raised his eyes to break it to 
her, but meeting hers, was no longer afraid. 

" It is nearly eight. You can't get home in time for dinner. 
Let me order you something here." 

"But you?" 

" It doesn't matter. I'll telephone or telegraph." 

" Dine here ? " she said, uncertainly. He urged it. 

" Why not ? Dot Then drive back by moonlight." 

"You really mean it?" 

Of course he meant it ; he wanted to have this one meal 
together, he and she alone. It seemed almost too good to be 
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true. But it came true, nevertheless. She hesitated for a 
long time, but quite suddenly his urging prevailed. It was 
^* adventure " for her too. Never had she dined in this way, 
in England, alone with a man to whom she was not related. 
But they had become such good comrades. Just so Diana of 
the Crossways would have dined with Redworth, he said. And 
with the consideration of a Redworth, Dennis Passiful would 
treat her, that she knew. But she remembered the end of the 
story, and wondered whether he did. This reflection came 
to her whilst she was arranging her toilette, prior to the dinner 
to which she had suddenly agreed. 

As soon as her uncertainty had yielded to his insistence, he 
had hastened to order everything the house could provide, he 
sent the chauffeur to his supper, made all his arrangements. 
He had not managed cricket teams for nothing. Yet he knew 
that he was excited, everything having become suddenly 
mysterious and wonderful, a great adventure to be happening 
to him, life expanding, the horizon widening. He had no time 
to think, he was just living in each moment, such moments ! 
Nothing like this had ever happened to him before, his life 
had lain along such conventional lines. When once the idea 
had seized him, he had become eager about it, although all 
his arguments were couched in schoolboy phrases. " It would 
be so awfully jolly, such a spree ! " 

It really seemed as if a half holiday was being turned into 
a whole holiday, there were to be long hours more of 
pleasure. 

When she came down to him again it seemed more unreal 
than ever. She had taken off her hat ; the afternoon dress that 
her heavy coat had concealed was cloth, and sheath-like to her 
figure, her hands were ungloved. His eyes dwelt upon her, 
how lovely she looked ; his pulses were suddenly uneven, she 
went to his head like wine. It was she who restored his calm 
to him as she said : 

" I'm simply ravenous ! What have you ordered ? " 

He answered seriously that he was afraid they were not 
going to have a very good meal. 
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" What a pity ! But perhaps you are taking too pessimistic 
a view." 

The view he was taking was of her, and she moved away 
from the new ardour of his eyes, standing now by the window. 
" Anyhow, tell them to hurry," she said with her back turned 
toward him. " We must not make it too late, must we ? " 

" ril ring," he answered soberly. 

The small private room in which they found themselves 
looked on to the garden. She fell to talk of Meredith again 
whilst they were waiting, and visioned him walking down the 
hill. Dennis came over to her where she stood ; the window 
was open; perhaps that was why she shivered, and soon 
moved away. 

At first the dinner was not gay ; an uneasiness or constraint 
fell upon them when they had taken their places at the table, 
and the soup was brought in. Perhaps it was the presence of 
the waiter. 

" This soup is quite good." 

" I am very glad ; of course, theyVe had only a ^hort notice." 

" What else is coming ? " 
' " Soles, lamb, an apple pie. It was the best they could do 
in the time." 

He was apologetic, although there seemed no cause in the 
menu as recited. It was so commonplace, he thought, yet 
nothing was commonplace that was happening. There were 
long waits between the courses, and each time the waiter 
returned he clattered with the dishes outside, knocking before 
he entered. She ate daintily, and all at once his own appetite 
failed, although the fish was fresh, the lamb tender, and the 
potatoes flaky and soft ; there was a salad. 

"You said you were hungry?" He noticed she was only 
toying with- the food, making a pretence to eat it. 

"I thought I was. I wonder why we are neither of us 
eating. It is quite as late as we usually dine." But she did 
not really wonder; a certain shyness was upon her, very 
strange and unknown to her. It seemed as if he never took 
his eyes from her face. 
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"Perhaps it is because you are looking at me," she said, 
laughing a little unevenly. " I am not used to being looked at 
when I cat." 

" Aren't you ? " he answered, simply. " I should have 
thought you were." Then she laughed more naturally, and 
tasted her wine. 

" Ch&teau Gilbey ?" she asked, making a wry face. He was 
concerned about that. He told her he had observed that night 
he dined in Curzon Street she had not drunk champagne, 
but claret. Therefore he had ordered the best Burgundy the 
house afforded. 

"You noticed that?" she said, wonderingly. Yet ceased 
to wonder when he said, " Of course." She tasted the wine 
again, and some gladness or content in her eyes contracted the 
wryness of her mouth. 

" Don't go on drinking that. In the champagne they'll 
have vintage wines, something about which there will be no 
doubt." 

He rose from his chair to recall the incurious waiter, and 
after deliberation and some help from her, they decided upon 
Pomeroy '94. He was conscious of the nearness of her hair 
when she looked over the wine list with him. 

" I don't dislike champagne. I like it, only that evening," 
she remembered too, " I felt I wanted no wine at all. I was 
a little excited." She added, disingenuously, " There were so 
many Cabinet Ministers present ! " 

But she stole a glance at him that said, ' and it was not 
only the Cabinet Ministers.' The wine when it came loosened 
both their tongues. She began to talk more gaily than she 
had in the garden, giving him sketches of the people he had 
met at their house ; a little malicious, but what is humour 
without malice? She spoke of the ministers as the Walrus 
and the Carpenter. And met his objection that the Cymric 
Sampson had not much of the walrus about him by trying 
other zoological analogies. They ranged between cages, from 
ferret to weasel, but found nothing completely analogous. 
His eyes were so bright ; in a few years he would have a red 
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nose. There is no animal with bright eyes and a red nose. 
It did not matter what they said. After the champagne had 
exhilarated them, and they had recovered from the strangeness 
of the meal together, it was nothing but nonsense they talked, 
like the foam on the champagne. And if Dennis kept up 
with her with difficulty or laboured after her, it was not sur- 
prising, for never had he known a woman like this; she 
bewildered him by the lightness of her wit, no less than by her 
beauty. Never had he sat at such a feast. The communal 
meals at Hamilton Terrace, the observations about the 
herrings, the story of the soles, were a hundred years ago. 
There was not a serious moment after the champagne had 
been quaffed ; but some sense, or undercurrent, of embarrass- 
ment may well have lingered. 

" Shall we ever do this again ? " she asked, lightly, when at 
length it was evident that a move must be made, when all the 
wine had been drunk, with the liqueurs and coffee that 
followed, and she had discovered that her cigarette case was 
empty. 

" I hope so." 

That was banal. She ran upstairs to put on her hat, 
bringing down her cloak for him to help her into it. She 
was very near him as he wound the cloak round her. It 
was in the hall, and the hall was badly lit, the throbbing 
of the motor as the man busied himself with the lamps 
made it impossible for her to hear the quick breathing of his 
heart. Yet she might have known of it, for her eyes were 
downcast, her voice muffled. 

" How awkward you are about it ! Don't trouble. I'll put 
it on myself." 

Dennis was not an awkward man, dexterous rather, and 
with easy movements. But now he knew that his fingers had 
fumbled, and he made no reply to the accusation. He handed 
her in in silence, in silence he took his place beside her. They 
had been driving for five minutes before either of them broke it. 

" What a wonderful night ! " This was simultaneous. And 
they both laughed, breaking up the silence. 
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They were travelling comparatively slowly, the chauffeur 
cautious amid the evening shadows. The sky was quite dark, 
black clouds threatening rain, grey clouds like mist beneath 
them, a pale moon floating serene, chill in the air. Not a 
beautiful night, no stars, and the gloom too dim for mystery. 
Yet they found it beautiful, and it was they that made it so. 

" You wondered if we should ever meet again like this." It 
was Dennis who started the talking. "There is no reason 
why we should not, is there ? " She took a moment before 
she answered, then the answer that came was a little hesitating. 

**I suppose not" But she was thinking about his wife, 
of all that stood between them. A little laugh escaped her, 
but it was quite mirthless. 

" I don't know what Dolly would say about it." 

" I thought we had agreed Lord Haverford was not to be 
considered, that he was quite beside the question." 

Dennis felt his face flushing, the flush spreading over him. 
But it was very dark, they were not yet come to the region of 
tram-lines and people ; his voice stumbled, yet hurried on. 

" I can't bear to think of you together ; after this." 

" We have been happy, haven't we ? " 

" It has all been wonderful ! " 

Involuntarily his hand sought hers, and found it. . It was 
still in his when the pace changed. They had come all at 
once from the country into the town. Now before them were 
yellow street lamps and great cars full of people. The con- 
necting wires overhead emitted little sparks of light, and from 
either side the street shop girls, clerks, boys on bicycles, and 
girls behind perambulators, the proletariat at leisure, swarmed 
into the roadway. Perhaps he had been holding her hand 
unconsciously. A girl on the pavement, under a street lamp, 
with a man's arm about her waist, reminded him, and he 
released it abruptly. He knew her fragrance, and the slender- 
ness beneath her enveloping cloak. But he would not think 
of either, ashamed of the emotions that were all new to him. 

"It isn't so late after all." He hurried into talk, so that 
he should not feel. 
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" Not more than ten, I should think." 

" Will your father be at home, expecting you ? " 

" He was to have been at the House. This autumn session 
is going to be eventful, changes in the Cabinet are imminent" 
She followed his lead easily, but still warm on her hand she 
felt the pressure of his; the car was too small for her to 
escape from the touch of his shoulder. 

" He generally goes to his Club, and stops there late." 

" You would have been alone ? " 

" Yes. I should have been alone." 

He drew closer to her, would have taken her hand again, 
it was an instinctive movement that his reason prevented. 

" I hate to think of you being lonely." 

" You can never think of me as being anjrthing else." This 
was almost passionate and set him aquiver. Another street 
lamp showed them each other's eyes. 

" I believe I like to think of you lonely when I am not with 
you." 

Was it he who had said that ? He^ Dennis Passiful ? The 
words came and went again, and now they seemed to have 
no meaning. 
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CHAPTER XXIII 

SOMETHING went wrong with a gear or a sparking 
plug, there was a shortage of lubricating oil or petrol. 
Neither of them were learned in such matters, but they 
became aware that the car was going jerkily, and unevenly, 
back-firing and noisy. They were off the tram-lines, yet 
more than once it seemed as if they would never reach 
Curzon Street in the motor, but would have to get out, or take 
a cab. It was the chauffeur who always reassured them. 

" She's picking up, my lady," was one of the phrases that 
struck Dennis as inadequate, it told them so little. He 
scented danger, and his nerves played him false. She knew 
he was nervous, and rallied him gaily, suggesting he should 
get out He took her rallying seriously, and scouted the 
idea that he should let her go home alone, that she was 
taking him out of his way, that she could drop him in 
Knightsbridge or Piccadilly. In truth she did not press it. 
The car lumbered on, and engrossed them. 

It was past eleven when they found themselves at Curzon 
Street. There she handed him her latchkey, telling him it 
was unnecessary to ring. 

The big square hall was lighted from the fire that smouldered 
on the hearth, the glow fell on the tapestries of the staircase, 
on a marble bust by Houdin, on the great clock with the 
iapis lazuli dome ; it was but a dim light. He had an intense 
desire to pass into the warmth and beauty with her. It 
seemed impossible. Yet when she said: 

" Shut the door quietly," he found himself inside. 

She had suggested dropping him in Knightsbridge, in 
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Piccadilly. Now that he was here, she did not seem to 
remember the lateness of the hour. 

"Go into the drawing-room. Wait for me there." 

The long French windows were open and the beautiful 
mysterious room was full of the scented warmth from the 
winter garden. Here, too, there was only the firelight to 
reveal or suggest the pictures in their tarnished frames, the 
cabinets and encoignures^ the big sofa heaped with cushions ; 
tables, like altars, laden with flowers; Dresden and Chelsea 
in crinoline or groups. His sub-consciousness revelled in it 
all, his consciousness was full only of her. 

She came to him very soon ; sooner than he had thought 
possible she was back in the room. She had changed her 
dress, loosened her hair, was altogether different, and yet the 
same. He had a strange new sense of intimacy with her. 

"Did you mind waiting? I hate being in the same dress 
so many hours. My maid is out apparently, or asleep. This 
was all I could find." 

* This ' was a garment softly green, revealing her slendemess, 
Greek in the way it was folded beneath her bosom, falling in 
long lines to the feet ; Greek, too, was the ornament upon it, 
key-patterned in dull gold. On her throat were two little 
rows of pearls; he saw them rising and falling, not quite 
regularly. She had, perhaps, dressed too quickly ; there was 
a little pulse moving irregularly in her throat, it fascinated 
his eyes. 

"I feel ever so much more comfortable. If you want 
anything to drink, you will find it in the room beyond ; through 
the curtains. Won't you turn up the lights ? " 

" I don't want to turn up the lights." 

Again the words surprised him ; the voice was his voice, 
although that, too, sounded strange, and a little unsteady. 
The words had little meaning, he explained them : 

"The dust from the motor got into my eyes. This half 
light is so jolly." 

"Jolly" was absurd, a school-boy word, and he did not 
feel in the least Hke a school-boy. Like a man, rather, 
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feeling his manhood for the first time, holding on to himself 
with difficulty, not quite understanding. 

"Now you speak of it, I believe my eyes are strained too, 
they feel quite hot." She put her hands up to them, her 
delicate pale hands. 

" Why don't you sit down ? You are making me nervous ; 
you look like a wraith, standing up there so solemnly. You 
are solemn, are you not? What are you thinking about?" 

All at once she knew she was playing with fire, women know 
these things instinctively ; there was not a shadow of excuse for 
her, unless that Joseph she sensed in him before, and again 
now, was an excuse. She had lifted her delicate hands to 
her eyes, now she clasped them behind her head ; there were 
no sleeves to the dress, and he saw the slender rounded arms, 
on her white neck the pearls looked grey; the pulse in her 
neck was still beating. She saw his eyes change, and fasten 
on her. She began to talk quickly, but softly ; she liked the 
change in his eyes, wanted them to shine yet more, she liked 
the unsteadiness of his voice. 

" What a strange thing we did, you and I ! To-morrow it 
will seem as if it never happened. Tea in the garden, and 
the hours of talk, then the stuffy little cpom, and the good 
dinner. How long have we known each other? A month, 
coimted by weeks. But from the first we knew we were 
going to be friends, didn't we ? That first night at the theatre, 
when you only looked at me ; the second when you sat in the 
stall beside me . . how quickly it all happened ! I have never 
had a man friend before. I've had lovers, of course . . ." 

Then she unclasped her hands from behind her head, 
leaned a little forward, retrospection in her eyes. He repeated, 
under his breath, standing there quite still : 

"Lovers?" 

He repeated it dully, or stupidly, as one without the fiill sense 
or meaning of the word. " Lovers ! you have had lovers ? " 

" Is it so surprising ? " and glancing up at him from under her 
long lashes she added : " All men are not like you." 

There was a gleam of amusement in her eyes, and she was 
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not in the least afraid, although her heart was beating fast, and 
the little pulse betrayed it. The red curve of her mouth 
was vibrant. 

"I had heard there were men like you, not caring for 
women, not in that way." 

" What way ? What do you mean ? " 

He had moved and was standing before her. 

"If you mean that I don't want to kiss you, you are 
wrong ! " 

His eyes were so bright that hers caught fire from them, 
but now they were downcast, so that he should not see. 

" I never wanted anything so much in my life ! " 

" It is getting very late." Her voice was not quite steady, 
for a moment she almost feared what she had encouraged. 

By this time the fire had sunk to a red heap of ashes, 
and in the silence of the house there was no one but them- 
selves. 

Yet if the thin red curve of her sweet lips had not quivered, 
if he had not seen her eyes on fire before they had been 
downcast, if the dress had been different, or she . . he did 
not know afterwards from where his courage had come. 

Before he knew why or how it came about, he was 
kissing her lips, her hair, her eyes. And oh, the sweet- 
ness of her, the yielding of her, and the relief in crushing her 
close and ever closer! The fragrance and the slendemess 
roused a hunger in him, a thirst. It was as if her lips could 
slake it, and he fastened on them. And never had lips made 
such response. Perhaps it was that response, so startling, or 
the effect of long habit, or some sudden fear . . . 

Certain it was that against the rising tide of his .passion, 
conscience, all at once and effectively, threw up an impreg- 
nable barrier. The next moment he had released her, and 
was gazing startled, into startled eyes. Then hers were 
hidden against the sofa pillows, and it was only half a white 
shoulder he could see. 

" You will never forgive me ? " 

Even that he got out stumblingly and with difficulty. But 
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what she could not do, but yet must, threw him on his knees. 
He had misunderstood the response. He had a passionate 
reverence for her, and as he kneeled he could have kissed 
her feet He would not harm her by a thought, he knew 
he had misunderstood; she was immaculate, pure, virginal, 
wonderful. He wanted to tell her all this, but the words 
came to his throat and died in it. He could only on his 
knees stammer out excuses, a prayer for forgiveness. He 
had not meant to shock, frighten, hurt her ; he did not know 
what had come over him, such a thing had never happened 
before, could never happen again. She must^ she should 
forgive him. The moment of his daring was over, and he 
had dared so little. He poured out his incoherent torrent of 
self-reproaches, and presently, muffled from the sofa cushions, 
he heard her say that they had been very foolish. 

" Foolish ! " the word sobered and helped him. Foolish ! 
Yes ; that was alL His nerves reacted, and brought him to 
his feet. 

Now she sat up ; he did not try to see her eyes. 

"Turn on the light ; it is time for you to go, it is very late." 

"But I may come again? You won't change to me?" 
His nerves had reacted, but he was still unstrung. 

"Yes. No." She spoke hurriedly, imcertainly. She heard 
something more than his words, or less. 

" It is my father," she said. " Listen ! " He thought it was 
fear he detected in her. 

"Your father?" The sound of the house door closing 
reverberated through the house. 

" He will be surprised . . . finding you here." 

Dennis, unused to adventure, had no quick expedient. He 
had still to fight for his self-possession, but before the echo of 
that closed street door had died away, it seemed as if Diana's 
had never been in jeopardy. After that first startled exclama- 
tion she had sunk back in the corner of the sofa, saying 
hurriedly again to Dennis : 

" Turn on the light ! " 

Fortunately he found a switch. 
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" It is possible he will go straight upstairs/' was her next 
observation, and now both of them were listening. But Lord 
Loughborough had seen a man's coat in the hall, he thought 
he might find Haverford with Diana. He opened the door of 
the drawing-room. 

"Is that you, father? How late you are! I made Mr 
Passiful remain." 

She greeted him as if it were nothing unusual to find her at 
midnight with a dead fire, and dim lights, sitting with a young 
man, with that particular young man. And Lord Lough- 
borough behaved more in accord with his traditions than his 
politics. His good manners held, his breeding told; he 
accepted the situation as if he were not completely taken 
aback and even startled by it. 

" It was very good of you to wait up for me, my dear ; I am 
not often as late as this, but I was detained, important affairs. . 
Where is Baines ? Why have you so little light ? " 

He turned on all the other switches as he spoke ; now the 
room was flooded and he could see both their faces. There 
was nothing expressive in Diana's, even her colour had answered 
to the call of the occasion. But Dennis was very pale, not 
equal to either of them in his acting. 

"We went a long motor ride together, to see a picture. 
We have not long been back." 

" A picture 1 Where was that ? " 

" Perhaps it was an impression, rather than a picture." 

Dennis marvelled at her coolness. As she had expected, 
her father rose at the word impression, his whole gorge re- 
volted at the new school, and he went off on the wrong scent, 
perhaps not unwittingly. He began to inveigh against Manet 
and Monet, and the French modernists generally, to Dennis's 
bewilderment ; only pulling himself up abruptly when Diana 
put in a word in favour, at least, of post-impressionism. She 
thought the time had come for a diversion now that the 
incongruity of Dennis's presence had become obscured. Lord 
Loughborough had no illusion, as Diana had, did not see 
six feet of magnificent figure, and the head of Antinous. 
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He only saw the Bond Street Gallery, and a man to whom 
he sometimes gave commissions. His words reflected this 
attitude of mind. 

"I am astonished you deal at all in such things; daubs, 
sir, daubs . . ." 

" I am afraid I must be going." 

Diana had within her a momentary bubblement of laughter, 
then a quick revulsion. Her father's natural stupidity, Dennis's 
defencelessness, made her mistress of the situation. 

" Must you go ? But never mind now, since my father has 
returned. And you will decide against purchasing the master- 
piece we saw, you will be guided by my father's views, I am 
sure, won't you ? " Her eyes were gay as she held out a farewell 
hand to him. Turning to her father, she went on : 

" The motor broke down on the way home, that is why we 
were so late. Mr. Passiful was kind enough to stay until you 
or Cosmo returned; it was something of a shock to my 
nerves." 

"Very kind, I am sure," Lord Loughborough said, more 
stiffly, recalled to the position by the explanation of it: "I 
suppose you are going to walk ? It is quite a pleasant night" 

Dennis found himself in the street, hardly knowing how he 
had got there. He felt chilled, but could not attribute it to any- 
thing that had occurred. Lord Loughborough had been very 
kind, not at all surprised apparently to see him there, which 
he might so well have resented. And in bidding him good- 
bye Diana had murmured : " Come in to-morrow afternoon." 
There was no reason he should have felt chilled. 
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CHAPTER XXIV 

LORD LOUGHBOROUGH'S amiability lasted until the 
door was shut upon Dennis. Then he unmasked the 
battery of his sarcasm on Diana's level head. It would be 
really subversive of the depleted dignity of the Upper House 
to report exactly what he said. The gist of it was that his 
daughter was disgracing his house by entertaining every Tom, 
Dick and Harry whom she met, and that she seemed not to 
know the meaning of class distinction. He entirely forgot his 
Liberalism when it had to be practised, and not only used to 
secure the Labour votes. That Dennis Passiful was a trades- 
man, a Bond Street shopkeeper, was the crux of the attack. 
Several times he said he would not have his house used for 
her to entertain such people. 

Silence was her entrenchment, and she kept to it, smiling 
sometimes quietly, which naturally enraged him further; he 
saw that his words failed to find their mark. As a matter of 
fact Dennis himself had made his own record; whatever 
variety of meaning might be attached to the word gentleman, 
in her eyes, at least, he had established once and for ever his 
claim to use it. 

In the end, pettishly, for he was a pettish person. Lord 
Loughborough asked her what she thought Haverford would 
say to her proceedings. 

"What does it matter?" was the indifferent response. She 
was startled by the query, nevertheless, although not for the 
reason her father might have anticipated. He said "pish" 
and "tush," or sounds to that effect, representing the low- 
water mark of his conversational equipment ; then he tried to 
put the expiring fire together with some awkwardness. After 
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which he said again that it was very late, and that they ought 
all to be in bed. Quite inconsequently he "supposed that 
Cosmo was not yet in," and animadverted upon the ways of 
his family generally. 

Meanwhile Diana had been thinking, and as she had been 
thinking too quickly, she spoke too impulsively. What did it 
matter what Dolly thought of anything she might do or say ? 
Was there really any necessity for her to marry him ; he was 
personally so distasteful . . and at that thought she flushed 
involuntarily, remembering Dennis Passiful's personality, and 
her momentary intimacy with it. If it were only on account 
of her debts, or her tendency to extravagance that she was 
marrying Dolly, she knew that need no longer trouble her. 

Her thoughts may have travelled farther than this, con- 
siderably farther; but only nebulously, into some dim ether 
where it is indecorous to follow her. She rose abruptly : 

" I daresay you are right. Father. Dolly w/7/ probably object 
to my friendship with Mr. Passiful. I don't intend to give 
it up, but I should be very glad if he gives me up. I 
don't know why I ever consented to marry him. He is such 
a miserable little worm ; you know it as well as I. And he will 
do nothing for Mervyn, or Van. It isn't as if he were so 
extraordinarily rich, either. Money in land is hardly money at 
all ; it is only an expense as long as your friends remain in 
power." 

" You talk of what you don't understand." 

" What ? Not understand Dolly ? " 

He answered, testily, "You know I was not alluding to 
your cousin." 

"No? Well, I was." 

She was tired, and a little insolent, whilst her father was 
startled, and a little alarmed. He said he never had under- 
stood his children, and he supposed he never should. 
Diana, under her breath, admitted he was quite right, he never 
would. But Lord Loughborough could not contemplate the 
abandonment of the Haverford alliance, and thinking he had 
been, perhaps, injudicious, he was now all for conciliation. 
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"The best thing you can do, that your brothers and all 
of us can do, is to hurry matters on. I don't know what 
either of you are waiting for. You have known each other all 
your lives." 

" That is just the reason. I suppose I have a glimmer of 
sense left, or feeling. Why should I be hurried into marriage 
with a fool and a sot, because Mervyn has borrowed of him 
and Vansittart hopes to ? I have myself to think of, my own 
personal dignity. Dolly outrages it, and that is more than 
Mr. Passiful would ever do." 

She flushed again when she said his name, she was conscious 
of a pride in him. 

" Don't talk to me of Mr. Passiful. What has Mr. Passiful 
to do with us ? You will be talking of your chauffeur next. 
I don't know what we are all coming to." She was already at 
the door when she flung at him, for she was smarting and 
unreasonable : 

" If Mr. Passiful were a free man, if he became a free man 
to-morrow, and more impossible things have happened, I 
should do more than talk about him. He is rich, quite as 
rich as Dolly, and without half a dozen big places to keep up. 
What is the good of Thorpe to me, or Kiltoe Castle, or 
Dunbar ? If I live in any of them, Dolly will live there too. 
How would you like to live with Dolly? As for position, 
there is a time coming, not only in politics, but in daily life, 
when character will count above position or power of money. 
When that time comes, Dennis Passiful will stand far above 
Dolly ; he will stand above you." 

To say Lord Loughborough was astounded at the outburst, 
is to put it very mildly. Balaam when his ass spoke could 
have been conscious of no greater phenomenon. It was not 
only that she defended the picture-dealer, condemned Dolly, 
who for so many years they had all accepted at his surface 
value, his surface value being his rent roll; it was that his 
daughter, that Diana, could talk of character, principle, those 
old Tory virtues that his party had so long discarded, without 
which they were getting on so admirably, all their placemen 



Digitized by 



Google 



300 JOSEPH IN JEOPARDY 

secure in their places, and even those "Labour fellows" 
silenced with their ^400 a year. 

" You are talking rubbish, pure rubbish. You know you 
are, just to anger me. You are all alike . ." 

There came a fusillade of words between them now, 
undignified, imworthy to be chronicled. Under cover of it, 
however, Diana made her escape. She had said all that she 
had to say, much more than she intended. Whatever her 
brothers and herself may have thought of her father's conduct 
in relation to their country's affairs, they had all been 
careful not to put it into words, except occasionally to each 
other. She knew that she had been false to the family 
traditions. 

He let her escape, he was entirely disturbed by the dis- 
cussion, more so than by the event that had led up to it. 
His egotism had been attacked, she had actually found fault 
with his conduct It was inconceivable. She left him on 
the eve of becoming plaintive ; soon he would be talking of 
" all he had done for his children." Perceiving the symptoms, 
she escaped. What he had done for them was little more 
than what they had compelled him. There had never been 
any generosity in his giving. 

But having reached the solitude of her own room, not 
undisturbed by what had taken place and her own injudicious 
outburst, her thoughts followed obstinately the line of the 
argument she had used. Haverford was a fool and a sot; 
there was not one point except his lineage in which Dennis 
Passiful was not his superior. What Lord Loughborough 
professed, but disbelieved, had become a vital truth to 
Diana. 

Diana's bedroom was on the half landing, her bath-room 
led out from it They had been recently modernised ; now 
the marble bath, the tiled walls and floor, the shower and 
the spray were the last word in luxury. The bedroom, too, 
had been refurnished for her on her return from Egjrpt 
She had felt the necessity of making her father's house into 
a home ; and these were her mother's rooms that had been 
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given up to her. Some day she would marry Dolly; his 
constancy, her father's and Cosmo's urging, made it seem 
inevitable just then, when her widowhood, and certain occur- 
rences that succeeded it, found her a little frightened at her 
freedom, and capacity for misusing it She was not oblivious 
of the comfort she enjoyed here; there had always been a 
sensuousness about her to which comfort appealed. India, 
Egyptj and the innate asceticism of her husband, had starved 
it, but now it was being well fed. The pink profusion of 
upholstery and drapery, canopying the bed, clouding the 
windows; the satin wood of low wardrobes and wide toilet- 
table, the gold mirrors and brushes, and cut-glass bottles; 
the lawn and lace of the garments that hung ready for the 
night, all these soothed her mood, insensibly influencing her 
train of thought. 

She undressed slowly. She was beautiful; there was no 
denying it, young, and with the desire of life. From the top 
of her Greek head to the instep of her small foot there was not 
a line nor a curve that failed to give her pleasure as they were 
reflected from the mirror. She was slender, statue pale; 
through the fineness of the investing garments she saw nothing 
that she would have had altered. And was she, such as she 
was, to give herself to Haverford ? She recalled him, his narrow 
head and the baldness of it, his retreating chin, loose mouth, 
weak hands ; she resented the image, thrust it away. Instead 
there came Dennis PassifuFs fine and powerful proportions, 
the shoulder against which her head had leaned. She had seen 
the abandonment of passion, but never its restraint, had had 
men's homage but never their reverence. She was only seven- 
and-twenty. Was she to go all her life without knowing more 
than selfish love, without tenderness and marital love, without 
response ? From this man she could have all, everything. She 
knew it, instinctively, but with an absolute sureness of know- 
ledge that thrilled her as she felt it. And she ? She could 
give him . . . Like a flood it poured over her, the things she 
could give him. And her nature was generous, she rejoiced in 
the gifts she could give to a lover ; she was wholly feminine, 
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and generous ! Lover, or husband ! He might be free, and 
at that her imagination leapt 1 For if what Cosmo said was 
true, if Dennis had an unfaithful wife, and would one day be 
free, neither her father nor brothers, Haverford nor Dennis 
himself need deter her from following her inclinations. That 
'Dennis himself was an afterthought: he thought so highly 
of her, he would not let her stoop. But would it be stooping? 
that was the question. A question of which she hardly doubted 
the answer, so much had he afifected her, so far in love with 
him had she fallen. 

They met the next day; that was inevitable. He had to 
hear what her father had said to her, and be sure that she had 
forgiven him because he had kissed her. It seemed a little 
incredible that he had kissed her and felt the response of her 
lips. He was filled with doubts, and less happy than he had 
ever been in his life. More excited, however, and intensely 
alive. 

After he had seen Diana ; the inevitable scene between them 
interrupted by 'the Duchess and Irene ; he went to Tiffany's, 
and bought Mabel a black ribbon bow, outlined in diamonds. 
He resented the dull jet brooch that was part of her 
sable tribute to Ted's memory. When he got home, earlier 
than usual, and found her crying, he told her he could 
not bear to see her looking so unhappy. His kindness and 
thoughtfulness overwhelmed her, her gratitude choked in her 
throat, bringing on more tears that trickled again and again 
through a lugubrious dinner. 

" I know I'm very selfish. I can't help thinking of poor Ted, 
and father. Father is so unlike himself, I'm sure he is un* 
happier than any of us know. He does not even care for the 
theatre now ; he says it has brought him ill luck. Mr. Merritt 
does all he can to rouse him, Fanny has been up too. How 
kind of you to buy me such a beautiful mourning brooch ! " 

She wept into the tepid soup, and at intervals until the 
cornucopia was on the table. 

Although she looked so dull in her garments of woe, and 
moved about the house as if she were still at Ted's funeral, he 
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was conscious in the next few days of an increase of tenderness 
for his wife, and a great desire for her happiness. He had the 
same desire for Diana's. As for his own, in these days he 
hardly knew which way it lay. He had excited nights, and 
many restless hours. His panacea failed him. Although he 
played squash racquets every morning at Lord's, taking as much 
exercise as was possible, he was ever conscious of his body, 
and concerned as to his condition. Turkish baths proved 
another abortive experiment. 

Some time or another, in every day, he was seeing Lady 
Diana. Her talk stimulated, her beauty inflamed him ; his 
blood had the fever of spring, running in his veins like sap in 
the tree, unevenly, in sudden gushes. It seemed as if she was 
beginning to depend on him, there was so much he could do 
for her. Her affairs wanted putting in order. It was her 
growing dependence that moved him to such desperate tender- 
ness. So he thought, realising only now and then that it was 
her downy skin or the black abundance of her hair, the way she 
moved in her slenderness, or the witchery of her eyes, now 
laughing and now soft, of her red lips, the clinging abandonment 
of which he had once tasted. 

It was difficult to interest himself in business, although it 
was good under the circumstances to feel that the firm was 
making money, always more money. Mr. DoUand was persis- 
tent in pursuing treasure. 

Diana had had no further discussion with her father. Lord 
Loughborough concluded that his words, the moral attitude he 
had adopted, had taken due effect. 

One of Lord Haverford's places was a mere shooting-box. 
Here, in these November days, he went with his prospective 
father-in-law, in pursuit of late grouse and young pheasant 
Lord Loughborough was still a useful gun, and Denham poor 
in covert. Practically, therefore, for Cosmo was little at home, 
Diana had the Curzon Street house to herself, could deny 
herself to callers without comment, receive whom she pleased. 
She used her freedom to the uttermost limit, and afternoon 
after afternoon Dennis sat with her in that beautiful drawing- 
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room, talking poetry or prose, art or architecture. All the time 
they were revealing to each other mutual tastes and emotions. 
There were rare moments when those mutual tastes and 
emotions found some short physical vent, when he would kiss 
her hands, or once again her lips ; he was often on the brink 
of discovery that friendship meant love, and love, friendship. 
But the climax of neither was reached. 

It pulsed about them, that climax, was always a danger, 
but, to Diana, certainly an exhilarating possibility. It was as 
if they were climbing a mountain for a view. Already they 
saw wonders of sunset and sky, but to the full glory they had 
not yet come. Dennis had no thought of what was beyond the 
summit of the mountain, but the excitement of the climb was 
telling on him. Diana was really better informed, although 
never before had she attempted to climb such a high peak 
as this one. 

There came an evening when, although he had no vision of 
the summit of the mountain, he no longer doubted that there 
was a summit. 

Diana sat alone in her own boudoir after dinner. Lord 
Loughborough was still away, Cosmo out ; there was no 
chance of disturbance. She was like a girl with her first love, 
all doubt and fluctuation of emotion, but a woman, glowing 
with expectancy and excitement in her knowledge of what 
love meant, and the joys of it. 

Dennis had never seen her in this room, among her own 
familiar treasures and household gods. She wanted him to 
see them, and to commend her taste, to know her here, where 
she had made her home. Diana's boudoir was not crowded, 
like the drawing-room, it lacked the tapestries of the dining- 
room, the notable carved wood and painted Kitcats of the 
library. The curtains were drawn, they were velvet curtains, 
hanging in rich folds, concealing the windows. The recessed 
fireplace had the big sofa in front of it, and all the chairs 
were low and luxurious, many cushioned. On the grey walls 
were eighteenth-century stipple engravings in colour, a set of 
the " Cries of London," another of the " Months," " Laetitia " 
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as she traversed the road to ruin, " Lady Rushout " with her 
daughter ; " Mrs. Abingdon," the " St. James's Park " and its 
companion ; a rich collection, hung low. A dwarf bookcase, 
Chippendale, not unlike the one that made the feature of his 
own study, ran round two sides of the room, and this was 
crowded with Staffordshire pottery, quaint cottage, quainter 
figures, shepherds and their flocks, milkmen and maids with 
pails, tithe pieces, deer and other animals. There were no 
flowers in this room, and no signs of womanly needlework or 
occupation, but many books, and, on half a dozen stands, 
isolated, low and independent, were rare small Japanese 
trees, hundreds of years old, in dark Nankeen pots or blue 
pie-shaped dishes on infinitesimal feet. There were only 
wall lights in the room, half of them were unlit and all 
were shaded. From a wrought iron brazier in the comer an 
oriental pastille distilled a subtle scent. 

Hitherto Dennis had seen her in black or white, in simple 
clothes. To-night the red of the soft satin that clung to her 
slendemess was covered by some material, light as gossamer, 
purple in colour, embroidered heavily with gold. It had the 
excuse of looseness to call itself tea-gown, but her shoulders 
and arms were undraped. The shaded lamps, the fire, seemed 
to concentrate their light upon her, and against it her black 
hair, her white skin, her radiant eyes, shone marvellously. The 
vision of her standing in those clinging draperies to meet him 
went suddenly to his head. Perhaps he, with his ardent eyes, 
visible self-restraint, a little pale, went to hers. Anyway, 
without a doubt, a pause, a wonderment how they should greet 
each other, the greeting had come to pass. If his lips at first 
were timid, hers at least were responsive. 

When they were seated, side by side on the sofa, neither of 
them were in doubt that they had an overwhelming pleasure in 
being thus together. Diana had not thought it possible she 
could be feeling as she was feeling at this minute, so absorbed 
and content, so expectant and yet so satisfied. Dennis did not 
stay to analyse his feelings; he only knew how excited he 
was ; his pulses throbbing, his heart beating fast. 
20 
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Then, all at once ; it does not matter how it came about ; 
turn of head or neck, a movement or a stillness, eyes bright 
or soft; but he was suddenly moved beyond his strength, 
and before he was aware found himself with his arms about 
her, lying close, mouth to mouth, hot, and a little reckless. 
He kissed and kissed again, she not rebuking. She was so 
in love with him by this time, that she could not even feign 
resistance, but lay in his arms, not supine, yielding rather, and 
even more than he asked, so that he pressed his advantage, 
adoring her ; and if he recollected that the body was a temple, 
he forgot, almost, that it was a temple hallowed. 

When they recalled themselves, it was to silence, silence 
that lasted a long time. 

And again it was he to whom reaction came. 

" What are we to do ? I never dreamed of this. Diana ! " 

She nestled against him again, woman-warm with him, 
enthralled. She had long known they loved each other. She 
had known, too, of his slowness in coming to the truth, 
rejoicing in it, for it proved he had loved no other woman in 
this way. Many days and nights she had been living in sight 
of this goal, giving play to her imagination. Once he realised 
at what a pace this love would bear him and to what goal, 
she never doubted of the end. Diana was hardly Diana with 
such an uncomprehending lover. But to-night she was all 
woman, and in her impatience to triumph over his scruples, 
found herself without any. 

** I did not know," he said again. And at that she laughed 
a little low crooning laugh, and nestled in his arms. 

The very retreat of him, of which she was even now sub- 
conscious, and that she had felt in him always, made her the 
more reckless. 

" Isn't it wonderful?" she whispered. 

"Wonderful," he repeated, holding her fast, doubting 
nevertheless, solacing himself with "what other fellows 
did," bewildered, almost overcome. 

Yet for all that had come, or might come to him, intrinsic- 
ally, Dennis Passiful could not alter. "She did not know 
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to what she was tempting him," so he reasoned ; he had to 
save her from herself and him. If he had the recklessness of 
the hour and his rising passion, he had also reverence for her, 
the amazing reverence of his ignorance. In the one breath he 
murmured, "Darling," and in the next promised she should 
never hear it from him again. 

" Darling ! darling ! My God ! I never thought it possible 
I could love like this. I wouldn't hurt you, I wouldn't 
wrong you . . ." 

And he released her, when she wished that he would hold 
her more closely. 

In the chill of this she felt what it was in him she had 
to fight; how impossible it was to fight it. He was preux 
chevalier^ Bayard, Lancelot, "the Immaculate Exception," 
everything that Cosmo had called him. She felt she hated 
him, never wanted to see him again. Yet all her senses were 
alert for him and she knew she had never cared for any other 
man, and never could again. There was no other man in the 
world for her but this one, against whose armour her weapons 
had broken. 

" If I were only free ! " That was what he said next. And 
all at once she remembered, not what he would have her 
forget, for that was unforgettable ; but what Cosmo had told 
her of his married life, of his wife, and her lover. It was 
impossible for her to look at him, and because her face 
was averted, it was difficult for him to hear what she was^ 
saying. 

" But you don't really wish you were free ? " 

" My God ! " Asseveration after that would have been weak. 

" But you could be free, you could . ." This was whispered, 
he could hardly hear it. 

He could take the fireedom of the temple; that is what she 
meant. He felt the flush and flood of his manhood drifting 
back uncertainly on the ebb tide of his reverence for her. 

" Darling ! " Again he sought her lips, but this time she 
evaded him, with head still averted and the voice that was* 
almost inaudible. 
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" It is not as if you and your wife got on together. Your 
wife does not need you," and she added, so low that the words 
were as if they could never have fallen from her, " as I do" 

He tightened his arms about her, saying, " Darling ! " and 
** Darling ! " and " If I only dared ! " ignorant of where she was 
leading him. 

It was long before love talk became conversation, and it 
was then, on the threshold of an understanding, they paused, 
and misunderstood, each seeing the other through the magni- 
fying and diminishing glasses of their different temperaments, 
taking toll as they stood of love's bounty, never doubting it 
was inexhaustible. She made him free of her lips and arms. 
He forgot his marriage vows, but ever remembered them in 
the forgetting: he was really intoxicated with her, and to 
keep his senses alert was her way of telling him that she 
forgave it. 

When at length he got up from the sofa, and began to walk 
about the room, saying incoherently that there had never 
been in the history of the world so adorable a woman, and 
even less clearly that he was ashamed, and that he hoped 
she did not care for him, would never have to bear what he 
was now bearing, they were both past reason. 

" I think there is a way." This was Diana speaking. 

Dennis was flushed and every pulse in his body was still 
throbbing. She would sit through all love's feast with him, 
a feast of which he hardly knew more than the name. He 
knew this, she had made him know it But it was her 
innocence that offered it, her ignorance, and he dared not 
take advantage of either. Yet the very folly and madness of 
it, and her abandonment, endeared her, and if it came to him, 
as well it might, that he was plajdng Joseph, he had no pride 
in his part, shame rather, and the call of his manhood. 

It was diflScult when the time came to tear himself away. 
But he wanted to be alone, to have space to think. He knew 
the shifting world was crumbling and that there was no place 
for his feet. She clung to him, made him promise, made him 
swear that he would not leave her long without him. 
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" Don't desert me, think lightly of me, despise me ; because 
I have shown you my heart." 

" But how could I, how could I ? " 

His heart ran like water to her. Yet he was desperate to 
get away, to get his footing again in this volcano of a world. 
The last embrace ended abruptly, for it had come to this . . . 
he could no longer trust himself. 
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WHEN Dennis walked away from Curzon Street it was 
very late and his mind was a swirl of emotions ; there 
were dead things in it, as one sees in a pool with a swift under- 
current. He walked and walked, trying not to remember, 
trying to forget; the first hours were half a nightmare and 
half an ecstasy. One has to remember the purity of his 
early manhood and all its teachings. He had never been in 
love before, never met a woman who had proved a temptation : 
he had not only the dogma but the instinct of his faith. He 
had not fallen, but he had stumbled, and he knew his feet 
were still unsteady. It was not mere physical passion that 
moved him, he could have fought that, for he understood it, 
in a measure he had been armed against it from his youth 
upward. This was more subtle. Here was companionship 
offered him, and all his years he had been companionless ; 
sympathy, and that was something he had only given, not 
received ; love, and he had not known that a woman could 
love a man in this way, with such surrender. Her welcoming 
lips came back to him, but not more often than the words, 
many of the words she had whispered in his ear. Something 
of what tortured him was the belief that he had a gift for 
her, a gift he must withhold. She needed what he could give, 
an absolute comprehension, an understanding of her moods, 
and strength to meet them. This is what he thought; he 
felt her weakness, saw himself as a bulwark against it. Her 
willingness of surrender was a most poignant thing to him, 
it kept recurring. He could not rid himself of it. It was 
wonderful, and pitiful. It made him more of a man, putting 
the responsibility on him to guard her from herself. He 
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never doubted but that with her, as it was with him, this 
was the first, the only time, her heart had moved her. 

And she was so beautiful. Again he felt the slendemess 
of her, and the way she had clung to him, then grew hot 
and so ashamed that he walked more swiftly, cursing himself 
that he could not guard his thoughts. 

Hour after hour passed. He was bent on mastering the 
situation, getting clear as to the future. He could not let 
himself drift any farther, could not afford to lose his self- 
respect. The thought of what " other fellows " would do in 
such case was no help to him. He knew so many things other 
fellows had done that would nevertheless always be impossible 
to him. Sometimes his own thoughts, his own doubts grew 
incredible. Lady Diana Wayne, and himself! Great waves 
of heat went over him at such moments. For the incredible 
had been true, or so true that he dared not recall it. So the 
hours passed. Walking helped him only by helping him to 
fatigue; he was footsore and weary, without power even of 
self-reproach, when morning dawned. 

He had been far afield, never heeding where he went, 
but it was on Hampstead Heath he found himself when the 
grey, foggy dawn made something of light about him, touching 
the heather to a ghostly pallor, and distant London to a 
mystery of darkness where no man dwelt. Here around him 
lay shadows, lifting, shifting, pallid and damp. Here on 
the heath his father had loved, here he had worked and 
dreamed dreams, perhaps, of fame or fortune, for wife or son 
or both ', now that same son, with stumbling feet, drew near 
to truth. The chill air was clean and sweet, and the heath 
about him was his birthright ; he would not forswear it. 

He must give it up, give it up before it was too late ; he 
could not go on seeing her. She would forget him; that 
thought turned him a little sick. He would still be able to 
do things for her, from the distance. That thought sustained 
him. He would be faithful to his wife, to Mabel. Poor 
Mabel, who deserved no less of him, gentle, unselfish, without 
fault. He had given his word, his parole d^honneur. Now 
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the heath was grey, cold and ghostly, and all the world was 
a prison. He and Mabel! All the thought of his wife's 
good goodness could not emblazon her with the other's eyes 
and hair; eyes with the swift glances that came and went; 
fragrant hair, and the voice that swept his heart-strings like 
music He knew what he was putting aside, but knew he 
could do no less, having given his word. Dennis's religion 
was part of his youth, ineradicable ; he had given up many 
of its forms, reason discarding what childhood had accepted 
without reason ; but the spirit he had never discarded. 

When he had come to his decision it was still too early in the 
morning to go home. Always he had felt a mother-want about 
the world, and now chilled all through, and tired, the need was 
urgent It was Ursula and Agatha who had tried their best that 
he should never feel it ; and it was to the two old maids from the 
Vicarage he ttimed in his exhaustion both of body and mind. 

They were not far to seek. When their brother had wrecked 
their home to save his own soul in the cloisters of the 
Romanists, they had settled down in Church Row, that small 
street of Georgian houses, where the peace of the centuries 
broods over the trees planted in the centre, sacrilegious traffic 
diverted elsewhere. Here was the home Ursula and Agatha 
had made for themselves, decorous behind the dormer windows. 
The little house was early astir, blinds were drawn up ; while 
in black shawls, and the caps that they had never learnt to 
keep straight, with willing hearts and chilled fingers, he found 
the twin mothers of his boyhood, busy with their household 
work. 

He had no need to ring, for they saw him as he came up 
the age-worn steps. It was not by any means the first time 
he had come in the early morning. Many a summer day, when 
cricket was claiming too many of his hours, and he feared lest 
they should find him neglectful, he had gone there before 
breakfast, to listen to theu: little troubles and tell of his 
successes or reverses. They were always proud of the 
Paightons having been a 'cricketing family,' telling old 
stories, of which Dennis never showed signs of fatigue, of 
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averages, and anecdotes of other times. They knew every 
club for which Dennis played, every score he made in the 
season's matches. 

This morning he came to them differently; they knew it 
before he spoke, having the mother instinct, all balked and 
attenuated though it might be. What trouble ailed him, or 
could ail him, Dennis, the prosperous, they knew not. Nor 
was it for them to inquire, it was enough he had come there 
for sympathy. They could only show it in their own way, in 
an overwhelming solicitude for his creature comforts. He 
said simply that he had been walking about all night : 

"I thought you wouldn't mind my turning up so early. 
I'm tired, and cold." 

The fire in the dining-room was only just lit. Agatha went 
on her knees to coax it; Ursula summoned the maid, and 
commanded that a hot bath should be instantly prepared. 
Neither of them asked how it came about, though presently 
they had him in the easy chair, his hands to the blaze, listen- 
ing to the crackling of the wood which economical Agatha had 
thrown oniavishly. 

"A nice hot bath. And by the time you are out of it, 
breakfast will be ready and this room thoroughly warm. I 
shouldn't wonder if you had taken a chill." 

And when he had gone upstairs at their bidding there was 
quite a bustle and fuss about his breakfast; he must have 
everything he liked best. The little maid was all alacrity in 
helping them; as is the way sometimes with little maids, 
when it is a liberal gentleman upon whom they have to wait. 

" Don't hurry over your bath, there is a can of cold water 
in the comer," one of them called after him, for they knew 
his ways. 

And then all was hurry and bustle to get hot rolls from 
the baker, a kidney that could be enwrapped in bacon. There 
must be eggs floating in cream, the mulberry preserve they 
made themselves. It was delightful to see the happiness they 
had in making these preparations. It was so little they could 
do, but they were so eager to do it. 
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" He is in trouble," was what their eyes telegraphed to 
each other. While Dennis was in his bath, and breakfast was 
preparing, they made their silent guesses ; they had seen the 
boy when Abe Abinger died, and when their brother's heart- 
breaking resolution had been taken; they knew his silent 
sensitiveness. 

" We must remember it is barely ten days since that poor 
young Mr. Juxton passed away." 

" And they were always such friends." 

" Poor boy ! I wish we could have made scones." 

That strain of the woman in Dennis at which his cricketing 
friends never guessed, was not hidden from these two old maids. 

He came down presently, already refreshed and grateful. 
They found him looking strangely ill and harassed, but asked 
no questions, plying him with food, scarcely tasting their own 
breakfast, so eager were they to watch him do justice to his. 
With his mouth full he said, as he had said so many times 
before, that there was no one who could make coffee as they 
did, that their way of cooking kidneys was a revelation, that 
he could not understand why mulberry preserve had never 
become a national dish. 

They were very proud of his praise, deprecating it neverthe- 
less. 

"My dear boy, as if in your grand house with all those 
servants you could not get a few mulberries preserved." 

" Or an egg dished up in a little cream." 

And then he heard the regrets about the scones. He told 
them about the communal meals and how wearisome they had 
become. It was surprising to learn that Mabel found them as 
monotonous as he did, and enjoyed the aunts' cooking just as 
much. 

" She says that she always praises everything, and that you 
seem satisfied. Poor Mabel ! She would have made such a 
splendid housekeeper, she loves it all so, and the servants 
would do anything for her. But she was so afraid of hurting 
her father's feelings.'*^ 

" It is a dreadful arrangement, I think. What are women 
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to do who have no housework to attend to ? Nothing but ge 
into mischief. Not that Mabel would ever do that. Dear 
Mabel ! But she would so love to have cooked for you." 

It was true, in his heart he knew it was true. And during the 
course of breakfast he heard more about MabePs kindnesses to 
them. If Dennis was the son of this little home, Mabel was 
the daughter, never varying in affectionate attentions; they 
chorused her praises. He liked to hear it, for it seemed to 
make that decision of his more definite and irrevocable. The 
homing instinct that had brought him here was a true one, he 
felt insensibly soothed, agreeing with them about Mabel, telling 
them about her goodness to Fanny, and how her father leaned 
upon her. He liked, too, telling them of these things ; it was 
but justice to her, bare justice. 

When the time came that he must leave them, kissing each 
parchmented and wrinkled cheek, it was Ursula who found the 
right word to say, although it was such a little word. 

" We know you are in trouble ; " Ursula spoke for both ot 
them. ^' My dear boy, it makes us happy you came to us." 

And Agatha added softly, 

"We can only give you sympathy; you know where to 
look for strength ! " 

They would have liked more of his confidence, gentle souls 
that they were. But they were satisfied when he answered, 
quite simply, like the boy that he would always be to them : 

" You are quite right. I am in trouble, but it is a trouble 
that will pass. You have helped me, helped me more than 
you know." 

It was only possible to do right, or to do wrong. There 
were no half-measures. His vows had been made to Mabel, 
and he meant to keep them. 
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FROM that bountiful breakfast in Church Row Dennis 
took the Tube, and went straight to the office. His 
faith in himself was restored. He meant to keep his marriage 
vows; there would be no harm in being Diana's friend, 
protector, everything but her lover. Even in the Tube and 
with his resolution so fixed and irrevocable, he went hot and 
cold at the word, at the mere vision it conjured up. 

Bond Street was hardly awake; there were rugs being 
shaken in the street, a wandering water-cart, shutters idly taken 
down, a sense that nine o'clock in Bond Street meant seven 
o'clock elsewhere. This was the life of the West End, that 
held high revelry late, and was not expected to be up betimes. 
There was little or nothing he could do so early, only a few 
letters and some catalogues to go through. 

He had hardly entered the office, still wondering at the slow 
idleness of the sleepy streets, when he heard the telephone 
ring sharply. At first he thought he must have been mis- 
taken. But it rang and rang again, persistently. There was 
no one but himself to answer it, neither of the men had yet 
put in an appearance, the boy who was taking down the 
shutters was useless for such a purpose. He took up the 
instrument : 

" Are you there ? " came through, " Are you there ? " 

" I'm here, yes. Who are you ? " 

" Has Mr. Passiful come to the office yet ? " 

"Who are you?" 

" I'm Mary. Are you Mr. Passiful, sir ? " 

" Yes. Anything wrong ? " 

"They've been telephoning firom Fitzjohn's Avenue all 
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night. Mrs. Passiful was sent for late last evening, she left a 
note for you, she's just rung up to know if you'd come home." 

"But what's the matter?" 

"It's Mr. Juxton, sir; he's been taken ill, a sort of nervous 
attack. He don't seem able to get out his words rightly." 

He did not wait to hear more, but hung up the machine. 
This was serious news. He had to wait some time before he 
could obtain the Fitzjohn's Hall number. Then it was a 
servant who answered the telephone and told him that 
Mrs. Passiful was with Mr. Juxton at the moment, the doctor 
had been and had gone again. There was to be a con- 
sultation later on. Presently he was told that Mrs. Passiful 
had sent word that if he was coming up to Fitzjohn's Avenue 
she would like him to bring young Mrs. Juxton with him. 
The car was already on its way to Bond Street. Those had 
been Mrs. Passiful's orders as soon as she heard that he was 
at the office, she could not come to the telephone herself. 
In all her trouble, for that her father's illness would be serious 
trouble to Mabel he had no doubt, she had been thoughtful 
of him. 

It was difficult to think of Amos as a sick man ; difficult 
to divorce his mind from what obsessed him, and force it 
into the contemplation of a new set of circumstances. 

When the car arrived he questioned the man, but he had 
come straight from the garage, and knew no more than him- 
self. To fetch Fanny was distasteful, he had not seen her 
since the argument over the racing accounts. She was not in 
Grosvenor Street he knew. It took him a minute or two to 
remember that she was staying with Margaret Lemon, and to 
recall Margaret Lemon's address. Pouf-puffing up Berkeley 
Street, and jumping hastily from the car, he almost ran into 
Cosmo Merritt Cosmo, before he had time to speak, 
explained hurriedly that he had slept at the Bath Club. 
Dennis had no interest in where Cosmo was sleeping, but 
Cosmo had an undoubted curiosity to know what was the 
meaning of Dennis's appearance' at this unearthly hour outside 
Margaret's flat. He was really concerned when he heard of 
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Amos's illness, genuinely concerned. He volunteered to go 
and fetch Fanny and break the news to her. 

Dennis stood beside the car while Cosmo went on his self- 
imposed mission. Berkeley Street was not so backward as 
Bond Street. There were signs of life at many an open 
window, tradesmen's carts were delivering their goods, heavy 
vans blocked the narrow roadway. Beyond, the leafless trees 
in the Lansdowne garden seemed to set his thoughts free. 
Amos's illness showed him again, if he had wanted to be 
shown, that all of his duty stood between him and any . . . 
"complication " was the word he had in his mind, and it was 
a good one. His father-in-law had always trusted him, relied 
upon him completely, as Mabel did. And their reliance was 
justified; he was a strong man, not a weak one. If he 
wavered, and who would not waver under such circumstances 
as his ? in essentials he remained firm. Renunciation. There 
was something in the sound of it that was big. He could not 
contemplate subterfuge, and secret meetings ; it must be all, 
or nothing. " All " meant abandoning Mabel, and that could 
not be thought of. 

How sweet she was ! But he must not remember how 
sweet she was. What would she think of him? Surely 
she would understand. They could still meet sometimes. 
But could he trust himself? That was the problem, a 
problem with which he wrestled whilst he waited for 
Fanny in the early morning confusion of traffic in Berkeley 
Street, and only the leafless trees made thought possible. 
Of course he had to see her again, to-day, as soon as 
possible. He must tell her. That flush came again 
upon him, and before it had faded Fanny and Cosmo had 
appeared, talking very earnestly. He heard Cosmo telling 
Fanny she was to be very careful ; it changed the current of 
his thoughts. The time had gone by when Dennis Passiful 
could do without thinking. 

Fanny was in the most expensive weeds, she had obviously 
also made them as becoming as possible, the coquettish toque 
with the line of white inside and the long fine streamers, the coat 
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of dull satin and black fur, was all of calculated impressiveness. 
A week ago Mabel had feared lest in her remorse Fanny might 
commit suicide ; she had confided her fears to her husband. 
There was nothing suicidal about Fanny this morning. When 
they had said good-bye to Cosmo, and were being driven up to 
Hampstead, Dennis found her uncongenially cheerful, fuU of 
queries as to the nature of Amos's illness, and whether he or 
Mabel had sent for her. She disgusted him by wondering, 
as if inconsequently, whether Amos was really as rich as 
people said. She was bent on conciliating him, full of talk 
about her visit and the * smart ' men she had met at Mrs. 
Lemon's flat. She effectively prevented him from indulging in 
retrospection, he could see nothing but flamboyant weeds. 

When he stopped the car at the foot of Fitzjohn's Avenue 
Fanny complained that in her heavy cloak and long dress she 
really could not walk up ; but he was peremptory that he would 
not risk disturbing the invalid by letting the puffing car go 
up to the house. Then they walked the little distance in 
comparative silence, for Fanny was really embarrassed by her 
rich clothes. 

Mabel, scarcely recovered from her grief and fatigue at 
Ted's bedside, nevertheless met them with cheerfulness. 

" Dr. Lauder says we are not to be alarmed, it is not at all 
serious, only nervous breakdown. Father was frightened about 
himself, he would have you both sent for. Last night he 
couldn't get out the right words, the words he wanted, it 
was that frightened' him. Dr. Lauder said it was only 
^aphasia^^ quite a well-known nervous symptom, not at all 
dangerous; he is ever so much better this morning." She 
kissed Fanny, and helped to unwrap her from her heavy 
cloak. " And oh, Dennis, where were you last night ? I tried 
everywhere to find you." She ran through the names of many 
of his Club friends. " I tried everyone I could think of. I 
never told Mary to go to bed until past one. Father didn't 
want me to leave him. Mary says you didn't come home at 
all, but of course that means she didn't hear you. You must 
have been out again very early ! I rang up at seven." 
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" I breakfasted in Church Row." He was very short in his 
answer, perhaps a trifle confused. Fanny gave a short laugh, 
but Mabel was completely satisfied, completely unsuspicious. 
She asked after the old ladies affectionately, saying it was 
'so like' Dennis to have gone up to them. 

It was Fanny, who, presently, when Mabel had gone 
upstairs to see if her father would receive them, with an 
engaging little maue began to rally him upon his nocturnal 
absence from home. Pretty little Fanny had a coarsish little 
mind. What she implied caused him to flush angrily, and to 
answer her, perhaps, rather rudely. Mabel, running down with 
the news that father was asleep again and not to be disturbed, 
found them at loggerheads. 

"Oh, dear! I do wish you two would not quarrel! At 
such a time as this we ought all to keep together." 

Fanny laughed again. Dennis began a furious sentence, but 
stopped in time. Mabel was right, and what did it matter 
what Fanny said or thought? 
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CHAPTER XXVII 

AMOS slept, or Amos was resting after his sleep, or there 
was a consultation of doctors. His illness lost nothing 
of importance when he sent down word from time to time that 
none of them were to leave the house, that he would see 
Dennis as soon as possible, that it was urgent he should see 
him. Dennis had his own affairs, private affairs, to attend to, 
but how could he urge them ? Mabel said complacently that 
it was fortunate Mr. DoUand was in town. Fanny put in 
mischievously that perhaps it was not Bond Street only from 
which Dennis was being kept. To avoid her ill-timed humour 
or curiosity, he went himself to the post office with a wire. 
After last night, he could not leave Diana without a letter 
or a message. 

Detained in Hampstead. Father-in-law seriously ill. 

In a way he was glad of the opportunity to put off that 
inevitable renunciation, it gave him time, a breathing space. 
He could not guess what would accrue from it. He need 
not, either, have feared that Diana would remain in ignorance 
of Amos Juxton's illness. The newspaper boys were crying 
it in the streets as they sold the early second editions of 
the papers. 

Amos had suggested last night, with what speech was left 
to him, that the Press should be early advised. There was 
panic already at the Kemble Theatre, and all the morning 
cabs were dashing up to the doors of the great house 
in Fitzjohn*s Avenue, with people imploring news, insisting 
on interviews, demanding details. Poor Mabel was almost 
run off her legs. And there was Roddy, too, to com- 

21 



Digitized by 



Google 



322 JOSEPH IN JEOPARDY 

plicate her perplexities. Roddy dashed up to know what 
was going to be done about the Kemble. 

It seemed now that everything was wrong at the theatre. 
Amos's nervous breakdown may have been due to the daily 
and hourly calls there had been upon him for readjustment 
of its affairs. The artistes were at loggerheads, the lighting, 
the bars, the front and back of the house wanted attention ; 
nothing ran smoothly. " Charles Auchester " was not playing 
to empty benches, but it was playing to paper, and sparse 
houses. There was money wanted, a great deal of money 
apparently, to keep it going, to force the public to come 
and see for themselves how venal was the press, how great 
was Mr. Roderick Ainsworth. For that was what it came 
to, as Roddy told it to Mabel this first morning of her 
father's illness. There was hardly anything Roddy had not 
wanted altered, from the composition of the chorus to the 
decomposition of their costumes. In his anxiety for the 
public morals Amos had had all the dresses *too long,' 
so Roddy said. He wanted new posters, and the town pla- 
carded, sandwich-men, songs that had been cut out to be 
replaced. 

Amos apparently had not known how much money a theatre 
could lose until the accounts came before him. Yet according 
to Roddy Ainsworth the piece was being starved. Cosmo, on 
the other hand, had already said that all that was wanted was 
a new tenor 1 Amos had hardly known what to think between 
them, the atmosphere of the theatre was new to him, he 
could not learn it as quickly as he had learned every other 
enterprise with which he had been associated. His intelligence 
was a ledger intelligence, and the personal element with which 
he was confronted made the figures dance before his bewildered 
eyes. Perhaps it was to this confusion he had succumbed. 

"They will have to fight it out amongst them," he said to 
Dr. Lauder querulously, when he heard that both Roddy and 
Cosmo Merritt were downstairs. Dr. Lauder saw no reason 
why they should not, so long as his patient was left in peace. 

Cosmo was in the drawing-room at the very moment Roddy 
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was bewildering Mabel by his queries, and the overwhelming 
array of arguments with which she was to ply her father, 
whether he was, or was not well enough to listen to them. 
The house was practically pandemonium ; there were reporters 
in the hall, delegates from Juxton's Limited, and every other 
industry ; for there seemed as if there was none with which 
Amos was not connected. 

Amos, recovering from his fright about himself, under the 
judicious treatment of Dr. Lauder, heard with satisfaction that 
his " house was being run down." He explained to the nurses, 
to the doctors called in consultation, even to his valet, that 
when a man of his large enterprises was indisposed it was a 
very serious matter, very serious indeed. He was beginning 
to be pompous again. His illness had really been coming on 
for some time ; ever since Ted's death he had found it difficult 
to concentrate his thoughts, or to express them in words. 
It was the failure of words that alarmed him, and made 
him send hurriedly for Mabel and Dr. Lauder and give him- 
self up for lost. That was last night. This morning, with 
the assurance from Lauder that it was purely a nervous 
phenomenon — "aphasia," which was new to him, and sounded 
sufficiently important — not paralysis, nor apoplexy, which he 
had feared, he was resigned to the complete " rest " that was 
ordered him ; he was even already wondering how to get the 
largest amount of indirect advertisement from it. He no 
longer felt uneasy about his condition, but he had no idea of 
allowing it to be made light of. 

When at length Dennis was admitted to the bedroom, Amos, 
his head high on the pillows of the panoplied bed, asked at 
once if Dennis knew that he was very ill; very ill indeed. 
"When he wanted a towel, he had asked for his boots," 
he quavered out. He had many instructions for his son-in- 
law; and once, inadvertently, he called him *Ted'; then 
recalling himself, said forlornly: 

" IVe only you to look to, my boy." 

But it seemed to Dennis that he was making as much as 
possible of his forlornness. 
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Dennis was to interview the Press agents, the men who 
called on business, the troublesome theatre people. Mabel 
could see all personal friends. Presently, when he was more 
composed, Fanny could come up, and entertain him. But 
there was a proviso that she was not to come up in mourning, 
she was to put off her weeds for one day at least. The doctors 
had said that he was suffering from * nervous prostration ' as 
well as aphasia, and nothing must be done that might increase 
it. No one was to tell him anything that might distress him ; 
all bad news was to be kept away. His pomposity really 
increased enormously as the day went on, and he realised what 
was expected of an invalid. 

Dr. Lauder was quite satisfied with him under this aspect, 
and the consultants did as consultants have done from time 
immemorial. They had asked Dr. Lauder if he had anything 
he wished them to say or do, and when he said, " No, nothing 
at all," they talked about the weather and of golf, and having 
signed an enigmatic bulletin which Dr. Lauder and Amos 
prepared, they took their big fees and their departure. But 
not without arranging to meet again to-morrow. 

It was about two-thirty in the afternoon when Dennis had his 
second interview with the invalid. Amos was now sitting up by 
the big bow window that overlooked the garden, in a velvet smok- 
ing-jacket and, for some inexplicable reason, a white waistcoat. 
His feet were stretched out before him on a stool ; his hands 
folded over his undiminished paunch. He looked like the 
figure of the Chinese God of Plenty, more benignant even 
than a Buddha; but his colour was pasty, the thin centre 
parting of his hair thinner than before ; his tongue trembled 
in his mouth when he spoke, and it was true that he frequently 
used the wrong word. 

" I am not done yet : they'll see that when I get about again ; 
it's only a temporary thing." 

He said permanent when he meant temporary, but it is 
unnecessary to reproduce the mistakes he made; he was 
easily comprehensible to his son-in-law, and when he had 
closely interrogated him about every detail he added : 



Digitized by 



Google 



JOSEPH IN JEOPARDY 325 

"I must not be worried about business, or the theatre, or 
anything." 

Dennis promised to do what he could to relieve him, and 
was detained for further instructions. It was past four o'clock 
before he got away finally. 

When at last he made his escape from the sick-room, and 
ultimately from the house, he had a curious illusion. It must 
have been an illusion. Amos had placed the motor at his 
disposal, it was going swiftly, and Dennis's thoughts more swiftly 
still A vision of a face flashed past him, the one face, in 
another motor. He might have been mistaken. Why should 
she be here, in Fitzjohn's Avenue ? It was absurd, impossible. 
Amos had overwhelmed him with commissions, he had to go 
here and there, and he knew that he must concentrate on 
the matters in hand and leave other considerations to the 
future. As he drove on, he did not think it wonderful he 
should have had that illusion of seeing her pass him, his heart 
was so full of her, and what he must say to her about parting. 
It seemed to grow harder, not less hard. He had had so 
little personal life, everything was sordid and commonplace 
but this, and this he must give up. Now it was Amos's 
commissions to which he must attend ; after that he must see 
Dolland. Amos's affairs would prevent him from undertaking 
that journey to Provence ; the tapestries must go ; even if they 
must fall into the hands of Murray Straus. Dennis was very 
sorry for himself as he was driven westward. 

That face he had seen in the swiftly passing motor had been 
no illusion. Amos Juxton was a public character, Diana's 
brother's friend. Why should she not drive up to Hampstead, 
and make a personal inquiry, leave a card, exhibit her sym- 
pathy? Perhaps she had a reservation, or expectation, of 
seeing Dennis. After such an experience as theirs of last 
night, and the dreams that had succeeded it, it was natural 
she should wish to see him soon; their intimacy was so 
established. If she had to blush at the phrases into which 
she put that for which there are no phrases, or none that a 
woman may use even to herself, no one saw her blushes. 
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A pity perhaps, she looked so exquisitely lovely when she 
blushed. 

She had meant to make an inquir][ at the door, to leave a 
card The wild thought that she might see Dennis, or he her, 
was barely formulated. Yet when the footman came back 
with the message that Mr. Juxton was just the same, would 
she please come in, she actually found herself descending 
from the motor. Cosmo, sitting with Fanny in the drawing- 
room, saw her drive up. Cosmo incautiously exclaimed : 

"By God, it's Diana!" 

He was so startled that he forgot to be careful, putting a 
strange weapon into hands cruel to use it 

" I am off, I don't want to meet her. It is that incredible 
brother-in-law of yours supplying the petrol to the car. Extra- 
ordinary ! " 

Cosmo bolted, got out of the French windows into the garden, 
and so from the house. Fanny lost no time in instructing the 
man. He was to ask Lady Diana to come in, to say the family 
were receiving, they preferred to tell the news about Mr. Juxton 
themselves, he was to say anything that would make her 
come in. Fanny was breathless and undignified. Fanny's 
suburbanism survived all her changes of address. It would 
be a great thing for her to receive an earl's daughter. 

When Diana, a little surprised to find herself there, came 
into the room, Fanny was an even greater surprise. 

" How good of you to call ! " Fanny's gentility was again 
at its high-water mark ; her hand was outstretched at the very 
latest fashionable angle. " Do sit down." 

To Lady Diana Wayne, Fanny's type was almost unknown, 
and all her surroundings strange to her. Amos Juxton's 
drawing-room was but a glorified edition of the one he had 
prepared for Mabel. There were more carton pierre 
pillars and pilasters, huge mirrors and modern academic 
oil paintings, the upholstery was more florid, the gilt and 
ormolu more pronounced. Diana could not but glance 
around her ; it was all so extraordinarily unlike the drawing- 
rooms of her friends. Fanny, too, was unusual. The coloured 
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dress that, according to instractions, she had sent for before 
visiting Amos, was of different shades of violet, it had a 
profuse trimming of white beads, a trimming fashionable, even 
ultra-fashionable, so Fanny had been assured, and that it had 
emanated from Paris. Lady Diana, skilled somewhat in the 
art of dress, mentally labelled it as Vienna. It had elbow 
sleeves, and showed Fanny's lean arms and cruel hands. 
When she sat dowij Diana noticed the open-worked brown 
stockings and shoes to match. Diana had sometimes idly 
wondered who it was that read fashion papers and were guided 
by "Answers to Correspondents" in dress columns. She 
thought this must be it. It passed through her mind that 
she would like to know what hat Fanny wore with this 
costume. She surmised a turban, but in that she wronged 
her. Fanny had had three enormous feathers dyed to 
match the three violets in her dress, and wore them 
proudly on a hat that had the dimensions of a cart- 
wheel. She regretted the hat whilst Diana sat before her in 
her dark and clinging draperies, the sable cape graceful on her 
sloping shoulders. She knew she was unlike her visitor, but 
the hat had been infallible. There were white coral beads, 
too, that she might have worn. Fanny began to explain at 
once why she was out of mourning, and that her toilette was 
incomplete. 

" You will be surprised to see me in colours ; of course this 
dress is just put on anyhow " ; and she deprecated it, although 
she was convinced of its style. "My father-in-law cannot 
bear mourning even when he is well. Now that he is so bad 
we all have to humour him." 

"Is he really so ill? I had hoped not; that there was 
some improvement ? Mr. Juxton is, you know perhaps, a great 
friend of my brother's. He has collaborated with him. . ." 
She paused ; it seemed to her she had somehow caught the 
atmosphere of the house, or of Fanny. Why should she 
explain or apologise for her presence here ? 

" Oh, I know Cossy very well, very well indeed ! " 

Fanny smiled enigmatically, and Diana all at once hated 
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herself for having come here. She rose to go, although she 
had only just sat down. But Fanny was quick in ordering tea. 
Fann3r's hospitality on this occasion, and in her father-in-law's 
house, was overwhelming. She determined to improve this 
opportunity of becoming acquainted with Cosmo's sister. 
Lady Diana Wayne's anxiety to get away had no chance 
against Fanny's determination. The battle of their wills was 
over before the kettle had been brought in, and the small table, 
laden with cakes. Perhaps Diana's resistance had not been 
whole-hearted. Dennis's wire had said that he was here, at 
any moment the door might open and he enter. Fanny 
apologised for the absence of her sister-in-law. 
~ " Mrs. Passiful is with her father ? " Diana asked, she hoped 
mdifferently. She did not think she could face Dennis's wife, 
just this afternoon, and talk social commonplaces to her, 
treat her as if she were the wife of any other man. She kept 
her eyes down, if there was embarrassment in them Fanny 
could not see it ; if her face flushed she could hope that too 
was invisible. 

" Oh dear, no ! " Fanny's laugh was new to Diana ; it was 
so unlike the laughter of other women, had no gaiety or 
spontaneity in it, only malice. " Mabel isn't with her father, 
Mabel is closeted with Roddy Ains worth in the library." The 
implication was without disguise. Diana's flush faded to 
pallor, and she was sick with disgust Something of this story 
at which Fanny was hinting she had heard from Cosmo, some 
of it she had surmised. But this brought it so close. Again 
she rose. 

" I really must be going." 

" Oh, no, don't hurry away. The house is so dull, so 
gloomy." 

And Diana wanted to hear more. She hated herself for 
wanting it, and Fanny for being so ready to gratify her, 
but such hatred did not bear her from the room, on the 
contrary it kept her where she was. But Fanny was wary 
with her story, hardly believing that it could be of much 
interest to her visitor, yet already jealous of the possi- 
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bility of Dennis having made such a conquest; jealous and 
incredulous. She sat down between Diana and the door, 
cutting off retreat. Then without a moment's pause she plied 
her visitor with cake and tea and high-toned gossip ; she even 
got in the Club, and something about Miss Jones, although it 
was not to be expected Lady Diana would interest herself " in 
such people." 

Diana was stunned by the avalanche of talk and tea. She 
knew she ought not to have come, she felt weak, and as if escape 
was now impossible. There was always, however, the possibility 
of the door opening, and of Dennis appearing. She answered 
very little; she had really no attention for what Fanny was 
saying. It was not until there came a break in the questions of 
whether she knew this person, or the other — the Club leaven 
of people with whom she might be expected to be acquainted, 
and whose acquaintance with herself Fanny wished at all 
hazards to air — that she found herself listening again. 

" Have you been to our theatre, the Kemble ? I suppose 
you have seen * Charles Auchester ' ? " 

With people of different social standing, question and 
answer are the only means of intercourse. Fanny had not 
grown beyond this elementary method. 

"Were you there on the first night? I suppose you 
noticed how fiat Roddy Ainsworth was. Don't you think it is 
a shame that she forced him on the piece ? " 

Another of Fanny's methods of emerging from obscurity 
was to call all the people she did not know by their first 
names or abbreviations. After the unjustifiable " Roddy," she 
ran through a few of the other performers, always in diminu- 
tives, or nicknames. The " our theatre " and the nicknames, 
would establish, at least, her intimacy with the stage, and even 
that was better than her legitimate obscurity. 

Diana was languid now, with her tea-cup and air of aloof- 
ness, through which the other could not penetrate. But 
she heard the name Roddy Ainsworth, and her wish to be 
elsewhere had no activity. She repeated it, as if inquiringly. 

"Ainsworth, Roderick Ainsworth! The man who played 
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Seraphino ? Yes, I was there on the first night. I thought he 
had rather a fine voice. A friend of your sister-in-law's, you 
say?" 

" Friend ! " Fanny laughed again. " Well, that's one name 
for it ! " 

Diana put down her tea-cup; it is possible her hand was 
not quite steady. She wanted Fanny to continue, although 
she did not wish to make this obvious. And then her courage 
came to her. She felt she had allowed herself to be intimi- 
dated by this ill-bred little woman, to be overwhelmed by her 
and kept against her will. Now she had an access of courage, 
and a resumption of her personality. She looked at Fanny, 
and said indifferently : 

" How very interesting ! More than a fiiend ! How much 
more ? " It was almost a note of intimacy, so Fanny thought 
Certainly it was the first moment in the interview that Cossy's 
sbter had shown any sign of life, of animation, of being 
entertained by what Fanny still thought was rather a pretty 
wit, a social capacity. Now she hinted at the same story with 
which she had entertained Cossy, with smiles and knowing 
glances, with expressive eyebrows, and movement of the 
hands. 

" He really is very good-looking, on the stage as well as off. 
They knew each other very well when they were children. 
When he came back from Australia," she laughed, and her 
back was rounded as she bent forward, " they began to know 
each other better." 

"But she has a husband. I thought there was a Mr. 
Passiful . . ?" 

Diana was really ashamed of herself, but she was longing 
for news of Dennis, even for the sound of his name. She was 
all at sea as to what he was doing, she wanted to hear. 
Fanny shrugged her shoulders. 

" Oh, yes, she has a husband ! Husbands are proverbially 
the last people to know what is going on. Dennis is blind, 
or deaf, although I don't suppose he knows half as much as 
I do." 
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Diana knew she must get away from this horrid little 
woman. 

" How very dreadful ! " 

She rose again and put out her gloved hand, she felt glad it 
was gloved. ^ 

" What dreadful things you are telling me ! I really must 
go now." 

And then, because she really wanted to hear for certain that 
Dennis's wife had no claim upon his consideration, that 
neither his nor her conscience need reproach them, and 
perhaps because it was the usual thing to say, and non- 
committal, she added : 

" You will come and see me one day, won't you ? " She did 
not reckon upon the avidity with which Fanny pounced upon 
the vague invitation. 

Fanny was prompt to turn the general into the particular, 
she had no idea of letting her opportunity slip. It was in her 
best manner, her highest note, that she said, with the pump- 
handle action of her hands : 

" I should like to so much ! When is the best time to find 
you ? Are you ever at home at lunch time ? " 

Diana, taken aback, really off her guard, said : 

"Oh, yes !" 

Fanny waited expectant, she had not even dropped her hand. 
Fanny was a persistent Free Fooder, but this was more than 
free food to her. It was Social Recognition, and from Cosmo's 
sister 1 

" I shall be in the West End to-morrow, will you be at home 
to lunch to-morrow ? " 

Diana was really nonplussed; she could only say that 
to-morrow would suit her very well, only wonder how she 
could endure the woman, how she had endured her for the last 
ten minutes. 

And then, before she quite realised to what she had 
committed herself, Fanny put the coping-stone on her 
methods by asking if Lady Diana was going straight home. 
Diana said "Yes" hurriedly. She thought the inquiry was 
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preliminary to asking her to prolong her visit, to wait and see 
Mabel or Dennis, she did not know her way about in this 
social maze where she found herself. 

" Well, would you mind waiting half a minute ? It wouldn't 
take me longer than that to get into my things. I want to 
go to Grosvenor Street, if you wouldn't mind dropping me. 
Both our cars are out . . ." 

Fanny was breathless, the scheme had only just occurred 
to her. She would be seen driving with Lady Diana Wayne, 
she would be able to say : " When Lady Diana and I . . ." 
In a flash she saw the establishment of her position at the Club. 

She really dressed more quickly than she had ever done 
since her childhood's days, when a ragged pinafore and a 
sunbonnet had sufficed her. She was in all the pomp and 
circumstance of her distinguished weeds when she found 
herself by Lady Diana's side in the motor. 

She sat well upright, hoping exceedingly that some of the 
Juxtons' Hampstead friends would see her. She talked with 
the utmost animation all the time they drove, delighted at the 
thought of her position by Lady Diana's side, excited at the 
prospect of the mischief she was making, wondering how she 
could turn it best to her own advantage. 

" Until to-morrow then," were her last words to Diana when 
the car put her down, not at Grosvenor Street, she had altered 
her mind, but at Margaret's flat. " Until to-morrow." 

Cosmo, however, was there before her. Cosmo was for the 
moment a little depressed about his own prospects. He had 
not been asked upstairs where Amos sat in state using his 
wrong words pompously, and he believed in the exaggerated 
newspaper reports of his condition. He believed Amos had 
had a stroke and might have another. The way Fanny had 
taken certain things for granted since Ted's death had given 
him a permanent cold in his spine. So he told Margaret, 
who had been his confidante for so long. 

"She has a way of saying, *I shall keep at least a year 
for Ted,' that simply paralyses me." 

Matrimony was not in his programme, not in any programme 
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he had devised for himself, but Fanny had the pertinacity of 
the proverbial limpet. 

" I see myself taken by the scruff of the neck and landed ia 
a registry office . ." 

Margaret had cheered him. Still there was no doubt at the 
moment that Cosmo's prospects were very uncertain, and 
complicated by Amos's illness. "The Tale and the Type- 
writer" was ready, but Amos might die, and there was no 
contract nor agreement that would bind his executors. But 
if Amos did die, against Cosmo's interests and with un- 
paralleled selfishness, his fortune must go somewhere, and if 
to Fanny . . . 

" You simply could not do it, Cossy. She might take you 
by the scruff of the neck, as you say, and land you in a registry 
office, but you would never say the responses. I suppose there 
are responses in a registry office ? She won't get that million 
or so of Amos's. I don't suppose he is going to die either. 
The supposition is giving him indirect advertisement. I'm 
sure I recognise his hand in the guarded announcements. If 
she had any amount of millions you couldn't do it. You 
recognise the Borgia in her as well as I do. It scares you, 
it almost scares me. I want to get her out of the flat. That 
poor fellow did not die a natural death. I shouldn't like to 
trust her with Amos's food or medicine bottles, if she knows 
that she benefits from his will. No, Cossy, I am quite 
willing to give you up, or share you. I have never been selfish 
about you, have I ? But Fanny ! cattish, spiteful little Fanny, 
with the Borgia hands, poor Ted's blood upon them . . .*• 
Margaret shuddered. 

And that was the moment Fanny walked in upon them,, 
and was instantly, and strangely enough, for the first time> 
conscious of their intimacy, that she herself was an intruder. 
She was conscious of this, although Margaret was gracious, 
and charming, still the admirable hostess; ahhough Cosma 
got up from the sofa on which he had been sitting with 
Margaret, and moved to relieve her of her wraps. She stood 
looking from one to another, the look poor Ted had known 
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so well obliterating in a moment the good humour that her 
drive, her invitation for the morrow, had brought her. She 
turned yellow, and spoke hurriedly of headache. Margaret 
may have guessed what ailed her ; Cosmo, for once, was more 
obtuse. He asked how long his sister had stayed, and how 
Fanny had been able to get away, whether she had seen Amos, 
and what he had said to her. Fanny answered sullenly, but 
for sullenness he read disappointment. He thought he could 
guess how Diana would have treated Fanny. That his guess 
was so wide of the mark was a secret he might have known 
if she had not come in so unexpectedly, surprising him and 
Margaret Lemon on such terms. All the feeling of which 
Fanny was capable, other than spite and malice and pure evil, 
was concentrated in Cosmo. At the moment she hated all 
the world. 

When, on the plea of headache, she was able to get away 
from the two of them, and escape to her own room, her hatred 
of everybody was at its height. She had only half believed 
the story she had laughed over with Cossy, and told to his 
sister because she thought it would please her. Now she made 
herself believe that it was true. And if it were true, Amos 
ought to hear of it Amos could not bear the shadow of a 
scandal, he was always talking about the purity of the domestic 
hearth. He should hear about Mabel, she would tell him 
herself. He wouldn't leave his money to Mabel if he knew 
the game she was playing with Roddy Ainsworth, who sang 
flat, and was ruining the piece. When she had told Amos 
he would shut the theatre. She thought of that because it 
would punish Cosmo; that was the revenge she would have 
upon Cosmo. Fanny thought she could make her story good. 
If there was really anything between Dennis and Cossy's sister, 
as Cosmo had suggested, and of which Fanny could see 
corroboration, Dennis would be glad to believe the tale so that 
he could get rid of his wife. 

And then Fanny began to think of what further part she 
could take in the brew she was preparing ; and how she could 
make it most beneficial to herself. 
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CHAPTER XXVIII 

EVER since Dennis's determination had been taken, it 
had been weakening. A man doesn't care for his 
body to remind him he has played Joseph. Many times in 
that long day that he spent in attending to his father-in-law's 
affairs, Dennis had had that experience. He had many a 
flushing moment in which he felt that he was being a prig, and 
that he would not have the strength of his convictions. 

Diana, however, was not alone when he rushed into Curzon 
Street for a moment, before going back to the Hall. The time 
she could accord to Dennis was only sufficient for him to tell her 
she was looking lovelier than ever, which happened to be true, 
and to assure and reassure her hurriedly that she was wrong 
in thinking he cared less for her than he had last night, or 
thought less of her, all of which she contrived to ask him in 
that interrupted minute. It would be impossible, impossible 
that he could ever care less for her, because she had been so 
good to him, so sweet 

And as he spoke he thought again he never could care 
less for her, and that to give her up would be to tear his heart 
up by the roots. He felt that strange pain of love. Then he 
was obliged to leave, for she was living in a world of conven- 
tions, just now among guests, and there was no chance of a 
nu-h'tHe. 

" Only until to-morrow," she whispered to him as she bade 
him good-bye. For it seemed now that she counted on seeing 
him daily, that what had occurred last night bound them 
both. To her at least no idea of renunciation had come. On 
the contrary, what Fanny had told her, gave her a fresh 
claim upon him. For since he had so bad a wife, this was 
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her reasoning, it was for her to show him what a woman could be 
to a man for whom she cared. If he could become free, nothing 
should stand between them. She had come to that point ; she 
was really in love with him, or perhaps with his forbearance. 

The next morning she wrote to him, and he replied, as a 
man must reply to a lady's letter, especially to a lady's love 
letter, the more so when he reciprocates her feelings, and has 
been awake half the night, aware of them, and weakening as 
to the necessity of that renunciation that yesterday seemed 
inevitable. He felt himself stronger than he had done then. 
He had made too much of an unguarded moment. And, 
after all, what Mabel did not know could not hurt her. This 
was the form in which his newly found strength presented his 
dilemma during the night. 

In the morning he answered love letter with love letter, and 
his was not the least warm. He would come round to her 
this afternoon. She said that she might have " something to 
tell him." Love's secrets are sweet, perhaps she had dreamed 
of him as he of her ; he would hear in the afternoon. 

At two o'clock that day Fanny went to lunch in (JJurzon Street 
Dennis knew nothing about this event ; Diana had had no time 
to tell him. Cosmo and Lord Haverford arrived shortly after 
Fanny, unexpectedly, but it was not an unusual circumstance 
for them to come in at an hour when Diana was to be 
found at home, and her father absent. Lord Loughborough 
preferred his Club at midday. Diana found Fanny more 
possible in her weeds than she had been in her brown and 
beaded finery ; but she was quite glad when the others came 
in. She knew that Dolly would not complain of her under- 
breeding, and that Cossy was well acquainted with her. 
Cosmo concealed in a way that did him credit his immeasur- 
able amazement at seeing Fanny with his sister. 

The lunch party went oflf better, though more surprisingly, 
than Diana had anticipated. It astonished her, for instance, 
to find that Fanny and Lord Haverford had met before, 
apparently with some frequency; it was Fanny who made this 
apparent. And Dolly, notwithstanding that his cousin Diana 
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held his heart, and he wanted nothing so much as that she 
should be his wife, was certainly not averse from being flirted 
with by a pretty woman. 

Fanny looked pretty to-day, Diana could afford to admit 
it. The black garments with the decorous lawn collar and 
cuffs, the little toque with its long streamers and white hne, 
turned the yellows of her fair skin to a transparent, rather 
charming pallor. She smiled often, showing her pretty teeth. 
She purred at Diana, was delightfully arch with Haverford. 
If she gave Cossy an occasional little tap with her claw, there 
was no blood to be drawn from Cossy, and it served to 
amuse the already exhilarated Haverford. Perhaps he was 
not unwilling that Diana should see that there were women 
who found him attractive. 

Fanny's head was almost turned; to find herself in such 
society was something, but to find herself the centre of it was 
intoxicating. She had no doubt she was the centre of it. 
Lady Diana was very beautiful, but it was to her, to Fanny, 
that Lord Haverford wanted to talk. She did not perceive 
how little choice he had. She aired all those little distinctions 
which marked her off from the common herd ; ate nothing, 
but played with an egg, discarding truffle and cream. Lord 
Loughborough kept an excellent cook, and even an egg in 
Curzon Street was a thing glorified and transfigured. Fanny 
talked about pickles and salted almonds, said she never ate 
anything else if she could help it. Haverford said she ought 
to live on nectar and ambrosia ! Fanny showed her teeth again 
at that, and said she didn't know where to get them. 

"Were you surprised to hear I had called upon your 
friends?" Diana asked Cossy, under cover of the amenities 
the other two were exchanging. 

"No, not exactly surprised," Cosmo answered coolly, first 
emptying his glass deliberately, and then setting it down 
with the observation that the governor had a fine taste in 
port, and no one could complain of the champagne he laid 
down, but this hock was an outrage. Diana would have 
defended the hock, but Cosmo, rather pleased at the opening 
22 
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she had given him, went back to her former question. Of 
course he had been astonished to find Fanny in his sister's 
drawing-room, and more than displeased. Fanny had kept the 
news from him, and for that he would reckon with her later. 

"No, not exactly surprised ! Perhaps a little disappointed. 
I thought you were above that sort of thing. But surprised . . . 
no. You would hardly believe it, but I, too, have been run 
after by women." 

She coloured hotly. 

"What do you mean by that?" But she had little doubt 
of his meaning. 

" You don't really suppose your penchant for the good-looking 
picture-dealer has escaped my fraternal eye? Only I should 
hardly have thought you would be so hot on the scent. Is he 
really so captivating? I know that Hampstead maidens offer 
him adoration, and in cricketing circles they call him *the 
school-girl's dream,* but you ! Get me some claret, Baines, 
and see that it is warmed ; this hock is really undrinkable, it 
accounts for the popularity of whisky and soda. I hope I 
have not annoyed you," he added politely to Diana. "Of 
course he is remarkably handsome, and of impeccable virtue. 
You have found that out, haven't you ? " 

He was annoying her, as he well knew ; and the last phrase 
perhaps stung her most. She met it with a change of colour 
that startled him, set him thinking. And with Cosmo thinking 
was an intelligent process. He went on talking of Dennis, of 
his success with suburban ladies. He quoted to her that some- 
one had said he looked like a gentleman in his shop, and a shop- 
walker out of it ; but she had no doubt as to the author of the 
quotation, and that it was Cosmo's. He talked of his cricket, 
admitting he was no flannelled fool, if something of an oaf. 

She knew he was trying to put Dennis before her in a light 
that belittled him; he could not imagine how far the thing 
had gone between them, or how much farther she was 
prepared, even longing, to carry it. 

It was after luncheon, when the two ladies sat together in 
the drawing-room, for in some respects this was still an old- 
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fashioned house, that Fanny had her opportunity. If Diana 
resented her, resented her presence there at all, and determined 
it should be a unique occasion, she nevertheless listened 
when Fanny led the conversation to Dennis, who, it ap- 
peared, had told her of the Loughborough pictures. This 
was a random shot, but it had reached its mark. 

"Would you care to see the drawings?" She wanted to 
hear all Fanny had to say of the relations of Dennis with his 
wife ; and she knew Fanny would tell her what she wanted to 
hear. Women have a way of understanding each other in 
these matters. But both of them feinted. 

Fanny for the life of her could not have distinguished a 
painting from an oleograph, a drawing from an aquatint, but 
she positively gushed at the suggestion, and said how she 
loved * old things.' Diana drew her attention to Lord Lough- 
borough's latest acquisition, the stippled full length of " Lady 
Farren " that stood temporarily on an easel. 

"How exquisite!" Fanny exclaimed, and was safe, but 
when she risked "I do think these old woodcuts are so 
wonderful!" Diana gasped, and dropped the subject. 
Positively it was she herself who gave the next lead, whilst 
Fanny was cudgelling her little brain for a way to introduce 
the one subject which they were both anxious to discuss. 

"And how is 'Charles Auchester' going? You told me 
you had an interest in it, didn't you, or in the theatre ? " 

" I said my sister-in-law had a great interest in the leading 
actor." 

" Oh yes, that was it ; and how does the affair progress ? Is 
her husband still acquiescent, and she enamoured ? " 

"I don't know about his being still acquiescent He 
certainly takes advantage of his freedom." 

"Freedom?" 

Diana heard of the difficulty of finding him on the night 
when Amos was taken ill. She asked the date carelessly. If 
she flattered herself that she in no way changed countenance, 
she gave Fanny less credit for sharpness of observation than 
she deserved. 
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So that night he had not gone home at all ! She pictured 
him wandering again, as once he had told her he wandered, the 
vision of her, as of the Holy Grail, leading him on, and ever 
on. Her smile was quite unconscious. She had lost the 
thread of Farmy's discourse, visioning him like this. When 
she regained her hold upon it, Fanny was talking of the day she 
had called in Hamilton Terrace and had been refused admit- 
tance. The story gathered detail in the telling. If Diana 
listened to it imcomfortably, she yet listened. It was of 
course not really of moment to her what Dennis PassifuFs wife 
did or left undone. And yet she was glad to hear of Mabel's 
supposed turpitude of conduct Fanny had no scruples, she 
made Mabel out very subtle and secret in her love affairs, and 
appeared quite indignant as to the way Dennis and Amos were 
being taken in. She felt she was making repayment for her 
luncheon by entertaining her hostess with these matters. 

But when the two men came up it seemed that she forgot 
that Lady Diana was her hostess, and the courtesy that was 
due to her. There was an almost immediate resumption of 
somewhat gross badinage — flippancy, punctuated with laughter 
— between her and Lord Haverford. She drew upon her 
intimacy with Diana's brother, and called him Cosmo more 
often than necessary. She almost forgot to be ladylike in the 
exuberance of the success that she felt she was enjoying. 
Dolly's familiar guffaw began to vex Diana. It was not because 
he was her fianc^, but because he was a fool, and her cousin, 
that she resented his present behaviour, knowing nevertheless 
it was partly due to her contempt, and in bravado. 

" Can't you take her away ? " she asked presently of Cosmo. 

" I don't think you deserve that I should," Cosmo answered 
in the same undertone. 

She thought it better now to meet him on his own ground. 

"And I thought I was doing such a nice sisterly thing. I 
always understood you admired her." 

Their eyes met in comprehension, but hers were full of 
vexation. 

" Was it really only Amos Juxton's money bags ?" 
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"The governor will have to get him a knighthood. I've 
never asked him for anything for myself. A knighthood for 
Amos will cost nothing, can be easily managed, I should think. 
There is Sir Moses Maher, and Sir Thomas Frumpton. One 
more ennobled grocer will do the country no harm, make the 
Liberal Government no more ridiculous than they are. * Sir 
Amos Juxton.* I must be able to bear him the news. Will 
you ask my father ? " 

Lord Haverford's laugh rang out again, he was rising to 
Fanny's wiles like a tickled trout 

" Will you take her away ? " 

" Will you ask for the knighthood?" 

"You'll give her up?" 

" Come now, don't play the heavy sister ; do you think I 
am enjoying the exhibition she is making of herself?" 

" But you must have seen her like this before." 

" Not exactly." 

It was true, he knew her well, of course ; she had served his 
purpose, too. But he was intrinsically lazy, and it had been 
easier to drift than to break off relations. Latterly it would 
seem that she had misunderstood him, that she was prepared 
to make difficulties. Nevertheless, and in spite of the fears 
which he had confided to Margaret, he had not the slightest 
doubt that he could deal with Fanny. She really rather nauseated 
him to-day, but the feeling had been coming on for a long time. 

He told her he was going her way, and would see her home. 
She tossed her head and said that there was no doubt some one 
would see her home ! This was " arch " and for Lord Haverford's 
benefit. But half a glance from Diana's eyes had told Dolly 
that he might stay. It was an impulse which prompted Diana 
to show him the ghost of an encouragement, it was a wholly 
unworthy impulse, for she could not condescend to compete 
with a Fanny. She had all her work cut out to rid herself of 
him presently, and thus got her deserts. 

" How on earth did you manage to get my sister to invite 
you to Curzon Street ? " was Cosmo's brutal comment, as he 
found himself in the street with Fanny. He went on to tell her 
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she had been a fool to make such a dead set at Haverford. 
Cosmo was relentless in his present mood. He was really con- 
cerned about his sister and Dennis, suspecting Fanny of having 
intrigued in some way. With all Cosmo's unscrupulousness he 
would never have introduced Fanny into his father's house. 

" Perhaps you would like to know what Dolly said about you 
after you had left the dining-room. He said you * were an enter- 
prising little filly, but a man would have to take care of himself, by 
Jove, he would, if he was to get off cheap.' He said he was glad 
it was me, and not him. He is not very grammatical, you know, 
or perhaps you don't know. He went on to wonder how you'd 
got there, and believed Di would be asking Trottie de Vera 
next ; he said it was wonderful what Di could do if she liked. 
' And she had sat there looking scornful, like a queen, carrying it 
oflf before the servants, by Jove ! ' That Trottie de Vere manner 
of yours is rather misleading, you know. Diana begged me to 
take you away. I can't make out why you ever wanted to go 
there. You must have known you would be a fish out of water." 

It was cruel. Nobody but Cosmo could have done it. 
For Fanny, as they walked away from the house, had been still 
exhilarated and sure of the impression she had made. As 
Cosmo spoke, her rage was like a wild beast within her, and 
one over which there was no control. Little flecks of colour 
came and went in her cheeks, and she let her beast speak, she 
was past reason. 

" You don't know anything about it. She will ask me again 
and again. She is madly in love with Dennis, and wants him 
to divorce his wife. She wants to hear all I can tell her 
about Mabel and Roddy Ainsworth. Nobody but me can 
prove it." 

He was contemptuous. 

" My dear girl, Diana is as serious about Passiful as Haver- 
ford, or I, about you ! It is the family tradition to be to a 
certain extent familiar with the lower orders. Passiful is by 
way of being something of a lady-killer, I believe, and it is 
possible my sister intends giving him a lesson. Nothing else 
is possible. You've made a thorough little fool of yourself 
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this afternoon. Get back to Hampstead. Nurse Amos, play 
with him, amuse him, that's about your best chance. He is 
in a soft mood." 

" If Amos knew what Mabel was about he wouldn't leave 
her all that money." 

" Oh ! that is the idea, is it ? Well, it is worthy of you ! I 
thought the invention was for my sister's benefit. I see now 
you want to turn it to your own. It doesn't make it any 
less amazingly stupid. Don't plot, don't try to play the 
female villain of a penny novelette, you have not the brain for 
intrigue." 

" Dennis will be glad enough of the opportunity of getting 
rid of Mabel. There is such a thing as evidence." 

" False evidence. Yes, I know there is. And prosecution 
for perjury. But it is a silly game for you to try to play. 
You may like pickles, but you will find no flavour in skilly." 

"It isn't false at all. They've been shut up together for 
hours and hours; no one else admitted. I can tell you 
when. I've got the dates, I remember them quite well 
They have had hundreds of opportunities. . ." 

"You make me feel positively sick. What devils you 
women can be to each other. And she is really fond of you, 
IbeHeve!" 

Cosmo was really enraged, or he would hardly have been so 
candid. His annoyance was not perhaps with Fanny alone, 
but with Diana, for exposing herself to such a possibility 
as the one of which Fanny was talking. Cosmo really 
held the family honour dear, which was the most incon- 
sistent thing about him. It was a great bore that Fanny 
was staying with Margaret; he wanted to tell Margaret all 
about it. 

Before they got to the fiat he asked Fanny how long she 
intended staying there. 

"You are rather in Margaret's way, you know. The 
invitation was not indefinite." 

"She can't turn me out." Fanny smiled. That Cosmo 
resented her presence there, perhaps Margaret too, made it 
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exquisitely humorous that she should remain on. She had 
not recovered from the knouting she had had at Cosmo's 
hands, was still smarting, but the wild beast of her past rage 
had been suppressed ; now she could think of reprisal But 
again Cosmo was equal to the occasion. He took her to the 
door of the Berkeley Street flat, giving the last flick with the 
knout on the door-step. 

" She can't turn you out, quite true, she admits that But 
she can go away herself. As a matter of fact we are starting 
for the Riviera on Saturday; she is shutting up the flat'' 

" ^/" Fanny repeated it; the last flick had drawn 
blood, and she showed it plainly. 

" You don't suppose I shall let her go alone, do you ? " He 
raised his hat and was gone, leaving her standing on the door- 
step, with what feelings may be imagined. 
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DIANA had some difficulty in getting rid of Dolly, who 
was first affectionate, and then plaintive, full of the 
way she treated him. But when she suggested that he might 
console himself with Mrs. Juxton he almost wept. 

" But surely you were getting on very well ? " 

"You wouldn't look at me." 

"So you looked at her?" He turned half sulky at her 
raillery. 

" She is a dashed pretty little woman." 

"That is just what I think, and of the chorus girl type. 
It will not be difficult for you to keep up to her conversational 
level." 

" You're laughing at me." 

" Laughing ! I never was farther from it in my life. Tm 
completely serious. I think you would suit each other 
admirably. She has what I believe you men call a * coming 
on ' disposition. Your complaint of me is that I have not." 

"You know, Di," he was almost solemn, the port had 
affected him and he had now a vague sense of injury, " you 
aren't behaving well to me, not at all well. You put me 
off, and put me off. . . ." 

It could not be long now before Dennis came. Diana had 
told him she would be free in the afternoon. 

" I shall put you off altogether one of these days," she said 
lightly. " Particularly if you pay such long visits." She put 
out her hand in farewell. He attempted a caress. She shook 
herself free with something more than impatience. She was 
hardly ready to burn her boats, and yet an embrace from him 
was an outrage to her in her present mood. 
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" Don't do that, you know how I hate it" 

"I believe sometimes you hate me," he said, but as if it 
were impossible. It was another ten minutes before she had 
rid herself of him. 

"I believe you women spend more than half your time 
with your dressmakers," was his parting shot. 

" And how will you enjoy paying for the result ? " was her 
cynical rejoinder. He came back to tell her that there was 
nothing he would not like to give her, and so made her 
remorseful. For although it was proverbial that Dolly was 
a little close, the settlements he had proposed were more than 
liberal. Custom made him less obnoxious to her than he was 
to most people. She could even afford to be sorry for him, 
whilst she waited for her lover, contrasting them in her mind. 

Nothing Cosmo said had moved her. Neither the Gallery 
in Bond Street nor the cricket-field made Dennis Passiful 
anything but what she knew him. When he was not with her 
she counted the hours till their next meeting. To-day she had 
so much to tell him. Perhaps he did not know. As Cosmo 
said, husbands never know. Perhaps she would tell him. 
She had no definite intention ; but she liked to think of him 
as free, and there for her acceptance. 

He came in, not less attractive than she saw him in 
his absence, but more, and moving her always. He was not 
her lover, but she was in love with him. As for him, he was 
still seeking the middle course, to give her up, and yet to 
retain her. His manhood leapt to her, but there was some- 
thing more than his manhood at stake. They met this after- 
noon as if he had never determined to give her up, never used 
that big word " renunciation," never remembered his duty to 
his wife, his parole dHhonneur. They kissed and kissed again. 
All that he was conscious of momentarily was his desire 
for her hands and yielding lips, the slender form and 
nestling warmth of her, the murmur in his ear, and cooing 
voice with its broken words. If a man be thirsty, water 
or wine to his hand, he must fain drink. He drank, and then 
again, of her lips. And he had to tell her that she was in 
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his heart of hearts, for once, for always, that he would never 
forget what she had given, or offered, he was hers for ever and 
at all times to command. There was a bond between them, 
even if their lives must be lived separate. 

When he had drunk of her lips, he moved away, to the 
mantelpiece. 

They had so much in common, were such good companions. 
It was her mind he loved, so alert, and ready to meet his ; 
her soul, so transparent through the radiant hazel of her eyes ; 
her child heart, generous in giving and forgiving; her im- 
pulsiveness. He knew he could trust himself to take no 
advantage of these things ; knew it all the time he was doubt- 
ing it. Surely the spirit in him was stronger than the flesh ; 
all his life's teaching could not have gone for nothing. He 
said something now, a little incoherently, about " playing the 
game." The phrase and his attitude made a shiver of doubt 
run through her. He was so different from all the men she had 
ever known ; the gallant soldiers who had sought her favours. 
After he had got out that phrase he had been shocked at it 
himself, growing red and ashamed. It seemed to him all at once 
he had misunderstood everything ; it was no trial of his strength 
that was coming. She could not care for him like that, it was not 
the way of women . . his thoughts were incoherent as his words. 

" Playing the game ! What do you mean by playing the 
game?" she asked him. She made room again for him 
beside her on the sofa, as she had done the first night they 
had been here together. The thin lobe of her ear was prettier 
than anything he had ever seen, and it lay so near his lips. 

" Is that * playing the game ' ? " she asked, and smiled into 
his eyes. He forgot for the next few minutes what it had 
meant. Then it was time for them to talk. She nestled to 
him, it was wonderful she should do that. 

" You really do care for me ? " 

"Rather!" and she was sufficiently besotted with him at 
the moment to find the word eloquent. 

" You will come and see me every day ? " 

"When I can." 



Digitized by 



Google 



348 JOSEPH IN JEOPARDY 

" Whether you can or not." 

It was lovely pf her to want him. 

"You know I am so awfully busy just now," he said 
awkwardly. After all there were certain things he must tell 
her. " My father-in-law depends upon me, and he has had 
a bad breakdown. Then there is my wife ; there is Mabel 
It is not as if I were a free man . . " 

She played with the lapel of his coat, no one had ever done 
that to him before. It was difficult to keep his blood from 
rising, and the position clear. 

"You ^aw/^ be free." 

"Not a chance. I am bound, gagged, imprisoned." Margaret 
Lemon's words recurred, he was almost bitter. 

" But would you be free if you could ? " 

" What do you think ? " It was natural that his arm should 
be round her. 

"Then you would have wanted to marry me?" 

" Wouldn't I ? " The arm tightened. 

" Let us talk about it" She settied against him luxuriously. 

They talked about it, playing the *if' game. ^If^ he 
were free what would he say to her? He was not slow in 
saying it 

" And if I said * Yes,' what would you do ? " 

She repulsed him gently when he would have shown her, and 
declared that what she meant was what would he have said to her 
father ? And then, more seriously, she spoke of what their future 
would have been. Family opposition to encounter, but no 
failure of courage on her part. She drew a picture, or a sketch, 
of their life together. Then they were at love's dalliance 
again. 

" Oh Diana ! " and " Darling ! " and " If it could only be ! " 
were things he said or sighed more than once. 

That she would have taken him for her husband, wanted 
him for her husband, was wonderful. She could have been 
of use to him, she said. Politics was the only career for a 
rich man, and the moment had come when there was im- 
perative call for a man to save the country, show where it 
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was drifting, redeem it from the sordid Socialism for which 
the tactics of her father's party were responsible. 

He was not without ambition, and she inspired it ; hot blood, 
and she fired it. She was so lovely, vibrant, and so near him ! 
On her lips the impossible became possible. Something 
might happen; they could wait. No two people had ever 
cared for each other like this. He did not stop to think what 
could happen, what must happen before such a thing could 
come to pass. What a marriage theirs would have been, a 
marriage of hearts and intellects. Such marriages take place 
now and again, surely, strengthening the whole foundations of 
the institution. If he had only been free .... 

Then, quite gently, but without doubt that she was justified, 
she began to talk to him about Mabel. She had not even as 
yet made up her mind what she should do when the natural 
consequence of her telling came about. It would, after all, 
be marrying out of her class. Her own world would be 
horrified. What Cosmo and her father would say she could 
not even contemplate. Notwithstanding what she had said 
to her father, she knew the advantages of the Haverford 
marriage. She had by no means made up her mind, but she 
wished to know his. 

" You could he free ; you could, of course, divorce your wife." 

At first he was astonished, not believing his ears, incredulous 
that he had heard aright, thinking at first she meant that 
Mabel could divorce him. But she made it clear ; she went on : 

" It was Cosmo who first told me about it." 

" Cosmo ! What could he have told you ? You must have 
misunderstood him. Mabel ! " and when he spoke his wife's 
name he got up from the sofa. " You must have misunder- 
stood him," he said again, agitatedly. 

"But no. He said you knew nothing about it, that 
husbands never know." She repeated something Fanny had 
told her. 

There was a flush upon his forehead, and every thought of 
Diana and her loveliness left his mind. Model — that Mabel's 
name should be used in this way, her reputation threatened ! 
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The heat in his blood was diflferent now, and more generous. 
He was overwhelmed with sudden anger, or shame. That he 
should have to defend his wife to Diana ! Shame, or stammer- 
ing rage, overwhelmed him. Mabel's sheer goodness, the blame- 
lessness of her unselfish days ! It was he who had brought 
this upon her ; he was ashamed. 

When he could command his voice he began to tell Diana 
something of what Mabel was. He did not want to speak of 
her here and now, but he had to make Diana understand. He 
was exasperated when he found he could not easily or quickly 
make her understand. She either would not, or could not, see 
that such a charge was incredible, impossible. She repeated 
what Cosmo had said, that "husbands never knew," she 
brought forth some of Fanny's evidence, not as if Fanny 
had given it to her, but as if she had heard it from 
various and outside sources, as if it were well known, 
incontrovertible. 

" She made her father take a theatre for him, put on his 

play." 

"But I assure you . . ." his voice failed, for he had no 
words strong enough to use. The blood was beating in his 
ears, and confusing his head, not his faith nor his judgment, but 
his capacity of expressing them. 

When Diana saw that he was really overwhelmed by 
what she had told him, completely ignorant, and unwilling to 
believe, she felt a chill of premonition, she felt as if her own 
supremacy with him was in jeopardy. 

" You will not believe anything against your wife," she said 
passionately. "You think she is so much better than I am. 
SAe would never have a lover." She broke down, the tears 
in her eyes and voice brought his reluctant feet back to her. 

" It is not that at all. I wish I could make you know how I 
think of you. But you must understand how impossible this 
story is about my wife ; I must make you understand." " My 
wi/e/" — he said the words again and was conscious of the 
tenderness in his heart : " My wife is the most loyal, gentle, 
faithful . ." He could not go on. 
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" You care for her more than you do for me." 

He was quick in contradiction, but amazingly and suddenly 
uncertain of the nature of his own feelings. He could 
not hear Mabel maligned, he found it unbearable. Before 
he recognised his change of mood Diana's lovely face was 
turned swiftly towards him, her radiant eyes soft and humid. 

"That is not true . . I know it is not true. But I cannot 
bear to hear you defend her. We won't talk of it any more. 
We will talk again about ourselves, about what we would have 
done if it could have been true. You like talking of that, 
don't you? Let us play, let us pretend. Where should we 
have gone for our honeymoon ? " 

She put forth all her powers, and they were not few. The 
appeal of her love, the appeal of her beauty and femininity, were 
brought to bear. She would sit through all love's feast with 
him, a feast of which he hardly knew more than the name. He 
knew this, she made him know it. But the very folly and mad- 
ness of it, and her abandonment, caught him, and for a moment 
he went mad too, and his convictions, conscience, early teaching 
were shifting sand before the waves she spent upon him. 

It was true that love was everything, the institution of 
marriage nothing. And then she murmured again of what 
marriage between them would mean; such a marriage as 
had never been known; they would be lovers, and com- 
panions. She said here a word, and there a word, that 
inflamed him, said them in his ear as she leant against him. 
She had been a wife, knew men, and how to arouse them. 
His defence of his wife, and some coldness she had perhaps 
always felt in him, made her reckless. She wanted to be his 
wife, to "lie upon his heart." This was among the things 
she said. It was when he was aflame, outside himself, and 
beyond reason, she asked him again : 

" Would you be free if you could ? " And at that moment 
he thought that freedom was his greatest need. 

"You know I would." 

She panted against him, her lips on his ear, and her scented 
hair against his cheek ; he felt the quiver of her. 
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" You could, you could." 

She whispered to him that it was only because she had known 
that his wife had a lover, that he was morally, if no other way, 
free, that she had been as she had with him. He felt her whole 
soul in this avowal, but he felt too the warmth that surged 
through her as she made it He did not know how he could 
persuade her that she had been deceived. Then he heard her 
story of how people had been refused admission in Hamilton 
Terrace, how his wife and the actor had sat hour after hour in the 
studio, no one allowed to break in upon them. He listened, but 
in listening, revolted. Only in his mind. His body, weaken- 
ing, was conscious of a wish that it were true, a vague rootless 
wish. He wanted to be free from his parole d^honneur, if 
only to-day, for this one afternoon. She went on; another 
story or two of Fanny's came back to her, and she repeated 
them. They would bear different interpretations, Dennis 
said. He begged her to discontinue the subject, put it 
away from her. He had to defend Mabel, but was agitated 
over it, for it was against himself he was defending her, and 
it was of this defence he was full as the spell of Diana's 
nearness deepened. It seemed so difficult to convey Mabel 
to Diana without disparaging her. Mabel was not the woman 

for amorous dalliance he had not known how he 

should say this. So he held Diana close to him, and said 
nothing. 

"Because you don't believe that what I have told you is 
true, it does not mean that it is false. And even if, if it isn't 
all true, it is true enough for the law . ." 

" Oh ! Hush ! Hush ! I can't bear this. . ." 

"Can't bear me against you?" She cooed it, and in an 
instant his answer was hot on her lips. 

"What does it matter how true it is?" she went on, when he 
allowed her to speak, for by now she was banning to be 
dissatisfied with his lack of response. "There is corrobora- 
tion, quite enough to free you." 

" But Mabel is the best woman in the world, the most loyal, 
faithful, unselfish . ." 
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That was in his mind, but he could not say it. He was 
ashamed that he could not say it. 

" If one of us must be sacrificed, is it to be me ? " 

This was after another interlude in which he forgot Mabel, 
himself, everything, except that he had never before held a 
beautiful woman in hfs arms, and heard her pleading to him. 
There were even tears in her voice when she pleaded. She 
loved him then, she loved him, it was impossible to let her go. 

"You will act as if you believe it true?" she asked him 
again. " We can be everything, everything to each other, when 
you are free." She was bewildering and beautifully ashamed 
of what more she would give him when he was free, hiding 
her face against him. He could not bear to see her pride so 
abased, promising her in a breath, all, everything she asked ; 
he would live only for her. 

After all Roddy might care for Mabel, Mabel might be willing 
. . . but the wild thought had passed almost before it had come. 

It was when they were both cooler, when it was really time 
for him to go, that he was conscious how she had understood, 
or misunderstood him. She asked him when he would be 
seeing his lawyer, and it was as a douche of cold water. She 
said that she was sure there was enough evidence against 
Mabel to convince a jury 1 

He was not out of the house before MabeFs image had 
displaced her own. Whatever were his feelings for Diana, 
and they had left him momentarily without a guard, they 
could not make him think this a possible way to gain her. 
Mabel needed no defence, yet at the very moment when, torn 
with desire, and new to its strength, he had become aware 
that she was being attacked, it was borne in upon him over- 
whelmingly how secure she was in the stronghold of his heart 

And at the end of the interview, when Diana had said that 
he should anyway act as if he believed the story were true, the 
spell of his enthralment was broken. He hardly realised it yet, 
for a man is slow to realise that his first passion is not his last, 
and that it can be scotched so easily. But he knew that he 
would defend his wife. 
23 
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AND if he had been unsure before, Mabel herself would 
that night have convinced him. 

He had steadied down before he got home, it was a purely 
physical emotion that had shaken him, and the hold weakened 
as he walked. His conscience had reproached him before 
this, but he had not before felt degraded by what he was 
doing. Before this afternoon Diana had been a goddess, 
an inspiration, something higher than himself, to which he 
aspired, and lay earthbound from its attainment No mani- 
festation of her love for him would have altered this attitude. 
That it was altered was due to another cause. He believed he 
had convinced her that Mabel was incapable of the conduct 
attributed to her; he had no difficulty now in tracing the 
whole story to Fanny. He remembered the scene in the 
library, the words she had spoken. 

But having, as he thought, convinced Diana of its imtruth, 
she had still persisted that he should act as if he believed it ! 
It was not possible for Dennis Passiful to love a woman whom 
he could no longer respect^ nor to become enmeshed in a 
passion that had not love to enrich it. Diana's hold had 
weakened, weakened irrevocably, although as yet he hardly 
knew it himself, and had still to suffer. Emotion, that nervous 
and excitable horse, could never now leap th^ barrier of his 
conscience; already it had bucked, and nearly thrown him. 
Now it was broken-winded. 

She had talked of evidence, evidence^ against Mabel, whom 
he had sworn to cherbh and protect, whom he knew to be 
nnocency itself. Diana had said : *' Someone must be sacri- 
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ficed.** But why should it be Mabel ? He knew quite well 
that this thing asked of him he could never do. 

First he would have to settle with Fanny, shut her venomous 
mouth. If necessary, he must appeal to Amos. 

It was unfortunate that he should have sought Fanny so 
soon after that castigation she had received at Cosmo*s hands, 
but he knew he would have been unable to sleep that night 
if he had made no effort on MabePs behalf, or let the lying 
story have another hour's unchecked growth. 

Fanny, fresh from Cosmo's announcement that he was 
leaving for the Riviera with Margaret Lemon, had been un- 
able to restrain herself from challenging Margaret. And the 
stormy interview, stormy on Fanny's side, but very cool and 
amused on that of Margaret, had ended in Fanny's packing 
up, and removing to an adjacent hotel. There Dennis found 
her, barely an hour after her departure from the flat But 
even that hour had been fruitful of mischief. It was strange 
that it was not against Margaret her anger was directed. Nor 
quite against Cosmo. Her vanity was so colossal, the thick- 
ness of her moral skin so great, that she could not really 
believe Cosmo meant to break away from her completely. 
She was most bitter about Mabel, of whom everybody spoke 
so well, who would inherit Amos's millions, who was thought 
such a saint by Dennis and Cosmo and everybody, although 
she spent hours alone with a man, a man of whom she was 
admittedly fond. Fanny thought she still had Amos's ear, 
and that she would be able to influence him. She intended 
to show Cosmo her power. If Amos knew what the world 
wa« saying about Mabel and the leading tenor, he would shut 
the theatre. The scandal might spread to Cosmo's sister. 
It was all in her hands, in Fanny's hands ; she would show 
Cosmo what she could do if he drove her to it. 

She had not even gone up to see her room, but had directed 
that the trunks should be taken up, whilst she went into the 
library and dashed off" her letter. Fanny's handwriting was 
large, straggling, and unformed, an uneducated writing, but 
good enough for mischief. 
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"Dear Lady Diana, 

I've made up my mind that Mr. Juxton ought 
to know about his daughter, and I'm going to tell 
him. Then D. will have to take action. You know 
I'm your friend in this matter. Something ought to 
be done to stop the scandal He was with her, as 
you know, all yesterday afternoon — it can't go on. 
I'm staying here a few days. If you care to come 
round and see me, I could tell you more. I shall 
be alone all this evening." 

The letter had gone before Dennis came to the hotel, to 
which he had been directed from the flat When Fanny 
heard that he had come and was waiting in the drawing-room 
to see her, her heart bounded, she felt this was the firstfruits 
of her letter. They knew that they could not do without her. 
She would tell Dennis she had not really made up her mind 
whether or not she would enlighten Amos, and furnish him 
with the necessary proofs. She would keep Dennis in 
suspense ; he was not going to get his freedom easily, he would 
have to beg her for her evidence, abase himself. The 
prospect of Dennis abasing himself attracted her immensely. 
He had given himself superior airs. She would " show him." 

What she had expected to show him will never be known ; if 
it was herself, her real self it would have been an ugly sight 
But the whole interview went so differently from what she 
expected, and if she had illusion after it of Dennis's opinion 
of her she must indeed have been hard to convince. 

"You have been telling lies about my wife," he began. 
Fanny was startled into answering : 

" I don't know what you are talking about." 

"Yes, you do, thoroughly. I am not going to waste time 
upon you. I am going straight up to Amos, but I thought I 
would give you warning." 

"Up to Amos!" That took the wind out of her sails, 
made her lean forward, a little breathlessly. " But he's ill" 

" He is well enough to hear what I have to say. I have 
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been quiet about you too long ; he still thinks you are every- 
thing you ought to be. I intend to open his eyes." 

" I don't care what you tell him, he'll believe me before you." 

" Will he ? We shall soon find that out. I should like to 
know why you have attacked Mabel. I should have thought 
the commonest gratitude would have kept you honest and 
loyal to her, anyway. But there is neither honesty nor loyalty 
in you, and so I intend to show you up. How dare you lie 
about my wife ? " 

Dennis was still excited, his feelings conflicting. But Amos 
was the head of the family, and Amos must be told of the 
story that was going about. He had felt it right to see Fanny 
first; to hear her defence, if she had a defence. Fanny's 
defence now was to insist on the truth of her allegations, to 
bring chapter and verse to prove them ! It was only when she 
brought in the name of Lady Diana that he refused to listen 
any longer. Amos should decide between them, he said. 
He turned on his heel and left her alone in the dull drawing- 
room of the little hotel. For himself he never wanted to 
see her face again, nor did he intend that Mabel should. It 
had brought nothing but evil amongst them. He hardly 
trusted himself to say what he thought. But he did say that 
Ted's neglected illness had never been explained. Then he 
went away, he meant to see Amos before he saw Mabel. 

He had forgotten Amos might be inaccessible, surrounded 
as he was by the pomp and circumstance of illness, by nurses 
and the authority of doctors. Fanny had not forgotten. On 
the telephone, long before Dennis could get up to Hampstcad, 
and indeed his resolution cooled on the way, Fanny had asked 
to speak to the nurse, had warned her Mr. Passiful was on his 
way to the house with disquieting news, had shown a hypo- 
critical but intense anxiety lest the invalid should be disturbed. 
Fanny received complete reassurance that as far as that 
evening was concerned she need not fear that any plans she 
had made would be forestalled. She heard that Amos had 
already gone to bed, " been settled up for the night," was the 
nurse's phrase. The nurse said that Dr. Lauder's very last 
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words were that Mr. Juxton was not to be troubled about 
business, or anything, he was to take a complete rest His 
speech had been very incoherent again this evening, there had 
been so many callers. Dr. Lauder wished him to see no one 
but the doctors and nurses for a few days. 

Fanny hung up the telephone with a sigh of relief. With 
a little care she did not doubt that she would be able to tell 
her story before Dennis could tell his. She had always been 
able to twist Amos round the little yellow finger of her cruel 
hand, and in his weak state she did not doubt that she would 
be able to convince him. 

She spent all that evening expecting Lady Diana, but spent 
it fruitlessly. Diana, thinking her letter an impertinence, had 
torn it up, and consigned it to the flames. The matter was now 
in Dennis's hands, and she had little doubt as to the result 

Dennis, because his anger was somewhat cooled, was not 
sorry to learn at Fitzjohn's Hall that Amos was unable to see 
him that night, and might be unable to see him for some days. 
As he thought it over, and there is a long time for thinking 
things over between Dover Street and Fitzjohn's Avenue, it 
seemed a pity to disturb Amos ; at least just yet, when he 
was already in a nervous and excitable state. He believed 
Fanny was the sole originator of the story, and that he had 
frightened Fanny sufficiently for her to stop repeating it No, 
what he had to do, and without delay, was to contradict the 
impression he had left on Diana's mind, the impression that 
he had yielded to what she asked him. Even now he could 
hardly believe she had asked it of him. 

His own house was in darkness when he got there. Mabel 
had come home and had gone to bed, having been up all the 
night before. Amos was sufficiently exacting. Dennis had 
the time before him in which to write his letter to Diana. It 
must be a letter, he could not trust himself to another inter- 
view ; not knowing, yet, that the spell was broken. He dined 
alone, phrases joined themselves, dissolved again, as he smoked 
after dinner. He put it ofif as long as possible, smoking one 
pipe after another, but at last he could put it off no longer. 
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and he rose and went into the library, banging the door behind 
him, in a way a man has when his mind is perturbed, and he 
hates the task before him. 

There was no fire in the library, and it was very cold. The 
ink in the pot had stagnated, and the pen broke in his hands. 

" Dear, it can never be. . , . " 

That was a rotten beginning, and was thrown into the 
waste-paper basket. 

"All your sweetness, your goodness to me 
cannot prevent my saying that only a blackguard 
could do such a thing as you suggest. . ." 

This was no better, it was worse, it put all the blame upon 
her. It followed the other to the waste-paper basket. Then 
there came a moment for reflection ; Diana's smiling face rose 
before him, again he felt the soft cling of her lips, as a bee to 
a flower, and it set him aflame again. Now he bent to his 
task more resolutely. 

" I don't know what you'll think of me. That 
story you heard is a cruel lie, and one I've got to 
fight. I couldn't range myself against my wife, I'm 
on her side, for all time. Forgive me, I don't know 
what came over me this afternoon. Yes, I do, and 
I'm horribly ashamed of it. I want to say good-bye 
in this letter ; it seems awful after all your goodness 
to me. You'll think me a prig . ." 

He tore that up too. Perhaps he was a prig, and a fool ! 
That "other fellow's" view presented itself as, albeit unwit- 
tingly, the scent and softness of her came back. Mabel had 
been fond of Roddy, she had admitted as much. Roddy had 
not returned her afiection, he had gone to Australia. But 
who was to say that, when he came back, and with Amos's 
money to tempt him, any amount of opportunities, his own 
absence, and indifference, who was to say . . ? 

" Is that you, Dennis ? " The interruption startled him ; 
be dropped the empty pen. 
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" Oh dear, Fm afraid I startled you ! I heard the door 
go. ." 

He did not answer. She could not understand why he 
was looking at her like this, but she felt there was something 
strange about him, and that the atmosphere was tense. She 
faltered out : 

" Why are you looking at me so strangely ? " 

Dennis had left Diiuia in all the lace and softness of her 
clinging gown, gossamer and revealing. A strand of her hair 
had come unbound, been scented and sweet against his lips 
where still throbbed the pressure of hers. Mabel was in her 
plain blue flannel dressing-gown, it half concealed and half 
revealed a cambric nightgown; her feet were in slippers. 
Mabel's hair was brown and luxuriant, hanging now in two 
thick plaits. Her eyes were blue and tired, but she looked 
younger than her years. A man might easily have taken 
advantage ... he knew, none better, what beasts men were. 

Quite abruptly, without preliminary or any explanation, 
without rising, he said : 

"Do you and Roddy Ainsworth kiss each other? I 
suppose he makes love to you. You are alone together for 
hours. ..." 

Mabel flushed painfully. Dully he saw that even the 
slender uncovered throat was sufiused; it was as if he had 
struck her. And, but still dully, he was ashamed and sorry for 
what he was saying, and knew that he would be sorrier. She 
did not speak, in truth she could not, so startled was she and 
overwhelmed ; and he repeated more roughly, almost brutally, 
because she moved his tenderness, and he did not want to be 
moved by her : 

"Why don't you answer? Don't try and get out of it." 

" I don't know what has come over you," she stammered out. 

" That is all very well, but it is not me we are talking about, 
it's you. Does he kiss you ? I've heard something . ." 

She was bewildered and hurt, hurt almost beyond speech. 
Never had he spoken to her like this, never in all their 
married life, that married life that had been without quarrel, 
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almost without a difference of opinion. It was difficult to 
answer him in a moment when he spoke to her like this. 
Something of dignity came to her; she turned, without a 
word, to go out of the room. He was on his feet in a 
moment, and put himself between her and the door. 

" I want to know all about it ; I insist upon being told." 

"Are you quite yourself, Dennis?" Her tone was very 
quiet, the dignity still about her, but the colour had not 
ebbed from her face and neck. 

" I'm damned if I know . ." his voice was harsh. 

He had seen there were tears in her eyes. He was not sure, 
not sure about anything ; his anger tailed off suddenly. He 
only knew that he was acting like a fool and a brute, and that 
Mabel was as incapable of evil as she was of guile. 

But those few words and the tone of them, his admission 
that he was not sure of himself, changed the situation between 
them in an instant. 

"I knew you were not feeling well. I knew it when I 
came in, and you looked at me so strangely." Now she was 
all tremulous solicitude. " It is all my fault, it was so careless 
of me not to remember to tell Mary to keep the fire up. This 
room is cold, there ought to have been a fire in it. Do come 
upstairs. Let me get you a little whisky and water, hot with 
sugar in it I have often mixed it for father, it won't take a 
minute to boil a kettle. Oh, Dennis, what a fright you gave 
me! I thought you were angry with me about something. 
I couldn't think what you meant." 

She took it for granted now that he was only feeling ill. 
She would have gone away to get together the things that she 
thought he needed, but that he was still between her and the 
door. 

This was Mabel, whose good faith he was supposed to 
doubt, whose honour he was asked to attack ! If his speech 
was still rough and unaccustomed, there was no longer 
anything in it to hurt her. 

"I'm sorry I spoke so roughly. I don't want anything, 
I'm not ill." Now he moved away. "Go up to bed, and 
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leave me to myself, there's a good girl. I*m not ill, only 
wonried. I oughtn't to have spoken to you like that, my 
nerves tricked me. I didn't know I had any nerves, but I've 
been so short of exercise these last few days . ." 

" I was sure it was that, but do let me stay, I'm sure I can 
help. Ill light the fire, I know where to ifind the wood and- 
paper. Oh dear, what a lot of letters you seem to have been 
writing!" 

Her eyes, in search of material for the fire, had fallen upon 
the filled waste-paper basket, the writing-table littered with 
half-filled sheets of paper. 

"I've got an important letter to write, a letter I must 
get oflf to-night Don't bother about the fire, I shan't be very 
long now." 

" But ought you to sit in the cold, to work so late ? " 

Her solicitude made him flush with shame, a slow and sullen 
flush. The letter had got to be written, there could be no 
sleep for him until it was done. 

It is possible some vague glimmer of the truth came to 
her, she may have seen the superscription on an envelope, 
known that it was to a woman to whom her husband was 
writing. Certainly that dull red came into her cheeks again ; 
he saw it, but almost before he had time to wonder at its 
genesis, she had turned and left him, closing the door gently 
behind her. 

" Don't be long, then," were the words she left behind her, 
she was still thinking that the room was cold for him. 

Dennis dashed off" his note feverishly when she had gone. 
After all, there was no use trying to put it delicately, it had got 
to be said. 

" Dear Lady Diana, 

I feel a brute for telling you that I can't see you 
any more. I can't trust myself, that's the truth. 
And it's not playing the game to my wife, or any of 
my people, or to you, if it comes to that. I'm not 
free, not free in any sense of the word. Mabel, my 
wife, is as good as gold, she doesn't deserve I should 
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deceive her. And as for the other thing that we spoke 
of, it isn't to be spoken of, a stupid dastardly lie. 
You possibly heard it from or through Mrs. Ted 
Juxton, it could only come from a woman without 
any decency of feeling. Mabel has been a good and 
true friend of hers. But this is not what you want 
to hear from me, only it is late, and I can't stop to 
write this all over again. I want to go on and t^U 
you what I think about you, how adorable and 
beautiful you are, how good you have been to me. 
Some other fellow .... but I can't think of you 
and any other fellow. If I wrote half I'm thinking, 
and feeling, you wouldn't believe I'm going to give 
you up. I know I've got an awful time before me. 
I don't know how I'm going to get through. Let 
me do something for you now and again. It's the 
one ray of comfort I've got to help myself with, that 
perhaps I have been of a little use to you . ." 

It was difficult to express that he wanted her still to look 
upon him as her banker. 

"Don't let anyone ever bother you. You've 
been so awfully good to me, shown me a whole new 
world, I can't even trust myself to go on writing." 

He felt himself weakening as he wrote; and ended up 
abruptly : 

" I shan't ever forget you, be sure of that. God 
bless you. Good-bye, I could never say it, it's difficult 
enough to write. Good-bye, good-bye, good-bye ! " 

He affixed his name hurriedly, thrusting what he had written 
into the envelope without reading it over. He was going out 
himself to post it. He would trust nothing to chance. She 
would get it by the first post in the morning. Then she would 
understand. As for himself, he had got to get through his 

days. 

* * ♦ ♦ 

Mabel, from her own front bedroom, watched him go out with 
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the letter in his hand. She had naturally the best bedroom 
in the house, large and bow-windowed. A fire burned 
luxuriously on the hearth, and on the hig double bed were 
heaped down pillows and eider-down. This had been the 
room to which they had come after their honeymoon in Bourne- 
mouth, their wedding chamber. She began to tremble when 
she remembered it It was two years now since he had shared 
it with her. There had been no quarrel between them, there 
had never been a quarrel between theoL Only she had had 
neuralgia, and feared an open window, Dennis didn't care for 
an eider-down. Such little things had led them to see the 
advantage of separate sleeping-rooms. How strange he had 
been to her to-night, unkind, and the letter he was writing 
had been to a woman. Men had so many temptations. 
The red flushed into her cheeks again, she found herself 
suddenly hot all over, and trembling. He had never said 
an unkind word to her before to-night. He had not meant 
them, he said it was only his nerves. Now her conscience, it 
was quite as sensitive as his, began to speak. Had she been 
a good wife to him, a good wife, such as he deserved, such 
as he ought to have ? There was her neuralgia. . 

Mabel had been five years a wife, but about her still, and 
would be always, was somethmg maidenly, reluctant When 
she asked herself if she had made Dennis a good wife she felt 
very hot, and suddenly distressed. She was delicately-minded 
... the heat, the flush, came again, although she was in the 
solitude of her own room. 

They had been a long time separated. Men were . . . men 
were so different from women. Ought she to ... to say 
anything to him ? He may have felt something missing in his 
married life ... . might have ... the flush was painful, 
and burnt her. He may have needed her . . he was so 
considerate . . 

When her thoughts had taken her so far as this, her feet, too, 
had moved, had carried her to the locked door of her room. 
He had asked her about Roddy. Had some retrospective 
jealousy assailed, or stung him? Then it was in all he 
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confusion of mind, and desperate shrinking, that something of 
joy suffused her. She had never doubted that Dennis cared 
for her, but sometimes, lately, she had thought he had been 
reserved, irritable. The poor thing had so little to guide her, 
knew so little of her husband, of men and their needs. Her 
ignorance flooded her. But, if it was that . . she must go to him. 
It was as difficult for her to go from her room to his, with 
the thought she had in her mind, as it would have been five 
years ago. To believe it one must enter more into her heart, 
know more of their lives together than these pages have perhaps 
shown. 

♦ * * ♦ 

Dennis had come in from posting his letter. That page in 
his life was turned down, closed, finished. He still mistrusted 
himself. Already he was arguing that Diana could not have 
known the impossibility of Fanny's story being true, or she 
would not have asked him to act upon it. She was too good, 
altogether too good. But when he thought of her goodness, it 
was of her surrender he was thinking, and how wonderful it 
was when a woman surrendered herself to a man, how grateful 
he should be . . 

He had come in from posting his letter, and had started 
undressing, a little savagely, untidily perhaps, throwing his 
things here and there. He opened the door to fling out his 
boots. Mabel was at the door ; Mabel ! her hand on the 
latch. 

"I thought I heard you come up." She seemed half 
ashamed of being caught there, confused and hesitating. 

" Do you want anything? Come in." 

" I ... I wanted to speak to you." 

He could see that her colour was coming and going, she 
seemed extraordinarily nervous. He could not imagine what 
she wanted to say to him, he had actually forgotten what had 
occurred between them downstairs, he only knew he had been 
irritable with her. In his socks, without a collar, for he had 
got that far in his undressing, he was really a fine upstanding 
man. Mabel did not notice the width of his shoulders, set of 
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his head, lean grace of his movements. Diana would have 
known of it, or Fanny. But Mabel only knew there was 
something she must say to him, and that she did not wish to 
say it He made her come in and sit down, he saw that from 
some cause or another, it may have been the cold, she vrais 
shaking, and her manner timorous. He asked her if there 
was anything the matter. 

She began quite abruptly : 

" I wanted to tell you — I thought I . . I . . we . ." What 
she got out was not exactly what she had come to tell him, 
but it was dreadfully difficult to speak at all 

"You asked me about Roddy and . . . and kissing me." 
It was painful to see the flush on her thin cheeks, and 
how it even suffused her eyes. "Roddy kissed me on my 
birthday, the day I was twenty-one ; he brought me a bunch of 
violets, too, they were Neapolitan ones, so sweet I suppose 
that was the b^inning of it, of all my foolishness." 

It pained her to say this, to repeat upon how little she had 
built her romance. 

" I thought you knew ; I told you that evening in the cab, 
don't you remember ? He kissed me once again, on the day 
he went to Australia ; he said I had helped him a great deal. 
That is what you wanted to know, what you asked me down- 
stairs. You are not angry with me now, are you ? " 

She stopped short, and now she heard the beatmg of her own 
gentle heart 

"I couldn't give a thought to anyone else after we were 
married. You couldn't think that I would, could you, after . . 
after everything ? Perhaps it is that . . . ." She was uncertain 
how to say to him that which she had come to say ; it was 
such a dreadful thing to utter, or suggest " I do hope you 
are not still feeling ill," she finished lamely, looking away from 
him. 

" Fm beastly sorry I spoke, don't think any more about it, 
t wasn't anything." 

Her embarrassment seemed to spread to him. 

" But, oh, if you really minded ! " 
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"Not a bit. As you say, I knew all about it. Poor old 
girl ! But Ted's death has knocked me about, and your father's 
illness . . I'm not myself to-night. I don't know what came 
over me, you mustn't think any more about it." He had 
stopped in his undressing, now he sat down upon the bed, and 
tried to get to ordinary topics. He asked what had happened 
at Fitzjohn's Avenue after he left, how Amos had been all day, 
what Lauder said. He wanted chiefly to get rid of that feeling 
of embarrassment, he did not know the cause of it, he was not 
used to being embarrassed with Mabel. 

She followed his lead gladly, and told him all the day's news. 
It was only when he began to yavm, and say he supposed 
he'd best be going to bed now, that she gathered her courage 
together again ; he was struck by the wave of colour that he 
saw on her forehead, and reddening cheeks. 

"If you would like . . . don't you think it would be 
better . ." Literally she could hardly speak. 

" My room is so much larger than yours ; perhaps if you are 
not well . . ." 

He understood, to his credit be it said that he understood 
at once. And was moved, moved out of all proportion to 
what she had said. Now he understood her colour, her con- 
fusion, the trembling of her limbs. He was absolutely silent, 
he could not answer, but he was inexpressibly touched. 

All at once he felt himself to be a 'bounder,' a * rotter.' 
He had been sitting on the bed, now he stretched himself full 
length upon it, his face, ashamed, was turned toward the wall. 
He lay there a moment, the silence unbroken. 

" I only thought . . ." 

"Don't, dear, don't." He had an immense longing to 
unburden himself, to tell her how it had been with him ; but 
greater still was his desire that she should never know or 
guess. Then there followed an hysterical inclination to laugh 
— " there stood the champagne, but he tasted it not " — and the 
need of Diana's quick comprehension to laugh with him. But 
more poignant than all, a comprehension of what it meant to 
Mabel to say so much, and the certainty that he must help 
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her. He got up from the bed, presently, went over to her, 
kissed her. He even said : 

" Poor Mabel ! dear old girl ! " and pat his arm about her. 

He could not take what she offered him, not to-night But 
he said a word or two that made the tears come, happy tears ; 
he really understood what this had cost her; he took her in 
his arms to kiss her, saying: "AU right, old girl," and "I 
understand," " Bravo," and other foolish inconsequent phrases. 
" Another day. I'm so awfully out of sorts . ." 

It was not until he was alone, reviewing the incident, still 
uncomfortable over it and ashamed, that he began to know 
there was finer stuff m the way Mabel had come to him than 
in all the wonderful surrender Diana had offered. 

It was then, too, but very dimly and as it were from a long 
way off, he began to see, or to suspect, that Margaret Lemon 
had been wrong in her statement that marriage was imprison- 
ment It zcftfj imprisonment . . . for malefactors. For others, 
himself for instance, it might well be freedom . . the way out! 

Once he had begun to think this way, the upshot was not in 
doubt, although it might be some time in coming. Dennis 
Passiful could never love a woman who failed to keep his 
respect, although that which was weak in him, and from the 
temptation of which he had always prayed to be delivered, 
still knew that she was lovely and desirable. 

But the way Mabel had come to him was so different It 
was his release she had brought him, although as yet it was 
obscured to him. 
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CHAPTER XXXI 

LADY DIANA did not accept Dennis's letter as final, 
which was perhaps not strange. As a matter of fact 
it stimulated her to fresh effort when her first anger had 
evaporated. For of course she was angry, very angry. In 
that first rush of it she remembered she had condescended, 
that Dennis was not her equal, that had he been he would 
never have written such a letter. Men did not do such things 
in her world. 

She did not reply to it for three days, during which Dennis's 
spirits rose mercurially ; his conscience lightened, and he felt 
that he had not done anything so very wrong after all. Fanny, 
too, apparently, was in a better mind as regards Amos, that 
potentate remaining in ignorance of the storm that threatened 
his family while he took the immense and practical care of 
himself that his position demanded. 

And Fanny was occupied ; there was no hurry about making 
mischief between Amos and his daughter. What was urgent 
was to get Cosmo back, to prevent him from going abroad 
with Margaret Lemon. 

Lady Diana had never even answered her letter, Diana 
had a trick of not answering letters at the moment. Fanny 
thought she did not deserve helping. Fanny hated her and 
everybody, concerning herself in nothing but in getting Cosmo 
back. 

Cosmo, quite aware that he had been harsh, and more 
content now he had not to encounter Fanny in Margaret's flat, 
responded somewhat to the flag of peace that was being waved 
to him. He visited Fanny in her hotel ; he postponed the 
journey to the Riviera. It was a waiting time with all of them. 
24 
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Cosmo meant to have his play produced at the Kemble. The 
trump card he held was the knighthood, his father had 
promised to use his influence. Amos would not throw over 
the man who brought him the first intelligence, who would 
hold out to him the hope that this honour was only an earnest 
of what was to follow. Cosmo would have no scruples in 
hinting at a baronetcy. 

The first incident that disturbed the comparative peace into 
which they had fallen was Diana's belated reply to Dennis's 
letter. He found it waiting for him when he came to Bond 
Street, on the fourth day after he had written it. It was very 
short, and said she ** could give him ten minutes if he looked 
in that afternoon." That was all it said. It ignored his 
letter, it was as if, with her at least, everything was as it had 
been between them before he wrote. He was puzzled and 
agitated by it, and found it difficult to answer. 

Before he had made up his mind what to say in answer, 
the telephone rang ; and it was her own voice in his ear. 

"Is that you? Don't come this afternoon, come this 
evening. I shan't be able to get rid of Dolly until too late. 
Are you all right ? " 

Dennis was taken by surprise, had no answer ready; she 
understood that he would come. 

It was fully an hour before he had made up his mind what 
to do. To write again that he dared not trust himself was 
preposterous. He temporised with a short note saying he 
had promised "to take his wife to the theatre that evening, 
and could not disappoint her." 

Mabel was delighted to come down to him, when he 
telephoned her later. She would bring his suit bag, they 
could dine in the West End, it was quite a jaunt. Then she 
wavered, and said something about it being so soon after Ted's 
death. He said " Macbeth " was the play he had in his mind, 
and of course the deepest mourning permitted Shakespeare. 

Mabel and Dennis were getting closer in these days, he 
seemed to understand her better than he had done, and to 
find something strangely satisfying in the knowledge. She 
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made no demands upon him, yet depended on his kindness. 
He had asked her not to see Fanny, not to go out and about 
with Fanny, nor to press him for an explanation. She pleaded 
Fanny's loneliness, but yielded almost without argument. 
Fortunately her obedience had not been put to the test. 
Fanny, as we know, was occupied. 

Diana, who had been angry before, was furious now. At 
first she took comfort at the thought that he could not trust 
himself to an interview; and upon an interview she deter- 
mined. There were more letters ; upbraiding : yet these were 
easy to answer ; plaintive, these were, however, more difficult. 
There was an interview. But it took a different tone from what 
either of them had foreseen, or intended. She had meant to 
allure him, and it was against that he had steeled himself. 
But, instead, she attacked Mabel, to whom she said she was 
being sacrificed. He could not bear the attack on Mabel, 
something was different in their relations, and his tenderness 
for her had increased. 

Diana was very beautiful; she had dressed for him this 
afternoon, and everything about her heightened it. But when 
she spoke of Mabel he hardly saw her beauty. It was then he 
first became definitely aware that her hold on his imagination 
was loosened. Mabel was there before her, with the appeal 
of her confidence in him, his knowledge that although she 
was his wife, it was she who gave more than Diana offered, 
more for her, he meant; a delicate distinction, but he had 
become aware of it. To be faithful to Mabel was all the 
teaching, and now it had suddenly become all the desire, of 
his manhood. 

A psychologist might have said that Dennis was a man of 
feeling, but not a man of passion. He had it in him now to 
wish he had never met Diana ; resenting what she had aroused 
in him. He was, after all, satisfied with his married life, and 
began to think his choice of Mabel had been deliberate. He 
found something curiously analogous in their temperaments. 
What might be called her prudery had become a greater 
attraction than Diana's fire, would prove a greater permanent 
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attraction, he knew. He was not built for an ardent lover, a 
hero of romance. 

Nevertheless, and although he was so strong in his intention 
never again to be b^;uiled, Diana had the power to make him 
acutely uncomfortable. She found the way to do it, and 
exercised her knowledge. There was that question of her 
swollen banking accoimt, she knew aU about it now. She said 
that he had placed her under an obligation only to humiliate 
her ! She said she " would never know a happy moment until 
she had repaid him." And of course he knew there was only 
one way in which she could accomplish it Of course " if he 
had ever cared for her " 

He had to protest that he had really cared for her, that he 
did, and to plead his duty to his wife. But she laughed at 
that scornfully. Why had he not thought of it before ? He 
would not be trying to force her to marry Haverford, for that was 
what it came to . . She could not remain in his debt, there 
was no other way . . It was then he discovered that she was 
really not half as sensitive as Mabel, nor had she so delicate 
a mind. When a man's passion for a woman has cooled, it 
is wonderful how clear her faults become to him. 

It was a wretched business altogether, her letters, telephone 
messages, the abasement of her pride, and her attacks 
upon him. He was growing exasperated and reckless with it, 
when Providence, that has a way sometimes of playing on the 
right side, intervened to put an end to it. He was sick of 
heart, entangled with conflicting emotions, many things 
weighed upon him. When she reproached him, he knew 
she had cause. When he said he was protecting MabeFs 
happiness, he knew he was thinking something of his own. 

He was horribly out of condition, this sort of thing was 
bound to put him out of condition. He had an athlete's way 
of looking at things, not heroic, perhaps, but natural. Neither 
Sandow's exerciser nor the weighing-chair reassured him. 
When he walked to Lord's this eventful morning on which 
Providence intervened, he was concerned about himself; the 
work he had done with the exerciser was ridiculous, and he 
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had lost almost a pound since the beginning of the month. 
He wished he had kept clear of women ! There must be a 
way out of the imbroglio in which he found himself, but he 
was hanged if he could find it. She bombarded him with 
letters ; he could not be brutal to her. That question of the 
obligations under which he had laid her was really at the root 
of the trouble, he couldn't persuade her to let it slide. Seeing 
that it was the most valuable move she had made, she would 
not let his attention wander from it. He was really awfully 
sorry for her, and anxious to do the right thing. 

At Lord's this morning he played his sett of tennis with the 
well-known professional whose stammering scoring contradicted 
his unswerving returns and brilliant service. He played him 
even, and only just managed to get home, after stretching him- 
self to his utmost capacity. Then came the bath, and the 
momentary feeling of a new cleanliness, mental and physical, 
a sense that he was master of his fate, although he was not yet 
quite so certain of what that fate might be. He knew plenty 
of fellows who had ruined their lives for, or with, a woman. It 
was nearly as fatal as drink in the cricketing world. He was 
already wondering what was going to happen to him next 
season. As he dressed, although he felt so much better, and 
more like himself, he was all at sea as to the future, even the 
immediate future. He must see Diana some time to-day, 
for she insisted upon giving him an I.O.U. It was infernally 
awkward, distressing ; he didn't want the thing. 

It was then that Providence intervened on his behalf in 
the shape of the Honourable John Tweed, who had heard 
that Dennis Passiful was in the dressing-room, just as he was 
writing a telegram to him. Dennis had word that Mr. Tweed 
wanted to see him, at once, urgently. Everyone knows the 
Honourable John Tweed, once Captain of England, now on 
the Selection Committee of Lord's, or, as some dissatisfied 
pressmen, who were also cricketers, put it, he was the 
Selection Committee, autocratic and dominant. 

Dennis, when he had finished dressing and gulped down a 
soda and milk, obeyed the summons. He liked the Honour- 
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able John, and the Honourable John liked him. It was force 
of circumstances, and not the dominant member of the Selec- 
tion Committee, that had kept Dennis out of The Gentlemen 
and Players the last two years. That a mistake had been made 
was evident when he made a 137, not out, for his county in 
the very last match of the year, and thus securea its honourable 
third place. This was the occasion when he had strained 
that ligament Tweed had been very nice about it 

The Honourable John was waiting for him downstairs in 
that long, historic, many-windowed chamber, decorated with 
pictures dating from the first era of cricket, when the men 
played in top hats and peg-top trousers. Dennis had no 
eyes for the pictures, and no time, if he had had the eyes. For 
the Honourable John was the picture of elderly distress, with 
a sheaf of letters and telegrams in his hands. It was with 
the uttermost lugubriousness he said to Dennis, as if the end 
of the world were in sight, and the darkness was already 
descending upon him : 

" Small has thrown us over." These were the exact words, 
but, "The mountain is in eruption, nothing can save the 
country," was what the expression of his face seemed to 
convey. Dennis's face fell too. 

"No ! Chucked it? Good Heavens ! What excuse does 
he give ? Who will you get ? What is to be done ? " 

" God knows ! It's the eleventh hour. Something about his 
wife ; I can't bother to read his letter. He wired yesterday, and 
I wired back ; we've been doing nothing but wire. Now here 
is his letter : " he held it out " You see, it's absolutely final ! " 

One regrets to chronicle that the Honourable John Tweed 
indulged in some very strong language, about women in 
general, and Small's wife in particular, about Small, and the 
baseness of his conduct. The whole tour was in jeopardy. 
The M.C.C. team that was going to S. Africa would be with- 
out a captain, without that showy head of affairs that had 
been practically promised to the S. African millionaire who 
had guaranteed the expenses, arranged the series of matches, 
backed his opinion that his adopted country would hold its 
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own against a first-class side. And everyone knows now that 
the S. African millionaire was right. The M.C.C. could not 
afford to send a second class man in Small's place. 

"IVe wired Lamer and Lamb," he said gloomily, "but 
theyVe both declined. Besides; well, you know what 
happened last time!" It was not etiquette to do more 
than remember that the eminent bowler who had tried to 
bring the mythical ashes from Australia had developed an 
over-active thirst. "There is no choice, my dear fellow, no 
choice at all. You must go." 

" I ! " Dennis gasped. 

There had, of course, in his early days, been talk of his 
going to Australia, and he would have liked the experience. 
But business stood in his way. The Honourable John knew, 
everybody knew, that Dennis Passiful had a business that 
robbed cricket of his unhampered services, that made it 
obligatory he should only be called upon when necessary. 
He had more than once had serious thoughts of giving 
up first class cricket altogether; each season was to have 
been his last. The suggestion that he should gp out to 
S. Africa in Small's place, captain the team, set him gasping, 
took away his breath. But it was very flattering, extraordinarily 
flattering. It was two years since he had been asked to play 
for the Gentlemen ; there were always young men coming on, 
Oxford and Cambridge blues. There was ever a tinge of bitter- 
ness when he remembered that he had never played in a 
'Varsity match. 

" Impossible ! There's Allgood, Hawkins, Lamb . . " 

" Neither of them could keep the team together. We want 
a popular man, a man they know. You will have to go ; there's 
no choice. Good God! What's business?" He knew 
Dennis was going to plead business. " A nation of blasted 
shopkeepers, that's what we are. But you're a sportsman, 
Passiful, you can't leave us in this hole ..." He was actually 
entreating him. 

Dennis began to hesitate even whilst asserting that the 
thing was impossible. What a way out ! What a breathing- 
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time for him ! It was a great compliment that was being 
paid him, eren if it were being paid in this lugubrious way. 
He knew that, and also that it was the Honourable John's 
way. Neither Allgood nor Hawkins would do, he knew that 
as well as Tweed Lamer had refused, but no cricketer in the 
world could find fault with being placed second to Lamer. 
It was tme that Lamb was not the man for the job. He 
knew the list by heart of the men who were going. More 
than one of them might object to go under Lamb's leadership. 
They would not mind going under his ; his heart beat high, 
he knew that he was popular in this world that he loved, 
where his best days had been passed. 

It struck him suddenly that Amos had been ordered a sea 
voyage. Why should not that sea voyage be to S. Africa? 
It would simplify matters extraordinarily. Mabel could 
come too. Why not? He remembered Wamer had taken 
both wife and family to Australia. He was all at once tremen- 
dously taken with the idea, and excited. He thought of his 
condition ; but had no doubt he would get back his muscle on 
board. As far as business was concerned, he could afiford to 
take a holiday. Dolland was all right, Christie's were closed 
two months out of the three or four he would be away. He 
might miss something, but he would be back in plenty of 
time for the season. 

All this was tumultuous in his mind whilst the one-time 
Captain of England implored and persuaded, and finally 
began to bully him into accepting. It would be "such a 
damned sporting thing to do." It would be " such a damned 
unsporting thing not to do " and so on. 

Dennis, already sure that he would go, begged for twenty- 
four hours in which to decide. The Honourable John was 
all over smiles then, patting him on the back, and 
telling him that he was the very man for the job. Dennis 
stipulated for his twenty-four hours ; but can hardly be said to 
have had fair play with them. Someone, and it is difficult to 
absolve the Honourable John, must have taken that suspended 
decision for granted, because, as with Amos's illness, it was 



Digitized by 



Google 



JOSEPH IN JEOPARDY 377 

in the papers before it had been announced. Dennis, almost 
before he had broken the news to Mr. DoUand, certainly before 
he had time to talk it over with Mabel or his father-in-law, 
read in an early edition of the Evening News : " Passiful 
to Captain the Team for S, Africa, Satisfactory Selection^^ 
The editorial comment was really gratifying. Telegrams 
began to pour in upon him before he had left the office. 

Immediately he left Lord's he had telephoned Mabel that 
he had been asked to go to S. Africa, in Small's place. And 
Mabel, realising it was a compliment that had been paid to 
him, and never thinking of herself in the matter, or whether 
she was going to be left behind, exclaimed : 

" How nice ! I am so glad. Yes, I'll tell father, he's ever 
so much better. Go with you ! Oh dear ! I never thought 
of that. I should like it so much. Father too 1 Oh dear, 
wouldn't it be delightful! I'll ask him. Next week! Isn't 
that very soon? Do you want me to do anything about 
your clothes?" 

He could leave the consideration of those for the present 
There was so much to do. He hardly knew what to turn to 
first. It was all so hurried. There had been so many delays 
the men, who were to have started earlier, had been detained 
by one cause or another until now. Now the passages were 
taken, the dates fixed up, and the inside of a week must see 
them off. The very first thing, of course, was to ascertain 
what berths were still vacant on the " Minotaur." If Ainos 
was to go, there must be a state cabin ; even then Amos was 
not the man to be hurried. 

There was a state cabin to be had, and the other berths for 
which he inquired. But at the office of the great steamship 
company he was informed that he must make up his mind at 
once, there were so many inquiries, a waiting list. All the pass- 
ages had been booked, but only an hour ago Sir Auld Fleet- 
wood, for whom the best had been reserved, had cancelled the 
booking. Dennis hurriedly engaged them, risking Amos's refusal. 

Early in the afternoon Mabel telephoned again. She had 
seen her father, and Dr. Lauder. Both of them had been 
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pleased with the idea, and Dr. Lauder had sent his congratu- 
lations to Dennis. Father had not perhaps understood about 
it until then. But Dr. Lauder had told him it was a feather 
in Dennis's cap. Father wanted more time, but she thought 
perhaps that could be got over. Couldn't Dennis manage to 
see him this afternoon, or early in the evening, and explain ? 
Dennis saw no difficulty in that. Before this second tele- 
phoning, Mabel had not thoroughly understood she was 
certainly to be of the party and her pleasure in the news 
was unbounded. She had made a quick tentative plan for 
taking Ursula and Agatha to Bournemouth. She thought 
that would have relieved Dennis's mind. But he wanted 
her with him, and it was almost overwhelming to her just 
now that Dennis wanted her to be with him. She said 
hurriedly that of course she could look after her father, 
guard them both from any eccentricities of what she had 
heard was "such a treacherous climate," see about flarmel 
under-garments, quinine. Dennis felt her gladness through 
the telephone, it touched him, and strengthened her claim. 

With all this telephoning and telegraphing in progress, and 
the news in the evening papers, it did not seem possible that 
Lady Diana should remain in ignorance of what was tran- 
spiring. It had not struck Dennis that she neither read the 
"Evening News," nor the "Cricketing Intelligence" in any 
paper. He had seen Amos and persuaded him, done a 
hundred necessary things; it was already Wednesday, and 
they sailed on Saturday, before she became aware of it. 

It was Cosmo who told her then, Cosmo, who saw all his 
own plans thwarted, and his income seriously curtailed : 

"But it's impossible, impossible," she told him, with 
heightened colour, when he asked her, at luncheon, if she 
knew that Dennis Passiful was ofif to S. Africa at the end of 
the week, bearing with him his invaluable father-in-law. 

"It may be impossible, but it is nevertheless true. The 
notices went up a week ago. The Kemble shuts on Saturday, 
and with it my hopes of making a great playwright of Amos 
Juxton — Sk Amos Juxton — for at the very moment it is of 
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least value to me, like all my father's gifts, I hear I may rely 
upon my patron, whom I patronise by the way, receiving his 
decoration. Decoration, damn him ! " Cosmo was almost 
natural. "He goes away without a thought of what a loss it 
will be to me." 

But it was not Amos's departure that drove the colour from 
Diana's cheeks. She had had short hurried notes from 
Dennis, he had said he was overwhelmed with work ; she " would 
understand." She had not understood, she had thought he 
was evading the question of that I.O.U. she was pressing 
upon him. She was still expecting his surrender, and now 
he was running away ! That was how she put it to herself 
he was running away ! 

Dolly came in, later in the day, quite full of it. He said he 
should go and see them off, he talked of Harrow, and " Willow 
the King," half-maddening Diana, who knew nothing about 
international cricket, and thought, perhaps not entirely without 
justification, the whole thing was a ruse of Dennis's to escape 
from the dilemma in which he found himself. 

The note she dashed off to him after Dolly had gone 
humming that preposterous song, was only one line : 

" Is it true you are going to S. Africa ? " 

He thought it incredible that she had not heard it until 
then, and told her so. He had no choice, he said in his reply ; 
which was perhaps begging the question, the question between 
him and her. " Small threw them over at the last moment. 
Larner refused. AUgood and Hawkins were impossible." 
Practically this was all his letter. He added that he was 
overwhelmed with work. One or another of the team had 
still to be seen ; colours required attention. 

It was true that he hardly knew which way to turn. Mr. 
DoUand was quite able to attend to the affairs of the Gallery, 
but was indefatigable in asking for instructions. Amos really 
wanted help, and keeping up to the programme. Dennis, 
somewhat remorseful, perhaps, added a postscript to his letter. 
" It is only for three or four months. I shall be back in the 
early spring." 
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That last line was the crowning insult. Did he really think 
she was going to wait three months for his return, break her 
heart about him, perhaps, and then hear that he had decided 
to uphold his wife ? She was in a white tumult of revulsion 
against him. She never wanted to see him again, nor to hear 
his name. This was what came of 'encouraging the lower 
orders.' One could imagine to what a pass she had come 
when she said this, even when she said it to herself and there 
was no one present to be hurt by it. 

Dolly, Lord Haverford, could not believe his ears when she 
told him, with that languid indifference that he was used to 
from her, that if he were really so keen about marriage, he 
could announce the date of their wedding. He did not know 
what had come over her, but suspected she had heard that he 
had visited Fanny at her hotel He was also bidden to put 
the announcement in the papers at once, Friday or Saturday 
at latest, or she might change her mind again. She had no 
explanation to offer, but said that it was not at all certain that 
she would not change her mind if it were not in the papers by 
Saturday. 

Cosmo, on Saturday morning, when he read at the break- 
fast-table in his " Morning Post " that " A marriage had been 
arranged and would take place shortly, etc.," smiled at her, 
and said : 

"They'll get the morning papers before they sail." 

But he was sorry he said it. For Diana was not in good 
looks this morning and something about her made him feel 
annoyed that Adolphus Haberton Wrensham, Lord Haverford, 
was what he was. 

"There is one thing, when you are married you need not 
see much of him," he said consolingly, if inconsequently. 
" He is rickety too. If ever you enjoy a new widowhood, 
it will be a well-provided one." She got up and left him. 
Cosmo was altogether too sharp-sighted; she did not want 
that note of sympathy in his voice. 

If she had really thought that Dennis Passiful would read 
the announcement of her forthcoming marriage before he 



Digitized by 



Google 



JOSEPH IN JEOPARDY 381 

sailed, read it, and be distressed, she was in ignorance as to 
the meaning of such an enterprise as the one before him. 

He had not had a moment to call his own since the de- 
cision was taken, and the last morning was the worst of alL 
He could never have got through it without Mabel, who 
charged herself with her father, and carried out her charge 
loyally. She had found time to arrange that the sisters should 
go to Bournemouth, although she was unable to accompany 
them. They were so used to her by this time, she was so 
much a daughter, or a sweet younger sister, to them, that 
they had no scruples in availing themselves of her kindness. 
She had taken a small house for them, in the pine-woods. 
They would go. Ursula had a little cough, her usual winter 
cough, Agatha had a threatening of rheumatism. They per- 
suaded each other, and she persuaded them both. But first 
they must see her off, behold Dennis on his triumphant way, 
bid them God speed, take a last kiss. 

The programme seemed easy. It was not until the Miss 
Paightons arrived at Waterloo, that they saw to carry it out 
was not only difficult, but practically impossible. For it 
seemed that all the world was going to S. Africa by the 
"Minotaur." They had perhaps been prepared for waggon 
loads, truck loads, porters laden with luggage. They were 
stout hearted old ladies, and could press and dodge their ways 
through the confusion. But there was not only luggage, but 
an unprecedented, unheard-of, almost incredible crowd of 
people. When they had got as far as the booking office, and 
paused there for a moment for breath, they heard someone 
amongst the sea of men in which they were engulfed say : 

" That's one of them. That's Strumper." 

" There's Mandeville ! Good old Mandeville ! " they shouted, 
and : " Three cheers for Railton ! " 

It was then that they became aware that it was the cricket- 
ing team for S. Africa that were being given an ovation, and 
for whom a rousing send-off was being prepared. Dennis was 
nowhere to be seen, and it was a rough crowd, if good 
tempered. There is little doubt they would not have found 
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Dennis, nor given him that careful parcel they had prepared, 
if Mabel had not expected them, and been on the look out, 
and presently managed to extricate them from their position. 

" Dennis is in the waiting-room. The representatives of 
the Press are there and most of the team. Lord Heron is 
going to make a speech. Mr. Tweed is there, too. Come 
along." 

She shepherded them with such good will, that presently 
they found themselves at the door of the waiting room, the 
one that led from the refreshment bar. The room was full 
of men, emotional men, who could hardly restrain their en- 
thusiasm, punctuating the speech that Lord Heron was 
making with applause and laughter. The old maids heard 
that Dennis was the one man that was wanted and that 
' he had always been a good sportsman.' " You can tell a 
man by his friends, and Dennis Passiful has all the cricket 
world for his friends," Lord Heron said amidst roars of 
applause. The old aunts found themselves quite carried 
away by the enthusiasm, the shouting, and the quick ac- 
quiescence in every eulogy. They found themselves with 
tears in their own eyes, and inclining to shout and cheer too. 
Their quavering voices could be heard above the tumult 
Dennis, at least, certainly heard them, raising a glass of 
champagne, and waving it from where he stood beside Lord 
Heron, Mr. Tweed, the Secretary of the M.C.C. ; and 
other notable persons. He was called upon for a speech 
presently, and gave it modestly, saying the right things without 
difficulty or pause. Ursula and Agatha thought it wonderful 
of him to be so ready in response. " Dear boy," they mur- 
mured under their breath. He said he was " proud to captain 
such a team as the M.C.C. had got together; there were many 
better men than himself" — shouts of "No," "No" — "who 
might have been chosen to go, but since it was he upon whom 
they had fixed he hoped to prove worthy of the honour . ." 

And then he spoke of the records of one or other of the 
men who were going with him, and had a word for Lord 
Heron and the Honourable John. 
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The cheers and the singing of "For he's a jolly good 
fellow" were still ringing in their ears when he hurried up , 
to the old ladies. There was no time to be lost, the train 
was starting in ten minutes. 

They never knew how they got down the platform, through 
that sea of men, professional cricketers, reporters, general 
public, photographers standing on trucks to get a view of the 
scene. Everywhere Dennis was recognised, cheered, shouted 
at, many stopping and insisting on shaking hands with him. 

At last they were in the security of the reserved saloon, where 
Amos, entangled in rugs and cushions, was sitting in state. 
One of the men from Juxton's had been guarding the window, 
and his valet had remained until the last minute in the 
carriage with him. 

" This is very gratifying, very gratifying indeed," Amos began, 
as Dennis made Mabel get in, and then stood himself by 
the door, still shaking hands and saying "Thank you," and 
"I hope so" and "Of course we shall," as the occasion 
demanded, not forgetting to ask two friends of his, stalwart 
men, who would be true to their trust, to look after the old 
maids, and see them into a cab. 

"It's really very gratifying," Amos said, "that so many 
people should be here to see me off. I heard them shouting 
and cheering, although it was quite a long time before I 
realised their objective was this carriage. Perhaps I ought to 
say a few words ? " 

He looked inquiringly at Mabel, who had surrounded him 
with the pillows and rugs before she went on that search for 
the sisters. He tried to rise, as he spoke, but it was diflficult 
to disentangle himself. 

" Oh no. Father," she said hastily. She was going to tell 
him it was Dennis, and not himself, they had gathered to 
see, Dennis, and the other members of the team who were 
going to S. Africa to prove the pre-eminence of the Old 
Country, sustain its prestige. But she stopped herself in time, 
she saw her father was happy in his opinion : 

" I should like to tell them I am gratified, highly gratified. 
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That I hope to return with my health fully re-established. It 
seems ungrateful " 

Dennis jumped in ; the train was moving. As it steamed 
out of the station, above the shriek of the engine, they heard : 

" For he's a jolly good fellow, and so say all of we," and 
the exuberant three cheers. 

And again Amos said it was very gratifying, very gratifying 
indeed. 
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L'ENVOI 

WHAT remains to tell of the story? Much, and were 
I a certain distinguished and voluminous author 
I might venture to tell it. At thirty no man's story is told, 
and it were strange if Dennis Passiful proved the exception. 
He was always attractive to women, no less so when he came 
back from South Africa with his reputation as a cricketer 
sustained, and as a leader of men enhanced. Never had 
there been a more popular Captain. But were I to tell more 
about him and his future, the story might be found to hinge 
upon such a little woman, such an infinitesimal and speechless 
specimen of her sex, that it is possible she would prove tedious 
to anyone less alive to her wiles and fascinations than Dennis 
after he had fallen under her spell. 

As for Amos, his health benefited amazingly by the tour. 
He was included in all the honours paid to the English team 
of cricketers, dining with the High Commissioner in Cape 
Town and being entertained by the Committee of the Cricket 
Union at Houts Bay. He never really became aware that he 
was not the centre of the whole expedition. A few other 
people, impressed by his manner, and the speeches he con- 
trived to make, thought so too. Mabel felt it would be a pity 
to imdeceive him, and Dennis actually kept him up in his 
illusion. Dennis wanted no fuss made about himself, he was 
glad Amos should bear the brunt of any ceremonies. He was 
here to play cricket, surmount the difficulties of the matting 
pitch, the clear atmosphere that at first disorganised all their 
defence, changing distances, altering perspective, responsible 
for many a missed catch and short ball. That was his job, 
not being dined and wined and speechified over. His 
25 
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father-in-law was more than welcome to his share of all the 
festivities given in their honour by the hospitable Colonials. 

It is perhaps worth chronicling that Amos gained nearly 
a stone in the three weeks he remained with the team, and 
when he returned to England, leaving Dennis and Mabel 
behind him, to finish their tour, it was Cosmo Merritt who 
met him, and told him at once that his name would be in the 
list of birthday honours, thus accentuating his impression, and 
making him certain for all time that he had done something 
for his country. Whether before he went to South Africa or 
while he was there, may not have been quite clear to him. 
The only thing that was ever clear was his own importance. 
Cosmo could not let him doubt it ; nor that it was he who had 
drawn attention to it in high quarters. Therefore if not this 
month, then next, the " Tale and the Typewriter " will be put 
upon the stage, and other books and plays follow that will 
bear this eminent name. Cosmo thinks Amos should stand 
for Parliament. And in that case he will need a secretary. 

There is really no need for Lord Loughborough to provide 
for his youngest son; it is unnecessary even for Cosmo to 
borrow from Dolly. Cosmo spends a great deal of time with 
the Haverfords, nevertheless, at Thorpe and elsewhere. He 
is sorry for Diana, who, notwithstanding, or perhaps on account 
of this sympathy, bears her matrimonial burden very easily. 
She has taken to hunting, with something of the keenness that 
distinguished her mother. She dresses better than any woman 
of her acquaintance, and she is tolerant of her husband, who 
to his credit, it must be admitted, considers himself still the 
most fortunate of men, or almost the most fortunate. Diana's 
extravagance sometimes gives him an uneasy twinge, and he 
hates to have so often to refuse Mervyn's requests for advances. 
The^e is no doubt Cosmo is his favourite brother-in-law, even 
though he sometimes suspects him of " pulling his leg," and 
is often in doubt as to the meaning of many of the things 
he says. 

About Margaret Lemon. Margaret is still a favourite in the 
circles she adorns. Many men go to her flat, and others long 
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for the entr^ But she is fastidious ; not the less so as she 
advances in years. She has no mind to be otherwise, although 
how it is she has attained the freedom of choice, or who is 
responsible for the expenses of the flat, remains an agreeable 
mystery, frequently discussed in Clubland — but sub rosa, and 
without malice, for they are all too attached to Margaret to 
try seriously to probe a mystery she wishes to guard. Cosmo 
is often there, but then Cosmo is a poor man. There have 
been suspicions that a certain eminent publisher . . . but that 
of course is absurd. 

Fanny put up a good fight for her man. Less dignified 
than Diana, she was certainly more successful. Cosmo 
remained her friend, and in the background of her life con- 
trived to extract a certain amusement from watching what went 
on in front. The evolution of Fanny was on the lines he had 
anticipated when he first proposed she should become a 
member of that notorious social club where bridge is played, 
and other games also. Fanny has become an habitude of 
Crockford's, she may be said to live there, she is so rarely 
absent from the place. 

At Crockford's, the low-ceilinged rooms heavy with smoke 
and scandal, bad air, and worse feeling, Fanny can daily 
be seen in her legitimate atmosphere. She has arrived before 
anyone else, and sits in the hall, in a comer of the sofa 
that commands a view of the outer door, ostensibly engaged 
with her tea. To watch her with her tea is to witness a 
curious performance. She has one cup of tea brought to her 
and rejects it. Either it is China, and she wants Indian, 
or it is Indian and this day it is China she fancies, and she 
is indignant, and generally atrociously rude to the offending 
waiters, who dare not show any resentment. She crumbles the 
teacake, finding it overdone, or underdone, and remember- 
ing she prefers muflfins. Fanny always complains of the food 
at the Club, and the service, maddening the management. 
If there are any men in the lounge, she says she "wishes 
one could have pickles for tea." But as a rule there are 
no men at this hour. What she enjoys more than anything 
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else, what in fact brings her to the Club so early, is to see 
three women waiting for a rubber, and to decline to make a 
fourth. She will go into the card-room to watch them doing 
nothing, perching on the Club fender, or one of the small tea- 
tables, hunching her back, complaining of headache, or tooth- 
ache, looking like a sick monkey. Fanny is well on in her 
thirty-first year, but she still assumes a babyish manner. When 
a fourth player appears she sometimes asserts her right to cut 
in. She is a fretful partner or antagonist, flinging the cards 
on the table when she loses, saying she " would like to know 
for once what it feels like to be a winner." If she wins she 
points out to her antagonists how they could have saved the 
game. She is forgetful of her debts, and has frequently to 
be reminded. Naturally, therefore, if anyone else is available 
to make up a rubber, her room is preferred to her company. 
It is when she knows this that she becomes tenacious of her 
rights. 

It is about five or six o'clock when Fanny's whole demeanour 
changes. This is the close of the busmess day> and now the 
men are coming into the Club, looking for a game, any sort 
of game. All at once Fanny is all smiles and amiability, 
willing to make up a rubber for, or with, anybody, at any 
points, the higher the better. 

Towards seven she is confiding that her cook is out for the 
evening, or her man has left in a hurry. Fanny has a flat 
now, and her old want of success in housekeeping. She is 
fishing for an invitation to dinner, and is rarely unsuccessful. 
There is no doubt that she is a favourite with the men who 
frequent this not very exclusive Club. And the less refined 
they are, the more she attracts them. 

The Club atmosphere suits Fanny exactly. There are 
petty disputes in which she likes to intervene, and all manner 
of opportimities for making mischief and fomenting trouble, 
also of obtaining the promiscuous meals that are needed to 
supplement her idle housekeeping. Fanny has a small 
appetite and a bad digestion, but she cannot bear her own 
company, and is about as domestic as a jackal She was 
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satisfied with bridge for a long time, and an occasional game 
of poker. But latterly she has learned baccarat; they play 
that, too, sometimes at Crockford's, but surreptitiously, and 
without the sanction of the Committee. Last summer she 
went to Dieppe, and several times to Boulogne for a week- 
end, becoming well known in the Casinos, where she stayed 
from the time they opened until the ^^ Dernier CoupJ^ But 
she complains very much of the people she meets in such 
places, finding them "impossible." She has doubts of the 
morality of most of the women she meets, and makes spiteful 
little speeches about them. No good-looking or well-dressed 
woman is safe from Fanny's tongue. 

Fanny's income is only ;£8oo a year. Amos has never 
supplemented it, nor forgiven the story that, after all, she 
told him about Mabel and Roddy Ainsworth. But Amos 
said so much about the way Mabel had looked after him 
in S. Africa, and how well she had been received everywhere, 
and about Dennis's regard for her, that Fanny had not been 
able to restrain herself. 

Amos waited until Dennis and Mabel were home again, but 
even before that, Fanny found that she was no longer ex- 
pected at Fitzjohn's Hall for her Sunday dmner. Fanny had 
been losing hold on Amos for a long time, ever since his illness 
in fact, when he had recalled Ted's, and even talked it over 
with Dr. Lauder. Dr. Lauder was no friend of Fanny's, and 
made no disguise of his opinion of her. Amos's coldness to 
Fanny dated from then, but his complete change of front was 
not until she had spoken to him about Mabel. Even then he 
waited to hear what Dennis had to say about it before he 
pronounced that decree of banishment. But when once it 
came, it was immutable, complete, he washed his hands of 
her. That did not, of course, prevent her speaking of him, 
and in the most intimate terms, whenever she thought that his 
wealth, or his title, would add to her consequence. But she 
knew that it was useless to apply to him for assistance. He had 
already told her ;;^8oo a year was a very good income for a 
young woman who had brought nothing to the common stock ! 
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The unfortunate fact remains, however, that on ;£8oo a 
year it is only a limited amount of baccarat that can be 
played in foreign casinos. How does Fanny do it? That 
is almost as much a mystery as the source of Margaret 
Lemon's maintenance. Only that Fanny is so eminently re- 
spectable. Fanny clings to respectability, and challenges every 
other woman's right to it with uplifted brow and innuendo. 
Her bridge has certainly improved; it is possible, although 
not probable, that it pays for her baccarat 

Personally I suspect Fanny of paying nothing, not the rent 
of the flat, nor for her many dresses. I suspect her of being 
up to her neck in debt, and contemplating a second marriage 
when her creditors become sufficiently clamorous. There is 
a serious applicant in the field. It is, strangely enough, that 
very gentleman of whom Cosmo had once spoken to his 
sister as a genuine specimen of a modem Don Quixote. The 
aspirant to Fanny's hand has given away a considerable 
portion of what was once a large estate. But I suspect Fanny 
of the intention to marry him. There is a new casino opening 
at Pas de Calais or Wimereux. The man with the unworldly 
intelligence and the beautiful ideals has Cosmo's encourage- 
ment and full approval. Fanny has always been a little cat, so 
she will assuredly fall upon her feet. 

The only time Mabel has wanted to disobey her husband 
was when he issued his orders that there was to be no com- 
munication between her and Fanny. But Mabel was always 
amenable, and obeyed the order. Her father backed him 
up, and although neither thought it advisable to give her the 
real reason, she knew it had something to do with Roddy 
Ainsworth. 

Roddy Ainsworth, however, is still a friend of the family. 
Roddy is married now. A very wealthy widow from 
Manchester fell in love with him on the first occasion the 
touring company of "Charles Auchester" presented itself in 
that intelligent town. Roddy has the command of something 
hke ;;^ 15,000 a year, together with a stout and doting spouse, 
and two pretty little step-daughters whom he intends to train 
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for the stage. By the time they are ready he hopes a more 
reliable and fair-minded Press will have taken the place of 
the present venal and libellous papers. In his own handsome 
drawing-room^ no one has ever been found to say that he 
sings fiat! 

But there is something that is driving Roddy and Fanny 
and everything else from Mabel's mind, something too 
wonderful for words, as yet almost incredible. It is in the 
future only, but Dr. Lauder seems very sure about it. Agatha 
and Ursula are already mysteriously busy upon the tiniest and 
most ridiculous of garments, and Dennis, kinder to her than 
ever, brings Wilfred Small home sometimes to talk about his 
own young cricketer, * turned six months, and with a trick of 
his fingers already that could only belong to a bowler.* 

Mabel does not want a young cricketer, but she is in a 
flutter and flush of almost anguished anxiety to hold a baby 
girl in her arms. If she dreams beyond the pungent smell 
of new flannel, the unimaginable ecstasy of soft sucking lips 
against her breast, and snuggling cry, it is to envision the 
rapture of teaching a little daughter of her own and 
Dennis's to cook like Ursula and Agatha, to sew, to keep 
house, and make mulberry preserve, to enter into her woman's 
kingdom, the kingdom which Juxton's Ltd. and the Woman's 
Suffrage Leagues are trying so hard and so successfully to 
demolish. 
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trated. Second Edition. Cr. Bvo* ss. 

Hannay Cb.), A SHORT HISTORY OF 
THE ROYAL NAVY. Vol. I., 1217-1688. 
Vol. IL, Z689-X815. Demty Bto. Each 
7«. 6d net. 

Harper (Charles 0.). THE AUTOCAR 
ROAD-BOOK. Four Volumes with Maps. 
. Cr. Bvo. Each js. 6d. net. 
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trated. Demy Bvo. 7s. 6d. net. 
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PRINCIPATE OF THE EMPEROR 
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issue. Demy Bvo, 7s, 6d, net, 

Henderson (M. Sturee). GEOIlGB 
MEREDITH : NOVmST. POET, 
REFORMER^ Illustrated. Second Edition. 
Cr. Bvo, 6t, 

Henderson (T. F.) and Watt (Francis). 
SCOTLAND OF TO-DAY. Illustrated. 
Second Edition. Cr. Bvo, 6s. 

Henley (W. E.). ENGLISH LYRICS. 
CHAUCER TO POE. Second Edition. 
Cr, Bvo. as. 6d, net. 

Hill (Georsre Franeis). O^E HUNDRED 
MASTERPIECES OF SCULPTURE. 
Illustrated. Demy B/vo. tos. W. net. 

Hind (C. Lewis). DAYS tN CORNWALL. 
Illustrated. Third Edition, Cr. B^o. 6s, 

Hobhouse JL. T.). THE THEORY OF 
KNOWLEDGE. Demy Bvo. ios.6d.net. 

! Hodgson (Mrs. W.). HOW TO IDENTIFY 
OLD CHINESE PORCELAIN. lUiis- 
i trated. Second Edition, Fost Bi^o, 6s. 

Holdleh (Sir T. H). THE INDIAN 

BORDERLAND, >88o-Z9oo. Illustrated. 
Second Edition, Demy Bvo, ^ xos, ^ net, 

Holdsworth (W. S.). A HISTORY OF 
ENGLISH LAW. /n Four Volumes, 
Vols. /., //., ///. Demy Bvo. Each los. 6d, 

net. 

Holland (Clive). WROL AND ITS 
PEOPLE. Illustrated. Demy Bvo. xos.6d, 
net. 

•TOE BELGIANS AT HOME. Ilhistnitcd. 
Demy Bvo. xos. 6d. net, 

Horsburffh (E L. 5.). LORENZO THE 
MAGNIl! ICENT ; and Florence in her 
Golden Age. lUustntted. Second Edition, 
Demy Bvo. 154. net. 

WATERLOO : A NAXRArrrs Aiftx a cnm 
iciSM. With Plans. Second Editiom. Cr, 
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•THE LIFE OF SAVONAROLA. lUus- 
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Cr. Bvo, 5*. tut, 

Hosie (Alexander^. MANCHURIA, nins- 
trated. Second Editiott, Demy Bvo, js. 6d. 
net, 
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8HIRB Downs. Illustrated. Third Edi- 
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HntcWnson (Horace G:). THE NEW 

FUREST. Illustrated. Fourth Edthon. 
Cr. 8««y. 6«. ' 

Button (Edward), THE CITIES OF 

SPAIN. Illustrated. Fourth Edttton, 

€*-. 8w. 6*. 
THE CITIES OF UMBRIA. lUustrated. 
. Fourth EdiiioH, Cr.8w. 6r. 
FLORENCE AND THE CITIES OF 

NORTHERN TUSCANY WITH 
. GENOA. Illustrated. Stcond Edition, 

SIENa'^AND SOUTHERN TUSCANY. 

Illustrated. Second Edition, Cr. 8w» 6*. 
•VENICE AND VENETIA. lUustrated. 

Crv8Mu ts. 
ROME. lUttstnited. Stcond Edition. Cr, 

£NG'lISH LOVE POEMS. Edited witk 
an Introduction. Fcap, 8w. 3». 6f/. not, 

COUNTRY WALKS ABOUT FLORENCE. 
lUttsttated. Sosond Edition, Fcap, 8m. 

,.,^UNkNOWN TUSCANY With Notes. 
by William Heywood. Illustrated, Socond 
Edition. Demy Zvo, js. 6d, net, 

•A BOOK OF THE WYE. lUostrated. 
Dtmy 2»o» js, 6d. net. 

Ibsen (Henrik). BRAND. A Dramatic 
Poem, Translated by William WilsoM. 
• Fourth Edition, Cr, Bvo, y, 6d, 

InM (W. R). CHRISTIAN MYSTICISM, 
{^e BamptoQ Lectures of 2899.) Demy Zvo, 
12s, M, net, 

tnnas (A. DJ. A HISTORY OF THfi 

BRITISH IN INDIA. With Maps and 

Plans. Cr, Zvo, 6*. 
ENGLAND UNDER THE XUDORS. 

With Maps. Third Edition, Demy Zvo, 

tot. 6d, net, 

Innes (Mary). SCHOOLS OF PAINT- 
XNG. Illustrated. Second Edition, Cr, 
Zvo, is,net, . 

JenkS (B.). AN OUTLINE OF ENG- 
LISH LOCAL GOVERNMENT. Second 
Edition, Revised by R. C. K. EnsOk, 

. CrfZvo, %s,td,nfi, 

Jernlnghani (Charles Edward), THE 
MAXIMS OF MARMADUKE. Second 
Edition, Cr, Zvo, 5*. 

•Jerrold (Walter). THE DANUBE. 
Illustrated. Demy Zvo, xor. 6& not. 



Johnston (Sir H. H. ). »RITJSH CKN. 

TRAL AFRICA; Illustrated. Third 

Edition, Cr, Aio, x8*. not, 
THE NEGRO IN THE NEW WORLD. 

Utastrated. Detfiy.Zvo. 9x*,not. i 

Julian (Lady) of Norwich, REVELA- 
TIONS OF DIVINE LOVE. Edited by 
Grace Warback. Fourth Edition, C>*. 
Zvo, y.td, 

Keats (John). . THE POEMS. E^itei 
with Introduction and Notes by E. de 
S^lincourt. With a Frontispiece m Photo- 
g^vure. Third Edition, Demy Zvo. 
7s,6d,not. 

Keble(John). THE CHRISTIAN YEAR. 
With an Introduction and Notes by W. 
Locic Illustrated. Third Edition, Fcm^ 

KempIs (Thomas a). THE IMITATION 
OF CHRIST. With an Introduction by 
Dean Farrar. Illustrated. Third 
Edition,, ^ca^ Zvo, y. td.; padded 
morocco, st» 

KIpllnff (Rudyard). BARRACK-ROOM 

BALLADS, iqoth Thousand, Twenty 

ninth Edition, Cr. Zr^o, 6s. Alsq,-f(W>. 

Zvo, Leather, $s. net, 
THE SEVEN SEAS. 84/A Thfm^^ 

Seventeenth Edition, Cr. Zvo* 61. 'Also 

Fcap. Zvo, Leather, cr. net, 
THE FIVE NATIONS. 70M Thousand. 

Seventh Edition. Cr.Zvo. 6s, Msafcap, 

Zvo. Leather. «. net, ' ' \ ' 

DEPARTMENTAL DITTIES, mneteenth 

Edition, Crf Zvo, .^, AUo Ffa^.Zvft, 

Leather. ^, net. 

Knox (WInffiped F,). THE cOtf^T 0? 
A SAINT. lUustrated. Demy ^o. 
xof. 6d, net. " 

•Lamb (Oiarlea and Mary). TH^fi 

WORKS. Edited with an Introduction 
and Notes by E. V. Lucas. A Neiff an4 
Revised Edition^ in Six Volumes. f^^^ 
Frontispiece. Fcap Zvo. s*. ^ach, Th« 
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L Miscellaneous Prose, ii. E}ja and 
THE LAST Essays op Elta., hi. Books 
FOB Children, iv. Plays and, Poem*. 
V. and VI. Letters. 

Lane-Poole (Stanley). A illSTORV'OF 
EGYPT IN THE MIDDLE . AG^^S. 

lUustrated. Cr, Zvo. 6s. , , . j 

Lankester (Sir Ray). saENCE FROM 
AN EASY CHAIR. lUusti^aled. F^ik 
Edition, Cr. Zvo, 6s, ^^ 

Le Braz (Anatole). THE LAND OF 
PARDONS. Translated by Frances M, 

GosTLiNG. Illustrated. Third Edition, 
Cr.Zvo. 6t, 
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Undsay (Kabel M.). ANNI DOMINI: 
A GospSL Studt. DHth Maps. 7W» 
Volumtt. Su^ X^yal 8v«. tor. lut, 

Loek (Waltap). ST. PAUL, THE 

MASTER-BUILDER. Third Editum. 
Cr, Zv0. y. 6d, 
THE BIBl£ AND CHRISTIAN LIFE. 
Cr. Iv0, 6t, 

Lodge (SlP Oll^P). THE SUBSTANCE 
OF FAITH, ALLIED WITH SCIENCE: 
A Catechism for Parento and Teachers. 
EigVfMtk Edition, Cr, 8tw. a/, tut. 

MAN AND THE UNIVERSE : A Studt 
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SciBMTtFIC KnOWLBOGS UPON OUB UNDEB- 
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EMHom, Demy %V0. ks. tut, 
THE SURVIVAL OF MAN. A Study im 

Unbbcognisbd Human Faculty. Fifik 

Editiom, IVide Crtmm Sva, v. tut, 
REASON AND BELIEF. Fifth Editim, 

Cr, %O0, y, 6d, tut. 

Lorimep (Geopffe Hopaee). LETTERS 
FROM A SELF-MADE MERCHANT 
TO HIS SON. lUustxated. EighUetith 
Edition, Cr. Svo, y. 6d, 

OLD GORGON GRAHAM. Illustrated. 
StemtdEdiOcH, Cr.Bv0, 6s, 

'Loyal Sepviteup.* THE STORY OF 
BAYARD. Adapted by Amy G. Andbbwbs. 
Illustrated. Cr. 8cw. as. 6d. 

Lueas(B,V.). THE LIFE OF CHARLES 

LAMB. Illustrated. Fifth Editiott, Demy 

Zvo, js. 6d. tut, 
A WANDERER IN HOLLAND. Dlns- 

trated. Twelfth Edition, Cr, %oo, 6s, 

*Also Fcap, 9tw, k*. 
A WANDERER IN LONDON. Illus- 
trated. Eleven^ Editiott, Cr. Ivo. 6s, 

*AUo Feap. Stw, y. 
A WANDERER IN PARIS. lUustrated. 

Seventh Edition, Cr.9vo, 6s, 
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THE OPEN ROXD: A Little Book for 

Way&xers. Eighteenth Edition. Fea^. 

9vo, y.lltidia Paper, js.6d. 
THE FRIENDLY TOWN i a Little Book 

for the Urbane. Sixth Edition. Fcap. Zvo, 

KS. : India Paper, js. 6d. 
FIRESIDE AND SUNSHINE Sixth 

Edition, Fca/. ivo. s*. 
CHARACTER AND COMEDY. Sixth 

Edition, FcaS. Zvo, 5*. 
THE GENTLEST ART. A Choice of 

Letters by Entertvning Hands. Sixth 

Edition, Fcap too, y, 
THE SECOND POST. Third Edition, 

X^i^'f^'^^Ti HER FRIENDS. IIh»- 
trated. Den^ Sew. t%s. 6d, net. 

HER INFINITE VARIETY : A Femikinb 
POBTBAXT Gaixbbt. Fifth Edition, 

FiMp,990. S0. 
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Second Edition, Fcap. Bvo. sx. 
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Edition. Fcap. Bvo. 
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NEW 
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bation. Eighth Edition, Fcap. Zvo, sx. 
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AMPHIBIA. AND FISHES. lUustrated. 
Demy Zvo, los, 6d. net, 

•LydekkeP (R.> THE OX. lUustrated. 
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Edition. Demy Svo. 7*. 6d, tut, 

•THE EMPRESSES OF ROME. lUus- 
trated. Demy 8cw. tax. 6d. tut, * 

MaeCarthy (Desmond) and Russell 

(Aeatha). LADY JOHN RUSSELL: 
A Mbmoir. lUustrated. Fourth Editioit, 
Demy Svo, los. 6d, tut, 
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OF THE HOUSE. Demy 8sw. xos, 6d, 
net. 

McDouflrall (William). AN INTRODUC- 
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net. 
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rrHB BLUE BIRD : A Faibt Play m Sim 
Acts. Translated by Albxandbb Tbixbira 
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DB Mattos. Third Editiois, Fcap. Sp«. 
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.fry(J/P.). A HISTORY OF EGYPT 
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IllustnUed. Cr, 8tv. 6«. 
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Marott (R. R.), THE THRESHOLD OF 
RELIGION. Cr. 8w. 3S,6d.n€t. 
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DAY. lnu«trated. Demy Sva. ys. 6d. net, 
•THE ROMANCE OF THE RHINE. 
Illustrated. Demy 8vo, lor. 6d. net, 
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FALKLAND. Illustrated. Secottd EdUtPM, 
Demy Zvo, 7*. 6d, net. 
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SONS TIMK Illustrated. Cr, 8w. 
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THE CONDITION OF ENGLAND. 
Fourth Edition. Cr. Zvo, 6s. 
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•Meldrum (D. S.). HOME LIFE IN 
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Discussed in Fourtsbn Lettbrs to a 
Protectionist. Ninth Edition, Cr, Bvo, 
3d. net. 

MeynellJByerard). COROT AND HIS 

FRIENDS. Illustrated. Demy $vo. tos. 6d. 
net. 

Miles (Eustace). LIFE AFTER LIFE: 

or, The Theory op Reincarnation. 

Cr. ivo. as. bd. net. 
THE POWER OF CONCENTRATION : 

How TO Acquire it. Third Edition. 

Cr, Svo, 3*. 6d. net. 

Millais (J. 0.). THE LIFE AND LET- 
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MILLAIS. Illustrated. I^ew Edition. 
Demy Zvo, js. td. net. 
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UNDER ROMAN RULE. Illustrated. 
Cr. Zvo. 6s, 

Moffat (Mary M.). QUEEN LOUISA OF 
PRUSSIA. Illustrated. Fourth Edition, 
Cr. Bvo. 6s. 
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Edition. Demy Bvo. 5*. net. 
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Second Edition. Demy Bvo. ^,net, 
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Morffan (J. H.), THE HOUSE OF LORDS 
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Cr. Bvo. IS, net, 
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REIGNS. Edited by her son. Illustrated. 
Fifth Edition. Demy Bvo. 15*. not, 

Norway (A. H.). NAPLES. Past and 
Present. Illustrated. Third Edition. 
Cr. Bvo. 6s, ' 

Oman (C. W. C), A HISTORY OF THE 
ART OF WAR IN THE MIDDLE 
AGES. Illustrated. Demy Bvo. xor. 6d. 
net. 

ENGLAND BEFORE THE NORMAN 
CONQUEST. With Maps. Second 
Edition. Demy Bvo. zor. 6d, net. 
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Pakes (W. C. C). THE SCIENCE OF 
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9s.6d. 
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Illustrated. Stccnd Mditittu Cr, Bvo. 
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EGYPTIAN TALES. Translated from the 
Papyri. Second Series, xviiith to xixth 
Di-nastT. Ulifstrated. Cr, 800. v. 6d. 

EGYPTIAN DECORATIVE ART. lUos- 
uatcd. Cr. 8vtf. yi. 6d, 

fhelps (Ruth S.). SKIES ITALIAN : A 
LiTTLX Bkbviart por Travbllbks IK 
Italy. Fca/. Bvo. 5*. nri. 

Podmore (Frank). MODERN SPIRiT«> 
UALISM. Tw0 y^umr*. Demy 800. 
SIX. net. 

MESMERISM AND CHRISTIAN 
SCIENCE: A Short HUtory of Mental 
Healing. Second EdUion. Demy 8iw. 
to*, td, net. 

Pollard (Alfred W.)- SHAKESPEARE 
rOUOS AND QUARTOS. .A Study in 
the Biblii^raphy of Shakespeare's Plays, 
1594-1685. Illustrated. ForuK su* '*'/• 

•Porter (0. R.) THE PROGRESS OP 
THE NATION. A New Edition. Edited 
by F. W. Hirst. Demy Bvo, 9ie. net, 

Powell (Arthur E.). FOOD AND 
HE.U-TH. Cr.Zve. jt.64.net. 

Power (J. O'Connor). THE MAKING OF 
AN ORATOR. Cr.Zvo. 6t. 

•Price (Eleanor C). CARDINAL DE 

RICHELIEU. Illustrated. Demy ^o. 
lot. 6d. net. 

Price (L. L.). A SHORT HISTORY OF 

POLITICAL ECONOMY IN ENGLAND 
. FROM ADAM SMITH TO ARNOLD 

TOYNBEE. Seventh Edition, Cr. Bvo, 

or. 6d. 
Pycrafl(W.P.). A HISTORY OF BIRDS. 

Illustrated. Demy Bvo. lot. td. net. 

•Bappoport (Anerelo S.). HOME LIFE IN 
RUbSlA. lUustratwL Demy Bvo, xos.td. 
net. 

Rawllngs (Gertrude B.). COINS AND 

HOW 10 KNO\V THEM. Illustrated. 
Third Edition. Cr. Bvo. 6t. , 

Read IC Stanford), FADS AND FEED- 
ING. Cr. Bvo. at, 6d, net, 

•RegAn (C. Tate). THE FRESHWATER 
FISHES OF THE BRITISH ISLES. 
Illustraied. Cr. Bvo. tt. 

Held (Archdaii). the laws or here- 

DITY. Second Edition, Demy Bvo, ait, 
net. 

Robertson (C Grant). SELECrr stat- 
UTES, CASES, AND DOCUMENTS, 
1660-1894. Demy Bvo. tot. 6d net. 
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Demy Bvo. tot, td. 



Roe (Fred), old oak FVRNITUIdL' 
lUustntttd. Second Editiotu Demy 8*#. 
xor. 6d. net, ... 

Royde-Smlth (N. G.). THE PILLOW 
BOOKt A GAENxtt OP MAxnf Moons. 
Colleaed. Second Editiom. Cr, Brno. 

P^EtS Sr OUR DAY. 3fcltet«d, with *n 
Introduction. Fcap. Bvo, 5/. 

RusseU (W. Clark). THE LIFE OF 
ADMIRAL LORD COLLING WOODi 
Illustrated. Fourth Editiotu Cr, ^vo. U. 

•Ryan (P. F. W.). STUART LIFE AND 
MANNERS : A Social Histokv. lUus- 
trated. Demy Bvo, tot. 6d. net, ' 

St. Francis of Asslsl. THE LITTLE 
FLOWERS OF THE GLORIOUS 
MESSER. AND OF HIS FRIERS. 
Done into Englbh, with Note* by WiLliah 
Hevwood. Illustrated. Demy Bvo. y. net. 

•Saki' (H. H. Munro). REGINALD, 
Second Edition, Frap. Bvo, at. td. net. 

REGINALD IN RUSSIA. Fcap, Bvo, 
at, td, net, 

Sandeman (G. A. C). METTERNICH. 
Illustrated. Demy Bvo, lot. td. net. 

Selous (Edmund). TOMMY SMITH'S 
ANIMALS. Illustxated. EievfntA Edi- 
tion. Fcah ^vo. at. td. 

TOMMY SMITH'S OTHER ANIMALS. 
Illustrated. Ft/th Edition. Fcap, Bv, 
at. td. 

JACK'S INSECTS* Ilhistrated. €r.^. 6t, 

■ " .\- : r. t 

Shakespeare (William). 

THE FOUR FOLIOS. 1623; ttjat i664} 
S685. Each £4 4«. net, or a complete aet, 
£xa rat. net. 

THE POEMS OF WILLIAM SHAKE- 
SPEARE. With an Introduction ai|d Notes 
by Georob Wynoham. DemyBvo<^ Batek- 
ram. lot. td , 

Sharp (A.). VICTORIAN POETS. Cr, 
Bvo. at, td, 

Sidffwlok (Mrs. Alft>ed). HOME LIFE 
IN GERMANY. Illustrated. Second 
Edition, Demy Bvo, lot. td. net. 

Sladen (Doufflas). SICILY: The New 
Winter Resort. Illustrated. Second Edition, 
Cr, BvO' 5f; net. 

Smith (Adam). THE WEALTH OF 
NATIONS. Edited by Eowin CanmaN. 
Two Volumet, Demy Bvo, att, met, 

•Smith (G. Herbert). GEMS AND 
PRECIOUS STONES. Illustrated. Cr, 
Bivo, tt, 

Snell (F. J.). A BOOK OF SXMOOR. 
Illustrated. Cr. 8tv. te. 
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fSteMoMflte/ GOLF DO'S AND DONT*a 
Third EdUioH, Fca^Ztfc, u.net, 

Stevdhson (R.L.). THE LETTERS OF 
ROBERT LOUIS STEVENSON. Edited 
by Sir Sidnsv Golvin. A Ntw and En- 
largtd Sditftm in 4 9clm$tg9J Second Bdi- 
^Hon^ Fc^^p.Zmo, Leather^ each ^u net, 

VAILIMA LETTERS. Wttb an Etched 
Pnrtnit by WI|.LL^^ Strang. Eif^hih 
EdittOK. Cr, ^vo. Buckram. 6x. . 

THE LIFE OF R. L. STEVENSON. See 
Balpour (G.). .. , 

Stevtonsdn (M. I)* FROM SARANAC 
TO THE MARQUESAS AND BEYOND. 
BaineLettors written b^Mrs. M. L Stkykm- 
soN during 1887-88. Cr, Zvo. 6*. net. 

LETTERS FROM SAMOA, 1891-95. Edited 
and arhihs^d by M. C Balfour. IlhUr 
trated. S)econd Edttion, Cr,9MK 6g.iut 

StOPP (Vernon F.)^ DEVELOPMENT 
AND DIVINE PURPOSE Cr. Zv0. 5*. 
net. 

Stroatfelld (R. A.). MODERN MUStC 
AND MUSICIANS. Illustrated. Second 
Edition, f>emy %vo* js. 6d ne$j < 

Swanton (K. W.). FUNGI AND HOW 
TO KNOW THEM. Jllustrated. Cr.^vo. 
6s, net. 

Sykes (Ella C). PERSIA AND ITS 
PEOPLE, Illustrated. Demy^ffOk toMttd, 
net. 

Symes (J. Ei); THE FJUB^fGH Rsyt>- 

LUTION. Second Edition. Cr.iit/o.' 9S.€d. 

Tabop (Markaret fe.). THE SAINJS jtN 
ART. Illustrated. Fcap. Zvo. y. 6d. net. 

Taylor (A. E.). THE ELEMENTS OF 
METAPHYSICS. Second EdUlSon. Dim9 
• Svo, soiw 6d, net. 

ThibaudeaufA. C). BONAPARTE AND 
THE CONSULATE. Translated and 
Edifeed by ^ K. F0RTES9UIB. . Illustra;e4. 

, DemyZvo. , xor. td. net. • 

•Thomas (Edward). MAURICE MAE- 
TEKLINCK. Illustrated. Cr.lvo. ss.net. 

Thonapson (Francis). SELECTED 
POEMS dF FRANCIS THOMESpN. 

With a^Bi^^pbical Nort by' wilier id 
Meynbll. With a Portrait in Photogravure. 
Seventh Edition. Fcap.Zvo, 5s.net.. 

Tlleston (Mary W.). DAILY STRENGTH 
FOR DAILY NEEDS. Eighfe^th rEdi^ 
tion. Medium itmo, '9s.6d.nei. Ldmh^ 
shiny, td. net. Also an aditipa in va^V^ 
binding, &r. 

•THE STRO'NGHQL©>OF HOFU. 
Medium. i6mo. or. 6d. netf 

Toynbee (Paget). DANTE ALIGHIERI : 
His Life and Works. With 16 lUustn^- 

wo. ST. net. 



II 



Trench (Herbert). D^IRDRE wedded. 

AND OTHER JPosMS} Second and Revised 

Edition. Large Post Zvo. dr. 
NEW POEMS. Second Edition. Lmrj^e 

Post Zvo. 6s. 
APOLLO AND THE SEAMANw Xar^ 

Post ivo. Paper, is. 6d. net; cloth, ax. 6d. 

net. 

Trevelyan (GJ|.}. ENGtANjO UNDEk 
THE SiUAkTS.. With^Maps and Flaps. 
Fourth. Edition^ Demy Svo.' < los, 6d. Met. 

TMggn (iQlflTO HV TOWN PLANNING; 
Pa8T, Present, and Possible, illustra- 
ted. Second Editiun. Wide Royal Zvo, 

' 25*. net. 

Underbill (Evelyn). MYSTICISM. A 

Studv in the Nature and De'velopment of 
Man's Spiritual Consciousness. Second Edi- 
tion. JjemyZvo, i^ tsei.^ - 

Vauffhan (Herbert M.}. THE NAPLES 
RWIERA. lllnstraCed. Sicohd Edition. 
Cr. Zvo. 6s. . . , , 

•FLORENCE AND HER TREASURES^ 
Illustrated. Fcap. Zvo. ss. net, 

Vernon (Hon. W. Warren). READINGS 
ON THE INFERNO OF DANTE. With 
an Introduction by the Rsv. 1>r. jMoorb. 
Two Volumes, Second Edition, Cr. Zvo. 
iSS. net. 

READINGS ON THE PURGATORIO 
OF DANTE. With an Introduction by 
the late Dean Ch(;rch. Two Volumes. 
Third Edition. Cr.Zvo. -iss. net. 

READINGS ON THE PARADISO OF 
DANTE. With an Introduction by ftie 
Bishop or Ripon. Two Volumes, Second 
Edition. Cr. Zvo. x$s. net. ' 

WaddeU (Col. L, A-), LHASA AND ITS 
MYSTERIES. .With a Recordiof the Sx- 
pedition of x903-is^94., lUusiratod. Third 
and Cheaper Editton, Medium 8m^ js. td. 

. net. . : . , f . ■ ^ , . > 

Wagrner (Richard). RICHARD WA13. 

NKR^S MUSIC DRAMAS: Interpreta- 
tions, embodying Wagner's own esc^laj^a- 
tions. By Alice Leighton Clbathbr 
and Basil Crump. Fcap. Zvo. as, 6d, each. 

The Ring of the Nibelung. 
Fourth Edition. 

Tristan and Isolde; - - - 

Waterhouse (Elizabeth). WITH THE 
SIMPLE-HEARTLD : Little Homilies to 
WomtiD in Country Places. Third Edition. 
Small Pott Zvo. 2s. net. 

THE HOUSE BY)THE CHERRY TREE. 
A Second Series of Little Homilies to 
^ ^ Womeh in Country Places. Small Pott Zvo. 

PANIONS Oi* THE WAY. Being 
Selections for Mocving and Evening. Readh 
ing. Chosen and arraziKed by Elizabictk 
WATERHpusE. Large Cr.J^vo* Sf.neat*} 
THOUG.HrSi)F.A TERyiARY.., ,StwJr 
Pott Zvo, IS, net. 
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Waters (W.O.). ITAUAN SCULPTORS 
AND SMITHS. HUutnUed. Cr. »i»». 
js, td. tut, 

«Watt (FraneUV 
THE LOTHIANS. 



•js.6iLm4t, 



EDINBURGH AND 
IllustnUed. Cr. 8m. 



EGYPT! 
Frootier. 



.... „ GUIDE TO 
--QUITIBS OF UPPER 
From Abydot to the Sudan 
Illustrated. Cr.ivo, 18,60, net. 



''fs^'^r<,^^'- * 



Welch (Cathartne). THE LITTLE 
DAUPHIN. lUustrated. Cr.Zvo. 6*. 

Wells (J.). OXFORD AND OXFORD 
LIKE. Third EtUtioH, Cr.Bva, y.6d, 

A SHORT HISTORY OF ROME. Ten/A 
EditMM, With 3 Maps. Cr. Svo, y. 6a, 

WesteU (W. Pepclval). THE YOUNG 
NATURALIST. Illustrated. Cr. 8w». 6s. 

•THE YOUNG ORNITHOLOGIST. Illus- 
trated. Cr, Sm. 5*. 

WesteU (W. Pepclval). and Cooper (C S.). 
THE YOUNG BOTANIST. lUustraied. 
Cr, 8e#. y, 6d, tul. 

White (George P.). A CENTURY OF 
SPAIN AND PORTUGAL, 1788-1898. 
Demy Bvo, tu. 6d. tut, 

Wilde (Oscar). D£ PROFUNDI S. 
Twelfth Edition, Cr. 8zw. w. net. 

THE WORKS OF OSCAR WILDE. In 
Twelve Volttmet, Fcap, 8tv. sf . tut each 
vdnme, 

I. Lord Arthur Savilb's Crzmb and 
THB Portrait or Mr. W. H. 11. Thr 
DucHBSS OP Padua, hi. Poems, iv. 
Lady Windbrmbrb's Fam. v. A Woman 
OP No Importancb. vi. An Idbal Hus- 
band. VII. Thb Importancb op bbing 
Earnbst. nil. A Housb op Pomb- 

GRANATBS. IX. InTBNTIONS. X. Db PrO- 

puNDis AND Prison Lbttbrs. xi. Essays. 
XII. SALOMi, A Florentinb Tracboy, 
Bad La Saimtb Courtisanb. 



WUllams (H. Noel). THE WOMEN 
BONAPARTES. The Mother and three 
Sisters of Napoleon. Ilhistrated. In Twa 
Volume*, Demy Svo. 241. tut, 

A ROSE OF SAVOY : Marib Ad*laIdb op 
Savoy, Ducubssb db Boorgocnb, Mothbr 
op Louis xv. Illustrated. Secoted 
Edition. Demy Zvo, 15*. net. 

THE FASCINATING DUC DE RICHE- 
LIEU: Louis FRAN901S Armand dv 
Plbssis (X696-X788). Illustrated. Demy Svo. 
xs*. tut, 

•A PRINCESS OF ADVENTURE : Mari* 
Cakounb, Duchessb db Bkrry (1798^ 
1870). Illustrated. Demy Svo, xy.net. 

Wood (Sir Evelyn). FROM MIDSHIP- 
MAN TO FIELD-MARSHAL. lUustra- 
ted. Fifth and Cheaper Edition. Demy 
ivo. 7«. 6d. tut. 

THE REVOLT IN HINDUSTAN. 1857- 
59. Illustrated. Second Edition, Cr.ivo, 6s, 



Wood (W. Birkheek), and Edmonds 
(Lleutl-CoL J. E.). A HISTORY OF 
THB CIVIL WAR IN THE UNITED 
STATES (i8«x-5). With an Introduction 
bv H. Spbnsbr Wilkinson. With 24 Maps 
and Plans. Third Edition, Demy 8v«. 
las, 6d, tut, 

Wordsworth (W.). THE POEMS. With 
an Introduction and Notes by Nowbli. 
C Smith. In Three Volumes. Demy Svo, 
t$s. tut. 



Wyllie (M. A.). NORWAY AND ITS 
FJORDS. Illustrated. Second Editiots, 
Cr, Svo, 6s. 

Yeats (W. B.). A BOOK OF IRISH 
VERSE. Third 1 



I Edition, Cr.Svo, y.6d. 



Part II, — A Selection of Series 



Ancient Cities. 

General Editor, B. C. A. WINDLE. 
Cr, Svff, 4/. 6d, nd each volume. 
With lUostrations by E* H. New, and other Artists. 
Bristol. Alfred Harvey. 1 Edinburgh; M. G. Williamson 



Cantbrbury. J. C. Cox. 
Chbstbr. B. C. a. Windle. 
DoBUM. S. A. O. Fitapatrick, 



Lincoln. E. Mansel Sympsou. 

Shrewsbury. T. Auden. 

Wblls and GLASTONBuar. T. S. Holmes^ 
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The Antiquary's Books. 

General Editor, J. CHARLES COX. 
Demy %vo, is. 6d, net each volume* 
With Numerous Illustrations. 



Akchjbologt and Falsb Antiquitibs. 

R. Munro. 
Bells of England, Thx. Canon J. J. Raven. 

Second Edition. 
Brasses or England, The. Herbert W. 

Macklin. Second Edition. 
Celtic Akt in Pagan and Cheistian 

Times. J. Romilly Allen. 
Castles and Waixbd TowNf op England. 

A. Harvey. 
Domesday Inquest, The. Adolphus Ballard. 
Engush Church Furniture. J. C. Coz 

and A. -Harvey. Second Edition. 
Engush Costume. From Prehistoric Times 

to the End of the Eighteenth Century. 

George Clinch. 
Engush Monastic Lipb. The R!|^t Rev. 

Abbot Gasquet. Fourth Edition. 
English Seals. J. Harvey Bloom. 
Folk-Lore as an Historical Science. 

Sir G. L. Gomme. 
Gilds and Companibs Of Ix}ndoNi Thx. 

George Unwin. 



Manor and Mano|Uax« RecordSi Thb. 

Nathaniel J. Hone. 
MsDiiCVAL Hospitals or England, The. 

Rotha Mary Clay. 
Old English Instruments op Music 

F. W. Galpin. Seeond Edition. 
Old English Libraries. James Hutt. 
Old Service Books op the Engush 

Church. Christopher Wordsworth, and 

Henry Littlehales. Second Edition. 
Parish Life in Mbdi^bval England. 

The Right Rev. Abbot Gasquet. Third 

Edition. 
Parish Registers op England. Tmb. 

J. C Cox. 
Remains op the Prehistoric Age in 

England. B. C. A. Windle. Second 

Edition. 
*RoMAN Era in Britain, The. J. Ward. 
*Roman-British Buildings and Earth- 
works. J. Ward. 
Royal Forests op England, Thb. J, C* 

Cox. 
SiiRXNBS OP British Saints. J. C Wall. 



The Arden Shakespeare. 

Demy Zv0. 2s. 6d. net each volume. 

An edition of Shakespeare in single Plays ; each edited with a full Introduction, 
Textual Notes, and a Commentary at the foot of the page. 



All's Well That Ends Wblu 

Antony and Clbopatea. 

Cymbbline. 

Comedy op Errors. Thb. 

Hamlet. Second Edition* 

Juuus Caesar. 

King Hbnry iy. Pt. u 

King Henry y. 

King Henry vi. Pt. i. 

Kino Henry vi. Pt. ii. 

King Henry yu Pt. uu 

King Lear. 

King Richard in. 

Life and Death op King John, Tbs. 

Love's Iiaboue's Lost. 

Macbbtm. 



Measure pob Measure. 

Merchant op Venice, The. 

Mbrrv Wives op Windsor, Thb. 

MiDSUMMEB Night's Deeam, A. 

Othrllo. 

Pericles. 

Romeo and Juliet. 

Taming op the Shrew, Thb. 

Tempest, The. 

TiMON OP Athens. 

Titus Andronicus. 

Troilus and Cressida. 

Two Gentlemen op VbronAi ThB. 

Twelfth Night. 

Venvs and Adonis. 
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Classks of Art , 

Edited by Dr. J. H. W. LAING. 
Wi/A numerous IHustratums, Wide Royal $vo. 



Ths Art op thb Grsbks. H. B. Walters. 

13/. 6d, tut, 
Thb Akt op ths Romans. H. B. Walters. 

i$t. net. 
C^iAKDm. H. B. A. Furst. im, 6d. net, 
DoNATBLLO. Maud CnUtwelU zsx. net. 
Floksntinb Scultfoks op ths Rbnais- 

SANCB. WiUielm Bode. Translated hj 

Jessie Haynes. ta^ 6d, net. 
Gbokob Romnbv. Arthur B. Chamberlain. 

19*. 6d. net. 
Gmiklandaio. Gerald S. Davies. Second 

Editum. los. 6d, 



Michblangblo. Gerald S. Davies. tv. 6d, 

net. 
RuBBNS. Edward Dillon, asx. net, 
Raphabl. A. P. Opp)^ i2s. 6d, net. , 

'Rembxandt's Etchings. A. M. Hind. 
Titian. Charles Ricketts. is/. 6d. net. 

Tintokbtto. Evelyn March Phillipps. xss. 
met. 

Turner's Skbtchbs and Drawings. A. J. 
FiNBBRG. tax. 6d. net. Second Edition. 

Vblazqubz. a. de Bemete. xdr. 6d. net. 



The Complete Series. 

Fu/ly Illustrated, Demy Sz^. 



Thb Complbtb Biixiard Playbr. Charles 

Roberts, lor. dd. net. 
Thb Complbtb Cook. Lilian Whitlinj. 

7«. U. net. 
Thb CoMPUtTB Cricketer. Albert E. 

Knight. 7*. fid, net. Second Edition. 
The Complete Foxhunter. Charles Rich- 
ardson, sax. 6</. net. Second Edition. 
The Complete Golfer. Harry Vardon. 

xof. 6d. net. Eleventh Edition. 
The Complete Hockey-Player. Eustace 

E. White, jr. net. Second Edition. 
Thb Complete Lawn Tennis Player. 
, A. WaUis Myers, xor. ^ net. Secopd 

Edition, 



The Complete Motorlvt. mson Young* 
X3X. td net. New Edition CSeventA). 

The Complete Mpuntainebr. G. D. 
Abraham, x^s. net. " Second Edition. 

The Complete Oarsman. R. C Lehmann. 
lor. 6d net. 

The Complete Photographer. R. Child 
Bayley. xor. 6d net. Fourth Edition. 

The Complete Rugby Footballer, on thb 
New Zealand System. D. Gallaher and 
W.J. Stead. t69,6dnet. Second Edition, 

The Complete Shot. G. T. T^asdalf 
BuckeU. ^9t.6dnet, Third Edition, 



The Connoissenr's Library. 

With numertm Illustrations* Wide Royal $vo. 2^, net each volume. 



English Furniture. F. S. Robinson. 
English Coloured Books. Martin Hardie. 
•Etchings. F. Wedmore. 
European Enamels. Henry H. Cunyng- 

hame. 
Glass. E;dward Dillon. 
Goldsmiths* and Silversmiths' Work. 

Nelson Dawson. Second Edition. 
Illuminated Manuscripts. J. A. Herbert. 



Ivories. Alfred MaskelL 

Jewellery. H. CUfibrd Smith. Second 
Edition. 

Mezzotints. CyriX tV^cnport. 

Miniatures. Dudky Heathb 

Porcelain. Edward Dillon.^ 

Seals. - Walttede Gray Bt^eh. 

•Wood Sculpture. Alfred MaskelJL 
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Handbooks of Bnglish Churcb History. 

Edited bf J. H. BURN. Crown tvo. zs, 6d, nd each voiunu. 



Tmb Foundations of tub English Chukch. 

J.H.Maude. ^ 
Thb Saxon Chukch and thb Norman Con- 

QUBST. C. T. CnittwdU 
Thb MBDI.AVAL Church and trb Papacy. 

A. C. Jennings. 



Thb Reformation Period. Henry Gee. 
The Strijgglb with Puritanism. Bructt 

Blaxland. 
Thb Church of Enpland in thb Eigh- 

TBBNTH Century. Alfred Plummer. 



Haiidlx)pk8 of Theology. 



The Doctxinb of the Incarnation. R. L. 

Ottley. Fifth Edition^ Ranted, Dtmy 

%vo. uf . td. 
A HisTOBY of Early Christian Doctrinb^ 

J. F. Bethune-Baker. Demy %V0, xos. td. 
An Introduction to the History of 

Religion. F. B. Jeyons. Fifth EdOian, 
[D0tky9at0. wo»»6d. 



An iN^tltODUCTION TO THB HlSTORY OF TRB 

Creeps. A^ £. Born. Dtmy ivo, lot, 6d, 
The Philosophy of. Rbugion in England 

AND America. Alfred Caldecott. DemyZva, 

tor. td, 
Thb XXXIX. Articles of thb Church of 

England. Edited by £. C. S. Oibaoo. 

S€94m$h M^Htim* O^mg^vo, it.td. 



The Illustrated Pocket Library of Plain and Coloured Books. 

Fcap, Svo, 3j. 6if. net each volume, 
. WITH COLOURED ILLUSTRATIONS. 

Trb DARtik or Lifr: A Poem. Tk« Author 

of* Dr. Syntax.' 

LiFB in London. PteroeBgan. 

Real Lifb in London. An Amstear (Piore* 
Egan). Two Voiumts, 

The Life of an Actor. Pierce Egan. 

The Vicar of Wakbfibld. Oliver Gold- 
smith. 

1'hb MtLiTART Adventures of Johnny 
Newcombe. An Officer. 

The National Sports of Great Britain. 
With Detcriptions and 50 Coloured Plates by 
Henry Aiken. 

The Adventures of a Post Captain. 
A Naval Officer. 

Gamonia. Lawrence Rawstorne. 

An Academy for Grown Horsbmbn. 
Geoffi-ey GaAbado. 

Rral Lifr in Irbland. A Real Paddy. 

The Adventures of Johnny Newcombe i|| 
the NaVy. Alfred Burton. 

The Old Enoush Squire. John Careless. 

The English Spy. Bernard Blackmantla. 
Tiuo Volmmt, 1%, net. 



Old tJbiJbt/RBD Books. Oeoirge Paston. n, 

net, 
Thb L^fb and P^th of John Mytton, 

Esq. Nimrod. Fifth Edition. 
The Lifb of a Sportsman. Nimrod. 
Handlbv Crobs. R. &, Sortees. Thind 

Edition, 
Mr. Sponge's Sporting Tour. R. S. 

Surtees. 
JoRRocKs's Taunts and Jollities. R. S. 

Surtees. .Third Edition, 
Ask Mamma. R. S. Surtees. 

Thb Analysis of thb Hunting Fibuk 

R. S. Surtees. 
The Tour of Dr. Syntax in Search of 

THB Picturesque. William Combe. 

The Tour of Dr. Syntax in Search of 
Consolation. William Combe. 

Thb Third Tour of Dr. Syntax in Search 

OF A WiFB. William Combe. 

The History of Johnny Quae Gbnus. 
the Author of ' The Three Tours.' 

The Encush Dance of Death, from the 

f)esigns of T. Rowlandson, with Metrical 
Uttstrattons by tne Author oi 'Doctor 
Syntax.' Two Volmmo*. 



Digitized by 



Google 



l6 



Methuen and Company Limited 



WITH PLAIN ILLUSTRATIONS, 



The Gkats : A Poem. Robert Blair. 

iLLUtTXATiOMS OP THK BooK OP JoB. In- 
vented and engraved by William Hlake. 

WiNosoK Castlb. W. Harrison Ainsworth. 

Thk Towxr op London. W. Harrison 
Ainsworth. 



Frank Fairlbgh. F. B. Smedley. 

Handt Andt. Samud Lover. 

Thb Complrat Anglbr. Izaak Walton and 

Charles Cotton. 
Thb Pickwick Papers. Charles Dickens. 



Leaders of Religion 

Edited by H. C. BEECHING. fVitJk Portraits. 
Crown 8«v. 2s. net each volunu. 



Cardinal Nbwman. R. H. Hutton. 

John Weslbt. J. H. Overton. 

Bishop Wilbbrporcb. G. W. DanielL 

Cardinal Manning. A. W. Hutton. 

Charlbs Simbon. H. C G. Moule. 

John Knox. F. MacCunn. Second Edition, 

John Howb. R. F. Horton. 

Thomas Kbn. F. A. Clarke. 

Gborgb Fox, thb QtiAKBB. T. Hodgkin. 

Third Edition, 
John Kbblb. Walter Lock. 



Thomas Chalmers. Mrs. Oliphant. Second 
Edition. 

Lancelot Andrewbs. R.L. Ottley. Second 
Edition* 

Augustine op Canterbury. E. L. Cutts. 
WiLUAM Laud. W. H. Hutton. Third Ed, 
John Donne. Augustas Jessop. 
Thomas Cranmbr. A. J. Mason. 
Bishop Latimer. R. M. Carlyle and A. J. 
Carlyle. ^ 

Bishop Butler. W. A. Spooner. 



The Library of Devotion. 

>Mth Introductions and (where necessary) Notes. 
Small Pott %vo^ clcth^ Is, ; leather, 2s, 6d, net each volume, 
OP St. Augustinb. 



Thb Conpbssions 
Seventh Edition, 

Thb Imitation op Christ. Sixth RdiOon, 

The Christian Ybar. Fourth Edition, 

Lyra Innocentium. Second Edition, 

ThbTbmplb. Second Edition, 

A Book op Devotions. Second Edition, 

A Serious Call to a Devout and Holt 
Life. Fourth Edition, 

A Guide to Eternity. 

The Inner Wat. Second Edition, 

On the Love op God. 

The Psalms op David. 

Lyra Apostolica. 

The Song op Songs. 

The Thoughts op Pascal. Second Edition, 

A Manual op Consolation prom thb 
Saints and Fathers. 

DbvotioNs prom the Apocrypha. 

The Spiritual Combat. 

The Devotions op St. Ansblm. 

Bishop Wilson's Sacra Priyata. 



Gracb Abounding to tkb Chiep op Siw 

HERS. 

Lyra Sacra: A Book of Sacred Verse. 
Second Edition, 



A Day Book prom 
Fathers. 



THB Saints and 



A Little Book op Heavenly Wisdom. A 
Selection from the laigUsh Mystics. 

Light, Lips, and Love. A Selection from 
the German Mystics. 

An Introduction to the Devout Lipb. 

The Little Flowers op thb Glorious 

Messbr St. Francis and op his Friars. 

Death and Immortautt. 

Thb Spiritual Guidb. Second Edition. 

Devotions por Every Day in the Wbsk 
AND THE Great Festivals. 

Prbces Privatjl 

HoRiC Mysticjb: A Day Book from the 
Writings of Mystics of Many Nations. 
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Little Books on Art. 

With mmny Hiustratmu. Demy i6mc, 2s, 6d, net each volume* 

Each Tolnme consists of about 200 pages, and contains from 30 to 40 lUustrationsi 
including a Frontispiece in Photograyure. 

HoLBBiN. Mrs. G. Fortescne. 

Illumina'Txd Manusckipts. J. W. Bradley. 

Jbwbllbkt. C Davenport. 

John Hoppnbk. H. P. K. Skipton. 

Sir Joshua Reynolds. J. Sime. Second 

Editioi^ 
Millet. N. Peacoclc 
Miniatures. C. Davenport 
Our Lady in Art. >f rs. H. Jenner. 
Raphabl. a. R. Dryhurst. 
Rembrandt. Mrs. E. A. Sharp. 
Turner, t. Tyrrcll-GiU, 
Vandyck. M. G. Smallwood. 

W. WUberforce and A. R. 



Albrbcht DOrbb. J. Allen. 
Arts of Jatait, T^b. K. DUIoo. 

Edition. 
Bookplates. E. Almack. 
Botticelli. Mary L. Bonaor. 
BuBNE- Jones. F. de Lisle. 
Christian Symbolism. Mrs. H. Jenner. 
Christ in Art. Mrs. H. Jenner. 
Claude. B. Dillon. 
Constable. H. W. Tompldns. Second 

Edition, 
Corot. a. Pollard and E. Bimstingl. 
Enamels. Mrs. N. Dawson. 
Fredebic Leighton. a. Corkran. 
George Romney. G. Paston. 
Greek Art. H.B.Walters. Fourth Edition, 
Gbbuzb and Bouchbb. E. F. Pollard. 



Velasquez. 

Gilbert. 
Watts. R. E. D. Sketchlej. 



The Little aalleries. 

Demy idmo, 2s. 6d, net each volume. 

Each volume contains ao plates in PHotogravure, together with a short outline of 
the life and work of the master to whom the book is devoted. 



A Little Gallery of Reynolds. . 
A Little Gallery of Romney. 
A LrrTLB Galuebt or Hoppnbb. 



A LiTTLB GaLLEBY OF MiLLAIS. 

A LiTTLB GaLLBBY OF EhGUSH POBTt. 



The Little auides. 

With many Illustrations bjr £. ,H. N£w and other artists, and from photographs. 

Small Pott Zvo, cloth, 2s. 6d. net; leather, y. 6d, net^ each volume. 

The main features of these Guides a^e (i) a handy and charming form ; (2) ilhis- 
trationsfrom photographs and hy well-known artists ; (3) good plans and maps ; (4) 
an adequate but < compact presentation of everything that is interesting in die 
natural features, history, archaeology, and architecture of the town or district treated. 



Cambridgb and rrs Colleges. A. Hf 
Thompson. Third Edition^ Revised. 

Channel Islands, The. E. E. Btcknell. 

Engush LAKESr The. F. G. Brabant. 

Isle of Wight, T^e. G. Clinch. 

Malvern Country, The. B. C. A. Windle. 

North Wales. A. T. Story. 

Oxford and its Colleges. J. Wells: 
Ninth Edition, 



Shakespeare's Country. B. C. A. Windle. 

Third Edition. 
St. Paul's Cathedbau G. Clbch. 
Westminster Abbey. 

Second Edition, 



G. E. TroutUck. 



Bebkshibb. F. G. Brabant. 
Buckinghamshire. E. S. Rosoob. 
Chbshibb. W. M. Gallichan. 
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Methuen and company Limited 



Thb Ltttlb Gown-' tmti mm td , 

CoKHWAix. A. L. Salmoa. 

Dbubyshibb. J. C.<^Jfe 

DsvoN. S. Baring'Gould. Stcomd Rdiiicn, 

DoKsrr. F. R. Heath. Skoho, Edition, 

E«SBX. J. CCox. 

Hampshiks. J. C Cox. 

UBXTroKOSHiRB. U. W. TompIuBs. 

Kknt. G. abch, 

Kbrkt. C p. Crane. 

MiDPLBSKX. J. B. Firth. 

Monmouthshire. G. W. Wade and J. H. 

Wade. 
Norfolk. W. A. Dutt. Second Editi(m^ 

Revised, 
NoRTHAMrroMSHiRK. W. Dry. Second Ed, 
Northumberland. J. E. Morris. 
Nottinghamshire. L. Guilford. 
OxFOKOSUiBB. F. G. Brabant. 



Somerset. G. W. and J. H. Wade. 

STAFPOKpainEB. C E. Maeefidd. 

Suffolk. W. A. Dutt. 

Surrey. J. C. Cox. 

Sussex. F. G. Brabant. Third Edttion, 

Wiltshire. F. R. HeMh. 

Ths East Rxouiq. J. 



YOEKftHIRB, 

Morris. 

Yorkshire, 

Morris. 



Thb North Riding. J. E. 



Yorkshire, Thb West Riding. J. E. 
Morris. Chth^ y. 6d. uetj UtUMer, ^, 6d. 
net. 



Brittany. 8. Baring-Gould. 
Normandy. C. Scudamore. 
Rome. CO. EUaby. 
Sicily. F. H. Jacksoa. 



The Little Library. 

With Introductions, Notes, and Photogravure Frontispiece!. 
Small Pott 2^0, Each VoluffU, cloth, is, 6d. net. 



AnoiU A LITTLE BOOK OF ENGLISH 
LYRICS. Second Edition, 

Austen (Jane). PRIDE AND PREJU- 
DICE. Two Volumes, 

NORTHANGER ABBEY. 

Bacon (Fpattcfs). TfiE ESSAYS O* 

LORD BACON. 
Barham (R. H.). THE INGOLDSBY 

LEGENDS. Two Volumes, 

Barnet (Annle^ A LITTLE BOOK OF 
. ENGLISH i^ROSB. 

Beckford (William). THE HISTORY 
OF THE CALI*'H VATHEK* 

Blake (William). SELECTIONS FROM 
*IhE^WORKS OF WILLIAM BLAKE. 

fcOProw (Georgfe). LAVENGRO. Two 

Volume*. 
THE ROMANY vRYE. 
Bpowning (Robert). SELECTIONS 
« Vr8m' TH^ EARLY POEMS OF 

ROBERT BROWNING. 

CanninfiT (George). SELECTtONS FROM 
THE ANTI-JaCOBIN: with Oborob 
Canning's additional Poema, 

Cowley (Abraham). THE ESSAYS OF 
ABRAHAM (^OWijEY. - 

Crabbe (GMP«e). SELECTIONS FROM 
THE POEMS OF GtQRG*; CRABBE. 



Cralk (Mrs.). JOHN HALIFAX, 
GENTLEMAN. Two Volumes, 

Crashaw (Richard). THE ENGLISH 
POEMS OF RICHARD CRASHAW. 

Dante Aiighleri. THE INFERNO OF 

DANTE. Translated by H. F. Carv. 
THE PURGATORIO OF DANTE. Tran*^ 

lated by H. F. Carv. 
THE PARADISO OF DANTE. Trans- 

lated by H. F. Carv. 

Darley (George). SELECTIONS FROM 
THE POEMS OF GEORGE DARLEY. 

Deaite 

LIGH' 

Dlckens«^harles). CHRISTMAS BOOKS. 

Two Volume*. 

Ferrler (Susan). MARRIAGE. Two 

Volumes, 
THE INHERITANCE. Two Volume*, 

GaskdIKMrs.). CRANFORD. Second Ed. 

Hawthorne ^Kathaniel). THE SCARLET 
LETTER. 

Henderson (T. fX A LITTLE BOOK 
OF SCOTTISH VERSE. 

Keats (John). POEMS. 

Kinslake (A. W.). EOTHEN. Second 
EdiUoH. 



\A. C). A UTTLE BOOK OF 
T^ERSK 
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Thb Littlb Lii«a«t— tf^/miMK* 

Lamb (Charles). ELIA, AND THB LAST 
ESSAYS OF ELIA. 

LoekerCF.). LONDON LYRICS. 

Lonfirfellow (H. W.). SELECTIONS 
FROM THE POEMS OF H. W. LONG- 
FELLOW. 



Mapvell (Andrew). 
ANDREW MARV: 



THE POEMS OP 
ELL. 



MUton (John). THE MINOR POEMS OF 
JOHN MILTON. 

MoIpO). M.). MANSIEWAUCH. 

Niehols (J. B. B.). A LITTLE BOOK 

OF ENGLISH SONNETS. 

Rochefbueauld (La). THE MAXIMS OF 

LA ROCHEFOUCAULD. 
Smith (Hopaee and James). REJECTED 

Sterne (Laurenee). A SENTIMENTAL 
JOURNEY. 



Tennyson (Alfk^. Lord). THE EARLY 
POEMS OF ALFRED, LORD TENNY- 
SON. 

IN MEMORIAM. 

THE PRINCESS. 

MAUD. 

Thaekeray (W. M.). VANITY FAIR. 

PENDENNIS. 'ThrteVctunut. 

ESMOND. 

CHRISTMAS BOOKS. 

Vaujrhan (Henry). THE POEMS OF 
HENRY VAUGHAN. 

Walton gzaak). THE COMPLEAT 
ANGLER. 

Waterhouse (Elizabeth). A LITTLE 
BOOK OF LIFE AND DEATH., 
ThirtggHth Edition, 

Wordsworth niF.). SELECTIONS FROM 
THE POEMS OF WILLIAM WORDS- 
WORTH. 

Wordsworth (W.) snd Coleridfe (8, 1,% 
LYRICAL BALLADS. SecomTEdtftm. 



The Littla Quarto Shakespeare. 

Edited by W. J. CRAIG. With Introductions and Notes. 

Pott \6mo. In 40 Volumes, Leather^ price is, net each volume. 

Mahogany J^tMving Book Case, los, net, 

Itiniatore Lifarazy* 



EuPHKANOK : A Dialogue on Youth. Edward 
r FiuGeraid. D*my ytm^ Lfother^ m. n^, 

Thb Ltpb of Edwakd, Lokd Hbkbkkt of 
Chkrbury. Written by himself. Demy 
33Mtf. Leathtr, as, net. 



PoLONius: or Wise Saws and Modem In- 
stances. Edward Fit«Gcraid. Dfmje ^tm^. 
Leather^ m, net. 

The RubAiyXt of Omar KhayyXm. Edward 
-FitzGerald. Fourth Edition, Leather^ u, 
net. 



Cars of ths Sooy. Thb. F. Canuiagh. 
Second Edition, js. 6d, net. 



The New Library of Hedicine. 

Edited by C. W. 6ALEEBY. Demy^oM. 

Drugs and thb Drug Habit. H. Saiasbury. 
A.T. Scho- 



Childrbn of thb Nation, Thb. The Right 
Hon. Sir John Gorst. Second Edition, 
7*. td, net. 

Control of a Scourob, Thb: or. How 
Cancer is Cunble. Ctaas. P. Childe. ^e.hd. 
net, 

DisBASKS OF Occupation. Sir Thoaiai Ollfe^. 
lor. ^d, net. Second Edition, 

^iNK Problem, Thb, in its Medico-Socio* 
logical Aspecu. Edited by T. N. Kelyaack. 
7*. 6</. net. 



Functional Nbrvb Diseases. 
field. 7X. 6</. net, 

Hyoibnb of Mind, The. T. S. Clouston. 
Fifth Edition, ^s, td net. 

Infant Mortauty. Si^:Georgi Newman. 
^t, 6d, net, 

Prbybntion of Tuberculosis (Consumf* 
tion), The. Arthur Newsholme. xoe,6d, 
net. Second Edition^ 

Air and Health. Ronald C MadU. fs,^ 
net, Secoftd Edition^ ., 
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The New Library of Husio. 

Edited by ERNEST NEWMAN. lUustraUd. Demy %vo. 7'. 6^. n^t- 

Brahms. J. A FaQer^lIaUlMd. Steond I Handbu R. A. Streatfeild. Stcond Mditicm, 
EJitim. 1 Hooo Wolf. Erofst Nevmaa. 

Oxford Biographies. 

JUustraitd, Fcap. SfW. Each volume^ chth^ ts. 6d. net; leather^ p, 6d, nd. 



Dantb AuGRiBiu. Paget Tojrnbee. Third 

Edition, 
GiKOLAMO Savonarola. B. L. & Honkirgh. 

F0wrtkE4iiWH. 
John Howard. B. C S. Gibson. 
Alvrsp TRMNVSONf A. C. Bcosou. Second 

Sir Walvbr Ralxigh. I. A Taylor. 
Erasmvi. £. F. H. Capay. 



Thb Young Prbtbndkr. C S. Terry. 

RoBBRT Burns. T. F. Henderson. 

Chatham. A. S. M'DowalL 

Francis or Assisl Anna M. Stoddart. 

Canning. W. Alison Phillips. 

Bbaconsfibld. Walter SicheL 

JoHANN Wolfgang Gobthb. H. G. Atkins. 

Francois FiMBLOV. Viscount St. Cyres. 



Bemantio History. 

Edited by MARTIN HUME. IlhutraUd. D€my%oo. 

A series of attractire volnmes in which the periods and personaMties selected are 

sacb as a£ford romantic human interest, in addition to their historical 

importance. 



Thb First Gotbrnxss or thb Nbthbr- 
LANDS, Margarbt OF AUSTRIA. Eleauof 
B. Tremayne. tor. td m*L 

Two Emgush Qubbns and Phjup. Hartia 



Hume. i5f. met. 
Trb Nim Days' Qubbn. lUchard DaTey. 
With a Preface by Martb Home. Second 
EdOion. zot. 6d ntU 



The states of Italy. 

Edited by E. ARMSTRONG and R. LANGTON DOUGLAS. 

lUustraUd. Dimy 8m. 

A HisTORT or Milan under thb SroRZA. I A History or Vbrona. A M. Allen, xaf. &A 
:Cecilia M. Ady. jo$.6dn*t, \ noL 

A History or Pbruoia. W. Heywood. xu, 6d. net. 
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Tho Westminster Commentariefl. 

General Editor, WALTER LOCK. 



Thb Acts of tub Apostlbs. Edited by R. 
B. Racklum. Demy %vo. Fifth EeUtion. 
lOS. td, 

Thb Fibst Epistlb of Pactl thb Apostlb 
TO THB Corinthians. Edited by H. L. 
' Goudge. Third Edition, Demy Zvo, 6f . 

Thb Book of Sxodus. Edited by A. H. 
M'NeUe. With a Map and 3 Plans. Demy 
Zvo, lot. 6d. 

Xnn Book of Ezbkibl. Edited by H. A. 
Redpath. DemySva, io$.6d. 



Thb Book of Gbnbsis. Edited with Intro- 
duction and Notes by S. R. Driver, 
Eighth Edition, Demy 8va. lor. 6d, 

Thb Book op thb Prophbt Isaiah. Edited 
by G. W. Wade. Demy Svo, xos, €d. 

Additions andCorkbctions inthb Sbtbnth 
Edition op Thb Book of Gbnbsis. S. R. 
Driver. Demy Zvo. is- 

Thb Book o p Job. £diced by E. C. S. Gibson. 
Second Edition. Demy %V0. 6*. 

Thb Epistlb op St. Jambs. Edited with In- 
troduction 'and Notes by R. J. Koowling. 
Second Edition. Demy 9vo. 6t. 



Methaen's Shilling Library. 



Db Profundis. Oscar Wilde. 
Thb Lorb of thb Honkv-Bbb. Tickner 
Edwazdes. 

I«BTTBRS from A SeLP-MaDB MERCHANT 

TO HIS Son. George Horace Lorimer. 
^Sbusctbd Pobms. Oscar Wilde. 



*Thb Lipb op RoBBBT Louis Stbvbmsom. 
Graham Balfour. 



•Thb Lifb of John Ruskin. 
wood. 



•Thb Condition of Englamd. 
Masterman. 



W. G. CoUing- 

G. F. a 



Part III.— A Selection of Works of Fiction 



iUbanesl (E. Maria). SUSANNAH AND 

ONE OTHER. Fourth Edition. Cr. 

Zvo. ts. 
LOVE AND LOUISA. Second Edition. 

Cr. Zvo. 6s. 
THE BROWN EYES OF MARY. Third 

Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s. 
I KNOW A MAIDEN. Third Edition. 

Cr. Zvo. 6s. 
THE INVINCIBLE AMELIA: or, Thb 

Poutb Advbnturbss. Third Edition, 

Cr, Zvo. %t, 6d, 
THE GLAD HEART. Ei/th Edition, 

Cr, Zvo, 6e, 

Bajfot (Richard). A ROMAN MYSTERY. 

' Third Edition. Cr. Z^o. 6s. 

THE PASSPORT. Fourth Edition, Cr, 

Zvo. 6s. 
ANTHONY CUTHBERT. Fourth EdiHvm. 

Cr. Zvo. 6s. 
LOVE'S PROXY. Cr.Zivo. 6s. 
DONNA DIANA. Second Edition. Cr. 

Bvo, 6s, 
CASTING OF NETS. Tweffth Edition, 

THE HOUSE OF SERRAVALLE. Third 
Edition, Cr, Zv0, f^. 



Bailey /E.G.). STORM AND TREASURE.- 

Third Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s, 
•THE LONELY QUEEN. Second Edition, 

Cr, Zvo. 6s, 

Barinsr-Gould (S.), IN THE ROAR 

OF THE SEA. Eig^Ath Edition, Cr. Zvo, 

6s. 
MARGERY OF QUETHER. Second 

Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s. 
THE QUEEN OF LOVE. Fifth Edition, 

Cr. Zvo. 6s. 
JACQUETTA. Third Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s. 
KITTY ALONE. Fifth Edition. Cr.Zvo. dr. 
N0€MI. Illustrated. Fourth Edition, Cr; 

9vo. 6s. 
THE BROOM . SQUIRE. Illustrated. 

Fifth Edition. Cr. Zvo, 6s. 
DARTMOOR IDYLLS. Cr.Zvo. 6s. 
GUAVAS THE TINNER. Iflustrated. 

Second Edition. Cr.Zvo. 6s. 
BLADYS OF THE STEWPONEY. lUos- 

trated. Second Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s, 
PABO THE PRIEST. Cr. Zvo. 6s. 
WINEFRED. lUustrated. Second Edition, 

Cr. Zvo. 6s. 
ROYAL GEORGIS. Illustrated. Cr,9v0.6i, 
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Methuen ani>.. Company Limited 



(H.). EMMANUEL BURDEN. 
CHANT. lUustmed. Stcond Sditum, 



CHRIS OP ALL SORTS. Cr, 8««. 6r. 
IN DSWISLAND. SmiU M^itim^ Cn. 

tvw. 6r. ' ^ 

THE FROBISHERS. Cr, twu «f. ___ 
MRS. CURGENVEN OF CURGENVltN. 

Fifth Bditim. Cr,%90, 6*. 

Barp (Robept). IN THE MIDST OF 
ALARMS. TMrdEditimt. Cr, 8m. 6«. 

THE COUNTESS TEKLA. /!(/](* 
EdiH^m, Cr, 9mo, 6#. 

THE MUTABLE MANY. Third Editimu 
Cr, tv0k dfc. 

Beflito (Harold). THE CURIOUS AND 
DIVERTING ADVENTURES OF SIR 
JOHN SPARROW, baitt. ; ok, Thb 
Pmocnns or an Orxif Mind. 
Edihm, Cr, Sv#. 6i, 

Belloe . 

MERC] 

Cr. iv0. 6s. 
A CHANGE IN THE CABINET. TAini 

Edition, Cr. Svw. 6«. 

Bennett (Arnold). CLAYHANGER. 

Seventh Editmu Cr.UfOk 6r. 
THE CARD. Ei/tA Edition, Cer. 8m. «r. 
•HILDA LESSWAYS. Cr. %vc, fa, 

Benson (B. F.). DODO : A DrrAit. of thb 
DAT. Si.9i0mtk EdiUm . Cr, 8m. 6r. 

Btrmingham (Georn A.). THE BAD 

TIMES. Second Edition. Cr.Zvo, ts. 
SPANISH GOLD. Sixth Edition, Cr. 

%vo, 6c.' 
THB SEARCH PARTY. Fifth Edition. 

Cr. Zvo. d». 
•LALAGE'S LOVERS. Cr. 8m. 6*. 
•THE AOVtBNTURBS OF DR. WHITTY. 

Cr. 8m. U, 

Bowen (Marjorie). I will MAIN- 

TAIN. Sixth Edition, Cr. Bvo, 6s, 
DEFENDER OF THE FA)TH. Fourth 
Edition, Cr,9vo, 6s, 

Castle (Affnes and Eflrerton). FLOWER 
O' THE ORANGK, and Other Tales. 
Third Edition, Cr,Zvo, 6s, 

Clifford (Mrs. W. K.). THE GETTING 
WELL OF DOROTHY. Illustrated. 
Second Edition, Cr.9vo. y.6d, 

Conrad (Joseph). THB SECRET AGENT: 

A Simple Tale. Fourth Ed. Cr. Bvo. 6s. 

A SET 6f SIX. Fourth Edition. Cr.Zvo, 6s. 

UNDER WESTERN EYES. Cr, 8m. 6s. 

Corelll(MaHe). A ROMANCE OF TWO 

WORLDS. Thirtieth Ed, Cr. Bvo, 6s, 
VENDETTA. Twenty^hth Edition, Ca 

BvoL, 6s, 
THELMA I A Nokwsgian Pkincbss. 

Ffrtyr/hrsi Edition. Cr.Bifo, 6s, 
ARDATH : Thb Stort op a Dead Sxlt. 

Twetttieth Edition., Cr.Bvo. 6a. ... 



THB SOUL OF LILITH. SeventoomA 

Edition. X^. 8mL ^ 6s, 
WORMWOOD : A Drama or Paris. 
^Mu^ioemih Edition, Cr.Bvo, 6s, 
BARABBAS : A Drbam op thb Wokld's 

Tragbdy. FortrAft^ Edition. ^Cr. 8m. 

THE SORROWS OF SATAN. Fiftyslxtk 

Edition, Cr. Bvo, 6s. 
THE MASTER CHRISTIAN. Thirt^omtk 

Edition, tjoth Thousand, Cr. Bvo. 6x. 
TEMPORAL POWER : A Studt in 

SupRBMAcr. Second Editiofs, xsoth 

Thousand, Cr,Bvo. 6s, 
OOiy¥ GOOD MAN : A Sxmpls Lovb 

Story. FifUenth Edition, xs^th Thou- 
sand. Cr. Bvo. 6s, 
HOLY ORDERS: thb Tragbdy of a 

QufBT LfTB. Second Edition, xaoth 

Thousand. Crown Bvo. 6s. 
THE MIGHTY ATOM. Twentyoesnih 

Edition, Cr, ^oo, 6s, 
BOY : a Sketc)i. Tiue(fth Edition, Cr, 8m. 

6*. 
CAMEOS. FeurUenth Edition, Cr.Bvo. 6s, 
THE UFE EVERLASTING. Second Ed, 

Cr. Bvo. 6s. 

Crockett (S. ft.). LOCHINVAR. iUu». 

trated. Third Edition. Cr. Bw. 6s, 
THE STANDARD BEARER. Sor^md 
Edition, Cr,%vo. 6t. 

Croker (B. M.). THE OLD CANTON- 
MENT. Second Edition. Cr. Bvo. 6s. 
iOHANNA. Second Edition, Cr, Bvo. 6s. 
HE HA?PY VALLEY. Fourth Ed^tum. 
Cr. Bvo. 6s. J ; : 

A NINE DAYS' WONDER. FourU 

Edition, Cr. Bvo, 6s. 
PEGGY OF THE QARTONS. Somomtk. 

Edition, Cr. Bvo, , 6e. 
ANGEL. Fifth Edition, Cr.Bvo,, 6s^ 
KATHERINE THE ARROGANT. Sixth 

Edition. Cr. Bvo. 6s. 
BABES IN THE WOOD. Fourth Edition. 
Cr. Bvo, 6s, 

Doyle (A. Conan). ROUND THE RED 
LAMP. Twelfth Editiom. Cr.Bvo^ 8c 

Duncan (Sara Jeannette} (Mrs, Eirefard 
Cotes). A VOYAGE OF CONSOLATION; 
Illustrated. Third Edition, Or. Bvoi ^. 

COUSIN CINDERELLA. Second Edition, 

THE BURNT OFFERING^ Second 
KBdition. Cr.Bvo. 6s. i 

Fenn ca Manvllle}. SYD BSLTON: 
Thb Boy who would not oo to Sba. 
Illustrated. Second Ed Cr, ^vit, 3t,.6d. 

Findlater (J. H.). THE GREEN GRAVES 
. OF BALGOWRIE. Fifth Editioti. Cr. 

Bvo. 6s. 
THEXADDERTOTHESTAR& Secind 

Edition, Cr,Bvo, 6e. , ". u 
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VlBdlat^^ (Maiy). A NARROW WAY, 
Third BditioH* Cr^%vo, 6»- ■ ; 

OVER THE HILLS. Second Mdttitn. Cr, 
^v0, 6x. 

THE ROSE OF JOY. TMni Mdition, 

A BLIND BIRD'S NEST. lUuitrated. 
Second Edition. Cr. Zvo. ^. 

Fry (B. and G. B). A MOTHER'S SON. 
Ji't/iA Editionk^ Cr, Zvo, 6*. 

•Gibbon (Perceval). MARGARET 
HARDING. Cr.^o. U, 

GiftSitiC (fiec»tt«V THE CROWN OF 
LIFE. Cr. Zvo. d*. 

Happaden (Beatrice). ^I N VARYING 

MOODS. Fourteenth Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6*. 

THE SCHOLARS DAUGHTER. Fourth 
Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s. ^^^ ««.,«^ 

HILDA STRAFFORD and THE REMIT- 
TANCE MAN. Twelfth Ed, Cr.Zvo. U. 

INTERPLAY. Fifth Edition. Cr, Zvo. 6*. 

Hlchens (Robert). THE PROPHET OF 

BERKELEY SQUARE. Secoftd EdUioH. 

Cr, Zvo. 6*. ■ ' • I 

TONGUES OF CONSCIENCE. . Thir4 

Edition, Cr.Zvo. 6*. 
FELIX. Seventh Edition. Cr.ZvO, 6x. 
THE WOMAN WITH THE FAN. Eighth 

Edition. Cr.Zvo, 6s. 
BVEWAYS. Cr.Zvo. 6s. 
THE GARDEN OF ALLAH. Twenttetk 

Edition. Cr. Zvo, 6s. ^ ^ . 
THE BLACK SPANIEL. Cr. Zvo. 6s. 
THE CALL OF T|IE BLOOD, Seventh 

Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s. . . ^ 

BARBARY SHEEP. Second Edition. Cr. 

•THE DWELLER ON THE THRES- 
HOLD. Cr. Zvo, 6*. 

Hope (Anthony). THE GOD IN THE 

CAR. Eleventh Edition. Cr.Zvo. 6s. 
A CHANGE OF AIR. Sixth Edition. Cr. 
Zvd, 6s. 

J [AN OF MARK. Seventh Ed. Cr Zvo. 6s, 
E CHRONICLES OF COUNT AN- 
TONIO. Sixth Edition. Cr.Zvo. 6s. 

PHROSO. lUusuattd. Eighth Edition. 
Cr. Zvo. 6s. . , ^ .. . 

$IMON DALE. lUustratcd. Eighth Edttum, 
' Cr. Zvo. 6s. . . . 

THE KING'S MIRROR. Fifth Edttton, 
Cr. Zvo. 6s. ^ ^ 

OUISANTE. Fourth Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s. 

THE DOLLY DIALOGUES. Cr. Zvoi 6f. 

A SERVANT OF THE PUBLIC Illus- 
trated. Fourth Edition, Cr, Zvo. 6s. 

TALES OF TWO PEOPLE. Third Edi- 
tion, Cr. Zvo, 6s. _^ 

THE GREAT MISS DRIVER. Fourth 
Edition, Cr. Zvo, 6s, 

•MRS. MAXON PROTESTS. Cr, Zvo. 6s, 

Hutten (Baroness von)v THE HALO. 
Fi/ti^ Edition., Cr.Zvo. 6r. 






Hyne (C J. CuteMlfe). , MR. HOR- 

ROCKS, PURSER. F(/ih Edition. Cr. 
ivo, 6s, 

•Inner Shirfne; (Author of the). ^ THE 
WILD OLIVE. Third Edition. Cr.Zvo. 
6s. 

Jacobs (W. W.y. MANY CARGOES. 

Thirtyrsecond Edition. Cr. Zvo. y. 6d. r 
§EA URCHINS. Sixtunth Edition. Cr. 

Zvo. xs. 6d. 
A MASTER OF CRAFT. Illuattated. 

Ninth Edition. Cr. Zxf^. 3*. 6d. 
LIGHT FREIGHTS. IHustratcd. Eig^hA 

Editiofi. Cr. Zvo. y. 6d 

THE SKIPPER'S^ Booing. TcHth Ed. 

Cr. Zvo. y.6d. 
AT SUNWICH PORT. lUtotrated. Teikik 

Edition. Cr. Zvo. y. 6d. 
DIALSTONE LANE. lUuatrated. Eighth 

Edition. Cr. Zvo. y. 6d. 
ODD CRAFT. lUuttraied. Fourth EdiHHi. 

THE LAD Y^ THE BARGE^ Iilustrate<t. 

Eighth Edition. Cr. Zvo. 3*. 6d. 
SALTHAVEN. Illustrated. Third Edition. 

Cr. Zvo. y. 6d. ' 

SAILORS' KNOTS. Illustrated. Fi/fh 

Edition. Cr. Zvo. 3*. 6d., 
SHORT CRUISES. Third Edition. Cr. 

Zvo. y,6d. 

James (Henry). TkE ddCDEN BOWL. 

T/iird Edition. Cr.Zvo. 6s. 
THB. FINER GRAIN. TJ^ird Edition. 
Cr. Zvo. 6s. 

Le Queux (William). THE HUNCHBACK 
OF WESTMINSTER. Third Edition 
Cr.Zvo. 6s. ^ . . 

THE CLOSED BOOK. Third Editipn. 
Cr Zvo, 6s. 

THE VALLEY OP THE SHADOW 
Illustrated. Third Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s. 

BEHI ND THE THRONE. Third Edition. 
Cr.Zvo. 6s. 

THE CROOKED WAY. Second Editio^ 
Cr.Zvo. 6s. . *^ 

London (Jack). WHITE FANG. Eighth 
Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s. 

Lucas (E. V.> LISTENER'S LURE: Ah 

Obliqub Narration. Eighth Edition. 

Fcajt. Zvo. y- ^ ' 

OVER BEMERTON'S: An Eaiy-ooinq 

Chronxclb. Ninth, Edition, ^cqp Zvo. «. 
MR. INGLESIDE. EijghOi Edition. Cr. 

Zvo. 6s. . 

Lyall (Edna). DERRICK VAUOHAN, 
NOVELIST. 44M Thousand. Cr. Zvo. 
y. 6d. > 

Maonaughtan (S.). THE FORTUNE OF 
CHKlbTINA 'M*NAB. Fijth Edition. 
Cr. Zvo. 6s, 

•PETER AND JANS. Cr^ Bm. 6r. 
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■aMtCLaeftS). COLONEL ENDERBVS 
WIFE. KfikEMtwm, Cr,99^ 6f. 

A COUNSEL OF PERFECTION. Stcmd 
EditUm, Cr,§v0, 6r. 

THE WAGES OF SIN. SiJtigmtk Ediii0m, 
Cr,%o0. fa. 

THECARISSIMA Fifth Rd, Cr. 8v». 6f . 

THE GATELESS BAKUER. Fifth Edi- 
tion, Cr. %vo. 6r. 

THE HISTORY OF SIR RICHARD 
CALMADY. SmmihEditum, Cr, 8tw. 6f. 

■aim (Hn. M. B.). THE PARISH 

NURSE. Fpurth EdftUm. Cr. Bffv. 6s. 
A SHEAF OF CORN. Socsmd Edition, 

Cr. %V0. 6s. 
THE HEART^MITBR. Stcond Edition, 

Cr.9ao. 6s. 
AVENGING CHILDREN. Second Edition, 

Cr.9ao, 6s. 
ASTRAY IN ARCADY. Socond Edition, 

Cr, Bvo. 6s. 
THERE WAS A WIDOW. Cr. Svo. 6s, 

Harsh (RiAard). THE COWARD BE- 

HIND THE CURTAIN. Cr, 8cw. 6s. 
THE SURPRISING HUSBAND. Sseond 

Edition. Cr, ivo. 6s. 
A ROYAL INDISCRETION. Sscond 

Edition. Cr. Svo, 6s, 
UVE MEN'S SHOES. Sscond Edition, 

Cr,tvo, 6s, 

HarahaU (Aptiill>ald). BiANY JUNES. 

Second Edition. Cr. Bvo. 6s. 
THE SQUIRE'S DAUGHTER. Third 

Edition. Cr. Bvo. 6s. 
THE ELDEST SON. Third Edition. Cr. 

ivo. 6s, 

■ason (A. B. W.). CLEMENTINA. 
Illustrated. Seventh Edition, Cr, 8cw. 
9S,net, 

EaXWelI(W. B.). VIVIEN. Tenth Edi- 
tion. Cr, Bvo, 6s, 

THE RAGGED MESSENGER. Third 
Edition. Cr. Bvo. 6s. 

FABULOUS FANCIES. Cr, Bvo. 6s. 

THE GUARDED FLAME. Seventh Edi- 
tion, Cr. Bvo, 6s. 

ODD LENGTHS. Second Ed, Cr. Bvo, €e, 

HILL RISE. Fourth Edition. Cr. Bvo, 6s. 

THE COUNTESS OF MAYBURY: Bk- 
TWBBN You AND I. Fourth Edition, Cr, 
fvo, 6s. 

THE REST CURE. Fourth Edition, Cr, 
Bvo, 6s, 

Veade (L. T). DRIFT. Second Edition. 

Cr. Bvo. 6s. 
RESURGAM. Second Edition, Cr, Bvo, 6s, 
VICIORY. Cr.Bvo. 6s. 
A GIRL OF THE PEOPLE. lUuftrated. 

Fourth Edition. Cr. Bvo. y. 6d. 
HEPSY GIPSY. lUustratcd. Cr. Bvo. 

is 6d. 
THE HONOURABLE MISS: A Story 

OF AN Old-pashionbd Town. Illustrated. 

Second Edition, Cr.Bmo. y.6d. 



ntfopd (Bertpam). THE SIGN OF Tfi£ 
SPIDER. Illustrated. Seventh Editi^m. 
Cr.hvo, ys.td, 

MoleswoPthdIn.). THE RED GRANGE. 
Illustrated. Second Edition, Cr. Sow. 
it,6d, 

Monta«roe (C. E.)- A HIND LET 

LOOi>&. Third Edition. Cr,8vo, 6s. 

MorHson (Arthup). TALES OF MEAN 
STREETS. Seventh Edition. Cr, Zvtr. 6r, 

A CHILD OF THE JAGO. Sixth Edition, 
Cr. Bvo. 6s. 

THE HOLE IN THE WALU Fourth Bdi- 
tion. Cr. Bvo. 6s. 

DIVERS VANITIES. Cr.^vo, 6s, 

Nesbitj[E.), (Mrs. H. Bland). THE RED 
HOUSE. lUustrated. Fifth Edition. 
Cr. Bvo. 6s, 

•DORMANT. Cr.^vo, 6t. 

OlUvant (Alfred). OWD BOB. THE 
GREY DOG OF KENMUIR. With a 
Frontispiece. Eleventh Ed. Cr.Bvo. 6s. 

•THE TAMING OF JOHN BLUNT. 
Cr. Bvo, 6s. 

•Onions (OUvep). GOOD BOY SELDOM ; 
A Romano or Advbktisbbiknt. Cr. Bvo. 
6s. 

Oppenheim (E. Phillips). MASTER OF 

MEN. Fourth Edition. Cr, Bvo. 6s, 
THE MISSING DELORA. Illustrated. 
Fourth Edition, Cr, Bvo, 6s, 

•Opczy (Baroness). FIRE IN STUBBLE. 

Cr, Bvo. 6s, 

Ozenham (John). A WEAVER Of 

WEBS. Illustrated. Fifth Ed. Cr.Bvo. 6s. 
THE GATE OF THE DESERT. Seventh 

Edition, Cr. Bvo. us. net. 
PROFIT AND LOSS. Fourth Edition, 

Cr. Bvo. 6s. 
THE LONG ROAD. Fourth Edition. Cr. 

Bvo. 6s, 
THE SONG OF HYACINTH, and 

OtiTbr Stories. Second Edition, Cr. 

Bvo. 6s. 
MY LADY OF SHADOWS. Fourth Edi- 
tion. Cr, Bvo. 6s, 
LAURISTONS. Fourth Edition. Cr. Bvo, 

6s. 
THE COIL OF CARNE. Fifth Edition, 

Cr. Bvo. 6s. 

Pain (Barry). THE EXILES OF FALOO. 
Second Edition. Crown Bvo, 6s, 

Parker (Gilbert). PIERRE AND HIS 

PEOPLE. Seventh Edition, Cr,Bvo, 6t. 
MRS. FALCHION. Fifth Edition, Cr, 

Bvo. 6s. 
THE TRANSLATION OF A SAVAGE; 

Fourth Edition. Cr. Bvo 6s. 
THE TRAIL OF THE SWORD. lUui- 

trated. Tenth Edition, Cr. Bvo, 6s, 
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WHEN VALMOND CAME TO PONTIAC : 
The Story of a Lost Napoleon. 'Sixth 
Edition. Cr. Bvo. 6s. 

AN ADVENTURER OF THE NORTH. 
The Last Adventures of 'Pretty Pierre.' 
FtYth MditioH. Cr. 8vo. 6t. 

THE SEATS OF THE MIGHTY. Illus- 
trated. Sftftnteinth Edition. Cr, Zvo. t», 

THE BATTLE OF THE STRONG: a 
R(»nance of Two Kingdoms. Illustrated. 
Seventh Edition, Cr, Bvo, 6s. 

THE POMP OF THE LAVILETTE& 
Third Edition. Cr. Bvo, 3*. 6d, 

NORTHERN ^LIGHTS, f^mrth Ed^iam 
Cr. Bvo. 6s. 

Pasture (Uars. Hdnry dn la). THE 

TYRANT. Fourth Edition. Cr. Bvo. 6s. 

Femberton (MaxX THE FOOTSTEPS 

OF A THRONE. Illustrated. Fourth 

Edition. Cr. Bvo. 6s. 
I CROWN THEE KING. lUustrated. Cr, 

Bvo. 6s. 
LOVE THE HARVESTER: A Stort o» 

THB Shires. Illustrated. Third Edition, 

Cr. Bvo. 3*. 6d. 
THE MYSTERY OF THE GREEN 

HEART. T/urd Edition. Cr.Bvo. 6s, 

Penrtn (Alice). THE CHARM. Fifth 

Edition, Cr. Bvo, 6s. 

Phlllpotts(Bden). LYING PROPHETS. 
Third Edition. Cr. Bvo. 6s. 

CHILDREN OF THE MIST. Fifth Edi- 
tion, Cr. Bvo. 6s. 

THE HUMAN BOY. With a Frontispiece. 
Seventh Edition. Cr. Bvo.. 6s, 

SONS OF THE MORNING. Second 
Edition. Cr, Bvo, 6s. 

THE RIVER. Fourth Edition. Cr. Bvo, 6s. 

THE AMERICAN PRISONER. Fourth 
Edition. Cr. Bivo. 6s. 

THE SECRET WOMAN. Fourth Edition. 

KNOCK AT A VENTURE. Third Edition. 

Cr. Bvo. 6s. 
THE PORTREEVE. Fourth Edition. Cr. 

Bvo. 6s. 
THE POACHER'S WIFE. Second Edition, 

Cr. Bvo. 6s. 
THE STRIKING HOURS. Second Edition. 

Cr. Bvo. 6s, 
DEMETER'S DAUGHTER. Third 

Edition, Cr, Bvo, 6t, 

Plekthall (Marmaduke). SaYd THE 

FISHERMAN. Eighth Edition. Cr. Bvo. 
6s, 

•Q' (A. T. QuiUep Couch). THE WHITE 
WOLF. Second Edition. Cr.Bvo. 6s. 

THE MAYOR OF TROY. Fourth Edition. 
Cr. 9vo. 6s, 

MERRY-GARDEN and otiux Storixs. 

MAJOR "viGOUREXnC Third XdiHom. 



RIdge (W. Pett). ERB. Second Editiom. 

Cr. Bvo. 6s. 
A SON OF THE STATE. Third Edition, 

Cr. Bvo. xs. 6d. 
A BREAKER OP LAWS. Cr.Bvo. 3s. 6dL 
MRS. GALER'S BUSINESS. Illustrate^. 

Second Edition. Cr. Bvo. 6s. 
THB WICKHAMSES. Fourth Editiom, 

Cr. Bvo. 6s. 
NAME OF GARLAND. Third Editiom, 

Cr. Bvo. 6s. 
SPLENDID BROTHER. Fourth Edition, 

Cr. Ba/o. 6s. 
NINE TO SIX-THIRTY. Third Edition, 

Cr Bvo. 6s. 
•THANKS TO SANDERSON. Cr.Bvo. 6s, 

Robins (Elizabeth). THE CONVERTi 
Third Edition. Cr, Bvo, 6s. 

Russell (W. Clark). MY DANISH 

SWEETHEART. Illustrated. Ft/th 

Edition. Cr. Bvo. 6s. 
HIS ISLAND PRINCESS. Illustrated. 

Second Edition. Cr. Bvo. 6s. 
ABANDONED. Second Edition. Cr. Bvo. 6s, 
MASTER ROCKAFELLAR'S VOYAGE. 

Illustrated. Fourth Edition, Cr, Bvo. 35. 6d, 

Sidfinvlck (MPS. Alfred). THE KINS- 
MAN. Illustrated. Third Edition, Cr, 
Bvo. 6s. 

THE SEVERINS. Sixth Edition, Cr, 
Bvo, 6s. 

THE LANTERN-BEARERS. Third Ed, 
Cr. Bvo. 6s. 

•ANTHEA'S GUEST. Cr. Bvo, 6s. 

•Somepvllle (E. (E.) and Ross (Martin). 

DAN RUSSEL THE FOX. Illustrated. 
Cr, Bvo, 6s, 

Thurston (E. Temple). MIRAGE. Fourth 
Edition. Cr, Bvo, 6s, 

Watson (H. B. Marriott). TWISTED 
EGLANTINE. Illustrated. Third Edi- 
tion. Cr. Bvo. 6s. 

THE HIGH TOBY. Third Edition. Ctr. 
Bvo. 6s. , . 

A MIDSUMMER DAY'S DREAM. Third 
Edition. Cr. Bvo. 6s. 

THE CASTLE BY THE SEA. Third 
Edition. Cr. Bvo. 6s. 

THE PRIVATEERS. Illustrated. Second 
Edition. Cr. Bvo. 6s. 

A POPPY SHOW ! Bbino Divers anp 
Diverse Talb$. Cr. Bvo. 6s. 

THE FLOWER OF THE HEART. Third 
Edition. Cr. Bvo. 6s. 

ALISE OF ASTRA. Third Edition, Cr, 
Bvo. 6s, 

Webltef (PegBF). THE STORY OF 
VIRGINIA PERFECT. Third Edttton, 
Cr. Bvo. 6s. 

THE SPIRIT OF MIRTH. F(^h Editiom, 
Cr. Bvo, 6f(, 

Wells (H. 0.). THE SEA LADY. Cn 
Bvo, 6s, 
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^5RSf^iS*^'«y^ UNDER THR RXO 
ROBK. lllustnued. Twtnty third EdiiUn. 

• Cn BMW ,dr. 

WWtby (BMttplM). THE RESULT OF 
AM AdCIDKNT. S^camd Sditim, Cr. 

ROSAMUND. StcondEdiHoH. Cr,%v0, U 

WilUunsoa IC. N. mod A. M.). THE 
LIGHTNINb CONDUCTORt The 

* Strango Adventuras of a Motor Car. Illoa. 
traced. Stvtnteentk Edition, Cr, Zvo, 

< dr. AIko Cr, 8oa w. tut, 
THE PRINCESS PASSES : A Romance of 

a Motor. Ilhutratcd. AV«M Editiof^, 

Cr. %vo. d*. 
MY FRIEND THE CHAUFFEUR. iDu.* 

trated. Tenth Edition, Cr. %V0, 6t, 
LADY BETTY^ ACROSS THE WATER. 

EUvtnth Edit$0H, Cr.Zv^, U, 



THE CAR or DESTtNV ANB m 
55S^D IN SPAIN. IWnM^tcd, F^ 
£^kium, Cr,%tw, dr. 

^??^.?SIB^ CHAPERON. IHustratcd. 

^ Sucth Edkum. Cr. 8tw. dr. 

SCARLET RUNNER. lUustratcd. ThirJ 

Edttton, Cr. Zvo, dr. 
S^T i.N SILVER. Dhistnrted. Tfdrd 

^S?t,J^9^^^^ND DISCOVERS 
AMERICA. Stc^d EMticn, Cr. 8vo. dr. 

THE GOLDEN silence: Jj't;;^ nVAm. 
Cr. %V0, dr. 

♦A NEW NOVEL. Cr.bro, 6t, 

Wyflardd ®oll% THE PATHWAY OF 

THE PIONEER (Noua Aatres). Fot$rth 
Edition. Cr. Zvo. dr. 
•THE UNOFFICIAL HONEYMOOlfe 
Cr, %V0. 6c 



Methuen's Two-BUlling Novell. 

Cr, %vo, 2s. nd^ 



Tim Gatb or th« Dbssst. John Oxenham. 
Tbb SBwxiNt. Mn. Alfred Sidgwick. 
Clbmsntina. a. £. W. Mason. 



Tim pRiNcxts ViRoiinA. C N, and A M. 

Williamson. 
CoLONSL ENOBKBy*! WiTS. Lucas Mabi, 



Books for Boys and Oirls. 

Illustrated, Crcwn Sw. 3/. ^ 



bitoss AND Dagckk. The Crusade of the 
Children, 1213. W. Scott Durrant. 

Thb Gbtting Wsll op Dorothy. Mrs. 
W. K. CliflFord. 

Only a Guard-Room Dog. Edith B. 

^ CuthelU 

Master Rockafbllax's Voyags. W. Clark 
Russell. 

SvD Bblton: Th« Boy who would aat 
go to Sea. G. Mantille Fenn. 



Thb Red Grange. Mrs. Molesworth. 
A Girl or the People. L. T. M«ade. 
Hepsy Gipsy. L. T. Meade, ar. 6d, 
The Honourable Miss. L. T. Meade. 
There was once a Prince. Mrs. M. Z, 



Whbit Arnoui combs Home. Mis. M. & 



Methuen's SMlling Novels. 



Jane. Marie CoreHL 

Under the Red Robe. Stanlef J. Weyman. 

Lady Betty Across the WatAr* C M* 
AA.M.WmiaiBSoa. 



Mirage. B. Temple Thurseoa. 
Virginia Pbrpbct. Peggy WebUnf. 
Spanish Gold, G. A. Birmingham. 
*Barbaev Sheet. Robert HicbeaSi^ 
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The Novels of Alexandre Dumas. 

Medium %vo. Price 6d, Double Volumes^ is. 
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Ac-rt. 

THB AdVBNTUSKS of CaPtAJM PAMnilLK. 

Amaury. 

Thb Birb or Fatb. 

The Black Tulip. 

Thb Castlb op Eppstbim; 

Cathbrinb Blum. 

CiaLB. 

The ChAtelbt. 

The Chevalibk D'Harmbntal. (Double 
toltme.) 

Chicot the Jester. 

Chicot Rbdivivus. 

The Comtb ob Montgommbxt. 

Conscience. 

The Convict's Son. 

The Corsican Brothers; and Otho thb 

Archer. 
Crop-Earfd Jacquot. 
dom gorenplot. 
The Due d'Anjou. 
The Fatal Combat. 
The Fencing Master. 
Fbrnande. 
Gabriel Lambert. 
Georges. 

The Great Massacrb. 
HAixi DB Navarre. 

H^L^NE DB ChAVBRMT. 

The Horoscope. 



Leonb*Leona. 

Louise de la VALLiftRS. (Double volume.) 

The Man in thb Iron Mask. (Double 



volume.) 
MAtTRB Adam. 
The Mouth op Hell. 
Nanon. (Double volume.) 
Olympia. 

Pauline ; Pascal Bbunq ; and Bontbkob. ^ 
p&rb la ruinb. 

The Porte Saint-Antoinb. ' 

The Princb op Thieves. 
The Reminiscences op Antont 
St. Quentin. 
Robin Hood. 
Samuel Gblb. 

The Snowball and the Sultanbtta* 
Sylvandirb. 

The Taking op Oalais. 
Tales op the Supernatural. 
Tales op 3tkangb Advbhturi. 
Tales op Terror. 

Thb Three Musketeers. (Double volume.) 
TouRNkY OP thb Hub St.' Antoinb. 
The Tragedy op Nances. 
Twenty Ybar» Aptbr. (DoubW volUm«0 
The Wild-Duck Shooter. 
The Wolp-Lbadbb. 



Hethuen's Sixpenny Books. 

Medium Sva, 



Albanesi (E. Mapla). LOVE AND 

LOUISA. 

I KNOW A MAIDEN. 

THE BLUNDER OF AN INNOCENT. 

PJSTER A PARASITE. 

Anstey (F.). A BAYARD OF BENGAL. 

Austen (J.). PRIDE AND PRBJUDICS. 

BaflTot (Riehapd). A ROMAN MYSTERY. 
CASTING OF NETS. 
DONNA DIANA. 

Balfoup (Andrew). BY STROlLS OF 
SWORD. 



fiaplnff-Gould (S.). FXJRZE BLOdM 

CHEAP JACK ZITA. 

KITTY ALONE. 

URITH. 

THE BROOM SQUIRE. ) 

IN THE ROAR OF THE SEA. 

NOEML 

A BOOK OF FAIRY TALES. Illustrated. 

LITTLE TT7PENNY. 

WINEFRED. 

THE FROBISHERS. 

THE QUEEN OF LOVB. 

ARMINELL. 

BLADYS OF THE STEWPONEY. 

CHRIS OF ALL SORTS. 
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BaPT (Robert). JENNIE BAXTER. 
IN THE MIDST OF ALARMS. 
THE COUNTESS TEKLA. 
THE MUTABLE MANY. 

Benson (E. F.). DODO. 
THE VINTAGE. 

Bronte (Charlotte). SHIRLEY. 

Brownell (C. L.). THE HEART OF 
JAFAN. 

Burton (J. Bloundelle). ACROSS THE 
SALT SEAS. 

CaflTim (Mrs.). ANNE MAULEVERER. 

Capes (Bernard). THE LAKE OF 

WINE. 
THE GREAT SKENE MYSTERY. 

Cllffbrd (Mrs. W. K.). A FLASH OF 

SUMMER. 
MRS. KEITH'S CRIME. 

Corbett (Julian)- A BUSINESS IN 
GREAT WATERS. 

Croker (Mrs. B. M.). ANGEL. 
A STATE SECRET. 
PEGGY OF THE BARTONS. 
JOHANNA. 

Dante (Aliffhieri). THE DIVINE 

COMEDY (Caiy). 

Doyle (A Conan). ROUND THE RED 
LAMP. 

Duncan (Sara Jeannette). THOSE 
DELIGHTFUL AMERICANS. 

Eliot (George). THE MILL ON THE 
FLOSS. 

Findlater (Jane H.). THE GREEN 
GRAVES OF BALGOWRIE. 

Gallon (Tom). RICKERBY'S FOLLY. 

GaskeU (Mrs.). CRANFORD. 
MARY BARTON. 
NORTH AND SOUTH. 

Gerard (Dorothea). HOLY MATRI- 
MONY. 
THE CONQUEST OF LONDON. 
MADS OF MONEY. 

Glsslng(G.). THE TOWN TRAVELLER. 
THE CROWN OF UFE. 



GlanvUle (Ernest). THE INCA'S 

TREASURE. 
THE KLOOF BRIDE. 

GleifiT (Charles). BUNTER'S CRUISE. 

Grimm (The Brothers). GRIMM'S 
FAIRY TALES. 

Hope (Anthony). A MAN OF MARK. 

A CHANGE OF AIR. 

THE CHRONICLES OF COUNT 

ANTONIO. 
PHROSO. 
THE DOLLY DIALOGUES. 



Hornung (I 
NO TALE 



W.). DEAD MEN TELL 



Hyne (C J. CO- PRINCE RUPERT THE 
BUCCANEER. 

Ingraham CJ. H.). THE THRONE OF 
DAVID. 

Le Queux (W.). THE HUNCHBACK 

OF WESTMINSTER. 
THE CROOKED WAY. 
•THE VALLEY OF THE SHADOW. 

Levett-Yeate (S. K.). THE TRAITOR'S 
WAY. 

ORRAIN. 

Linton (E, Lynn). THE TRUE HIS- 
TORY OF JOSHUA DAVIDSON. 

Lyall(Edna). DERRICK VAUGHAN. 

Malet (Lucas). THE CARISSIMA 
A COUNSEL OF PERFECTION. 

Mann (Mrs. M. E.). MRS. PETER 
HOWARD. 

a lost estate, 
the; cedar ^tar. 

ONE ANOTHfeR'S BURDENS. 
THE PATTEN EXPERIMENT. 
A WINTER'S TALE. 

Marehmont (A. W.). MISER HOAD- 

LEY'S SECRET. 
A MOMENT'S ERROR. 

Marryat (Captain). PETER SIMPLE.^ 
JACOB FAITHFUL. 

March (Richard). A METAMORPHOSIS. 
THE TWICKENHAM PEERAGE. 
THE GODDESS. 
THE JOSS. 
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Mason (A. E. W.). CLEMENTINA. 

Mathers (Helen), HONEY. 
GRIFF OF GRIFFITHSCOURT. 
SAM'S SWEETHEART. 
THE FERRYMAN. 

Meade (Mrs. L. T.>. DRIFT. 

Miller (Esther). LIVING LIES. 

Mitford (Bertram). l^HE SIGN OF THE 
SPIDER. 



Montresor (F. P.). 



THE ALIEN. 

THE HOLE IN 



Morrison (Arthur). 
THE WALL. 

Nesblt (B.). THE RED HOUSE. 

Norrls (W, E.). HIS GRACE. 

GILES INGILBY. 

THE CREDIT OF THE COUNTY. 

LORD LEONARD THE LUCKLESS. 

MATTHEW AUSTEN. 

CLARISSA FURIOSA. 

Ollphant (Mrs.). THE LADY'S WALK. 

SIR ROBERTS FORTUNE. 

THE PRODIGALS. 

THE TWO MARYS. 

Oppenheim (B. P.). MASTER OF MEN. 

Parker (Gilbert). THE POMP OF THE 

LAVILETTES. 
WHEN VALMOND CAME TO PONTIAC 
THE TRAIL OF THE SWORD. 

Pemberton (Max). THE FOOTSTEPS 

OF A THRONK 
I CROWN THEE KING. 

Phillpotts (Eden). THE HUMAN BOY. 
CHILDREN OF THE MIST. 
THE POACHER'S WIFE. 
THE RIVER. 



'Q' (A. T. QuUIer Coneh). 

WHITE WOLF. 
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Ridge (W.Pett). A SON OF THE STATE. 

LOST PROPERTY. 

GEORGE and THE GENERAL. 

A BREAKER OF LAWS. 

ERB. 

Russell (W. Clark). ABANDONED. 
A MARRIAGE AT SEA. 
MY DANISH SWEETHEART. 
HIS ISLAND PRINCESS. 

Sergeant (Adeline). THEMASTEKOF 
BEECHWOOD. 

BALBARA'S MONEY. 

THE YELLOW DIAMOND. 

THE LOVE THAT OVERCAME. 

Sldffwlck (Mrs. Alfred). THE KINS- 



ildgwli 

"MAN. 



Surtees (R. S.). HANDLEY CROSS. 
MR. SPONGE'S SPORTING tOUR, 
ASK MAMMA. 

Walford (Mrs. L. B.I M]L SMITH. 

COUSINS. 

THE BABY'S GRANDMOTHER. 

TROUBLESOME DAUGHTERS. 

Wallace (General Lew). BEN.HUR. 
THE FAIR GOD. 

Watson (H. B. Marriott). THE ADVEN- 
TURERS. 
CAPTAIN FORTUNE. 

Weekes (A. B.). PRISONERS OF WAR. 

Wells (H. G.). THE SEA LADY. 

Whitby ^eatriee). THE RESULT OF 
AN ACCIDENT, 

White (Percy), A PASSIONATE PIL- 
GRIM. 

WUliamsoD (Mrs. C. N.). PAPA* 
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